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THE FIRST PART OF 


KING HENRY THE SIXTH. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS- 




Kino IIlmiy the Sixth. 

Di ice ov (StosTEJit undo to tlic King, nnd Protector. 

!>ii k e of Demobd, uncle to the King, and Regent of Piaucc. 

TmoiAS 11? ini out, Duke ofKxeter, great-uncle to llio King. 

Hi m.s RuAtimiT, gie&t-uuclo to the King, Bishop of Winchester, ami 
nfterwardi Cardinal' 

Jouv Tit iiTFOitr, Karl of Somerset, afterwards Duke, 

Licit Ann Plantaoexet, eldest son of Richard late Earl of Cambridge, 
flftcrwaids Duke of Voik. 

Earl up 'VVarivjck.* 

Jahl ur SauM’.rnr. 

E,inr op SuruLK, 

Loan Taiiiut, after* aids Dari of Shrewsbury, 

Jiur> Taj hot, ln\ son. 

Ed in m> Mortimer, Pnrl of Much. 

Sin John Fibtolfe. 

Sin Wiuiam litre r. 

Sm tVu jum Glvnsdale. 

Sin Thomas G vimnvTE. 

Mayor of London 

Woom ille, Lieutenant of tho Towm. 

Verson, of the Wbito-Jlosc or York faction. 

Ihs'tr, of the lled-Rose or Lancaster faction. 

A lAwja,—Mortimers Keepers, 

Charlie, Dauphin, and afterwards King, of Prance. 
lCciOffiXR, Puke of Anjou, and titular King of Naples 
Dike of llwiauMiY. 

Pi ke or At E>fos 
ZU^iarxi or 
Gtneiiior of Pnrii 

Master Gunner of Oilcans, and his Son. 

Central of the French foiecs m Pouidcaux, 

A Fronth iS'trgtflnf, A Porter 

An old Slaplitrd, fathor to Joan la Pucelle. 

M uniAUET, daughter to Heignfor, aftonvauls married to King Ilonry. 

Coijmlss of Auylrgne 

■*<'» la PDUJ.LC, commonly called Joan of Aic. 

Lords, Warders of the Tower, Heralds, Officers, Soldiois, Messengers, mid 
smerad Attendants both on tho English and French. 

Fiends appearing to La Pucolle. 

Sc-EM* Pnrfly in England t and partly m France* 


I . - V rf\ onVfl ^*«* P lfl y. though pomapt tho author did 

/■'T -M I \v^ ny t ,'fir i", t ' ,ctn> ~ t,, ° Wttr '™ k of IH'C Mpenlng sconn being 

1 Vl 1 P> Dio azi7Rh cf the latei hccncs Jfciffc. b 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. Westminster Abbey . 

Dead march . The corpse of King Heniiy the Fifth, in dote, in 
brought in, attended on by the Dukes of Bedford, Glosteh, and 
Exeter, the Earl of Warwick, the Bishop of Winchester, 
Heralds, tfo. 

Bed . Hung ho the heavens with black, yield day to night! 
Comets, importing change of times and states. 

Brandish your crystal tresses in the sky, 

Aud with them scourge the bad revolting stars, 

That have consented unto Henry’s death ! 

King Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long! 

England ne’er lost a king of so much worth. 

Glo . England ne’er had a king until liis time, 

Virtue lie had, deserving to command : 

His brandish’d sword did blind men with liis beams, 

His arms spread wider than a dragon’s wings; 

His sparkling eyes, replete with wrathful lire, 

More dazzled ancl drove back his enemies 
Than mid-day sun fierce bent against their faces. 

What should I say? bis deeds exceed all speech: 

Tic ne’er lift up liis hand, but conquered, 

JBxc. We mourn in black: why mourn we not in blood ? 
Henry is dead, and never shall revive : 

Upon a wooden collin we attend; 
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And death’s dishonourable victory 
We with our stately presence glorify. 

Like captives bound to a triumphant car. 

What! shall we curse the planets of mishap, 

That plotted thus our glory’s overthrow? 

Or shall we think die subtle-vilted French 
Conjurers and sorcerers, that, afraid ol him, 

By magic verses have contriv’d his end ? 

]Viu, He was a king bless'd of the King of kings, 

Unto the French the dieadful judgment-day 
So dreadful will not he as was his sight. 

The battles of the Lord of hosts lie fought: 

The church’s prayers made him so prosperous. 

Glo. The church! where is it ? Had not churchmen pray’d, 
His thread of life had not so soon decay’d: 

None do you like but an effeminate prince, 

Whom, like a school-boy, you may over-awe* 

JVhu Cluster, whate’er we like, thou art protector, 

And lookest to command the prince and realm. 

Thy wife is proud ; she holdeth tliee in awe, 

More than God or religious churchmen may. 

Glo . Name not religion, for thou lov’st the flesh ; 

And ne’er throughout the year to church thou go'sfc, 

Except it be to pray against thy foes. 

lied, Cease, cease these jam, and rest your minds in peace! 
Lets to the altar:—heralds, wait on us;— 

Instead of gold, we’ll offer up our arms; 

Since turns avail not, now that Henry’s dead.— 

Posteiity, await for wi etched yeais, 

'When at their mothers’ moisten'd^) eyes babes shall suck, 
Our Lie be made a mansh (') of salt tears, 

Auil none hut women left to wail the dead.— 

Henry the Fifth I thy ghost I invocate ; 

Trouper this realm, keep it fiom civil broils! 

Combat with adverse planets in the heavens ! 

A far mure gloiious star thy soul will make, 

'Than Julius Osar or bright-( 3 ) 
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Enter a Messenger. 

My honourable lords, health to you all l 
Sad tidings bring I to you out of Fiance, 

Of loss, of slaughter, and discomfiture: 

Guienne, Champaignc, Rhcims, Orleans^ 1 ) 

Paris, Guysorsj Poictiers, are all quite lost. 

Bed. What say’st thou, man, before dead Henry’s corse? 
Speak softly; or the loss of those great towns 
Will make him hurst his lead, and rise from death. 

Glo. Is Paris lost? is Rouen yielded up ? 

If Henry were recall’d to life again, 

These news would cause him once more yield the ghost. 

JExe . How were they lost? what treachery was us’d? 
Mess. No treachery ; hut want of men and money. 
Amongst the soldiers this is muttered,— 

That here you maintain several factions; 

And, whilst a field should he dispatch’d and fought, 

You are disputing of your generals: 

One would have lingering wars, with little cost; 

Another would fly swift, but wanteth wings; 

A third ( 5 ) thinks, without expense at all. 

By guileful fair words peace may he obtain’d. 

Awake, awake, English nobility! 

Let not sloth dim your honours, new-begot: 

Cropped are the flower-de-luces in your arms; 

Of England’s coat one half is cut away. 

Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral, 

These tidings would call forth her( 6 ) flowing tides. 

Bed. Me they concern; regent I am of France.— 

Give me my steelfid coat I I’ll fight for France, 

Away with these disgraceful wailing robes ! 

Wounds will I lend the French, instead of eyes. 

To weep their intermissive miseries. 

Bute)' a second Messonger. 

Sec. Mess. Lords, view these letters, full of had mischance. 
France is revolted fiom the English quite, 

Except some petty towns of no import: 

The Dauphin Charles is crowned king in Rheims; 
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Tlie Bastard of Orleans with him is join’d; 

Ileignior, Duke of Anjou, doth take his part; 

Thp°Duke of Alenjon flieth to his side. 

Jixe. The Dauphin crowned king! all fly to him! 

0, whither shall we fly from this reproach ? 

Olo . We will not fly, hut to our enemies’ throats 
Bedford, if thou he slack, Til fight it out. 

lied. Glostcr, why doubt’st thou of iny forwardness? 

An army have I muster'd in my thoughts, 

"Wherewith already Fiance is overrun. 

Eater a third Messenger 

Third Mess, My gracious lords,—to add to your laments, 
Wherewith you now bedew King Henry’s hearse,— 

I must inform you of a dismal fight 
Betwixt the stout Lord Talbot and the French, 

Win. What! wherein Talbot overcame ? is’t so ? 

Third Mess. 0, no; wherein Lord Talbot was overthrown ; 
The circumstance Til tell you more at large. 

The tenth of August lust, this dreadful lord, 

Retiring from the siege of Oilcans, 

Having full scarce six thousand in his troop. 

By thrce-mi d-twenty thousand of the French 
Was round encompassed and set upon. 

Sb leisure had he to enrank his men; 

tie wanted pikes to set before his archers; 

uist( ad whereof, shaip stakes, pluck’d out of hedges, 

Huy pitched in the giound confusedly. 

To keep the horsemen off from breaking in. 

More than three hours the fight continued; 

Where valiant Talbot, above human thought, 

Unacted woiulers with his sword and lance : 

Hundreds he sent to liell, and none durst stand him; 

Here, there, and eveiy where, enrag’d be flew if*) 
r I ho French exclaim’d, the devil was in arms; 

All the whole army stood agaz’d on him; 

His soldiers, spying his undaunted spirit, 

A 1 allot! a Talbot! cried out amain. 

And rush’d into the bowels of the battle. 
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Here had the conquest fully been seal'd up, 

If Sir John Fastolfe had not play'd the coward : 

He, being in the vawaid s ( 8 ) (plac’d behind, 

With purpose to relieve and follow them,) 

Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke. 

Hence grew the general wreck and massacre; 

Enclosed were they with their enemies : 

A base Walloon, to win the Dauphin’s grace, 

Thrust Talbot with a spear into the back; 

Whom all France, with their chief assembled strength, 

Durst not presume to look once in the face. 

Bed. Is Talbot slain ? then I will slay myself, 

For living idly here in pomp and ease, 

Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid, 

Unto his dastard foemen is betray’d. 

Third Mess . O no, he lives; but is look prisoner, 

And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hunger ford: 

Most of the rest slaughter’d or took likewise. 

Bed . His ransom there is none but I shall pay: 

I’ll hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne,— 

His crown shall be the ransom of my friend; 

Four of their lords I’ll change for one of ours.— 

Farewell, my masters ; to my task will I; 

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 

To keep our great Saint George's feast withal: 

Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take, 

Whose bloody deeds shall make all Europe quake. 

Third Mess . So you had need; for Orleans is besieg’d; 
The English army is grown weak and faint: 

The Earl of Salisbury craveth supply, 

And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 

Since they, so few, watcli such a multitude, 

Exe. itemember, lords, your oaths to Henry sworn, 
Either to quell the Dauphin utterly. 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. 

Bed . I do remember it; and here take my leave. 

To go about my preparation. [Exit. 

Glo . I’ll to the Tower, with all the haste I can. 

To view the artillery and munition; 
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And then I will proclaim young Henry king, 

Exe. To Eltham will I, where the young king is, 

] Icing ordain’d his special governor j 
And for his safety there I’ll best devise, [Exit. 

Win. Each hath his place and function to attend: 

I nm left out; for me nothing remains. 

Hut long I trill not be Jack-on t-of-office: 

The king from Eltham I intend to steal/ 0 ) 

And sit nt eliicfest stern of public weal. 

[Exit. Scene closes. 


Scene II. France. Before Orleans . 

Enter Charles, with his forces ; Alenin, Reightceb, and others. 

Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the heavens, 

So in the earth, to this day is not known : 

Late did lie shine upon the English side ; 

Now we are victors, upon us he smiles, 

What towns of any moment but we have ? 

At pleasure here we lie, near Orleans; 

Othcru biles, the famish’d English, like pale ghosts, 

Faintly besiege us one hour in a month. 

Alen. They want their porridge and their fat hull-he eves: 
Either they must be dieted like mules, 

And have their provender tied to their mouths, 

Or piteous they will look, like drowned mice. 

Rcig. Let’s raise the siege: why live we idly here ? 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear: 

Rernaincth none but mad-brain’d Salisbury; 

And he may well in fretting spend his gall,— 

Nor men nor money hath he to make war. 

Char. Sound, sound alarum I we will rush on them. 

Now lor the honour of the forlorn French!— 

Him I forghc my death, that killeth me, 

AVhcn he secs me go back one foot or llee.( 10 ) 


[Exeunt. 
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Marums; excursions; afterwards a retreat. Re-enter Ohabx.es, 
Ale^on, Reignier, and others . 

Char . Who ever saw the like ? wliat men have 11— 
Dogs! cowards! dastards!—I would ne’er have fled, 

But that they left me midst my enemies. 

JReig . Salisbury is a desperate homicide; 

He figliteth as one weary of his life. 

The other lords, like lions wanting food, 

Do rush upon us as their hungry prey. 

Alan . Froissart, a countryman of ours, records, 

England all Olivers and Rowlands bred 
During the time Edward the third did reign. 

More truly now may this be verified; 

For none but Samsons and (xoliasses 
It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten! 

Lean raw-bon’d rascals! who would e’er suppose 
They had such courage and audacity ? 

Char . Let’s leave this town; for they are liare-hrain 1 cl slaves, 
And hunger will enforce them to( 11 ) he more eager: 

Of old I know them ; rather with their teeth 
The walls they’ll tear down, than forsake the siege, 
lleig. I think, by some odd gimmers or device, 

Their arms are set, like alecks, still to strike ow *, 

Else ne’er could they hold out so as they do. 

By my consent, we’ll even let them alone. 

Alen . Be it so. 

Enter tlw Bastard of Orleans. 

Bast . Where's tlie Prince Dauphin ? I have news for him. 
Char. Bastaid of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 

Bast. Methinks your looks arc sad, your cheer appall’d: 
Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence ? 

Be not dismay’d, for succour is at hand: 

A holy maid hither with me X bring, 

Which, by a vision sent to her from heaven, 

OrdainM is to raise this tedious siege, 

And drive the English forth the bounds of France. 

The spirit of deep prophecy she hath, 
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Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome : 

What's past and what's to come she can descry. 

Speak, ?<hall I call her in ? Believe my words, 

For they acertain and uiifallible, 

Cjt(u\ Gro, call her in. [Exit Eaalavd*] But first, to try 
her skill, 

Reigmcr, stand thou as Dauphin in my place : 

Question her proudly; let thy looks he stem: 

By this means shall we sound what skill she hath. [Retires. 

Jle-i/tter the Bastard of Orleans, with La Puculld. 

Jleifj. Jsiir maid, is t tliou wilt do these wondrous feats? 
Pm. Reignier, is’t thou that thinkest to beguile me ?— 
Whtre is the Dauphin ?— Come, come from behind; 

I know thee well, though never seen before. 

Be not amasdd, there’s nothing hid from me: 

In private will I talk with thee apart.— 

Stand back, you lords, and give us leave awhile. 

Prig. She takes upon her bravely at first dash. 

Ihic* Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd's daughter, 

My wit untrain’d in any kind of art. 

Heaven and. our Lady gracious hath it pleas’d 
To shine on my contemptible estate: 

Lo, whilst I waited on my tender Lambs, 

And to sun’s parching heat display'd my cheeks, 

God’s mother deigned to appear to me, 

And, in a vision full of majesty, 

Will’d me to leave my base vocation, 

And free my country from calamity: 

Iter aid she promis’d, and assur’d success: 

In complete glory she reveal’d herself; 

And, whereas I was black and swart before, 

W itli those clear rays which she infus’d on me. 

That beauty fcm I blcss’d with, which you may ( w ) see. 

Ask me wlmt question thou eanst possible, 

Aud I will answer unpremeditated: 

My courage try by combat, if thou dar’st, 

And thou AvAt LwJl that £ exceed my sex. 

Resolve on this,—thou slialt be fortunate, 



sceseh,] KING IlENRY YI n 

If thou receive me for thy warlike mate. 

Char . Thou hast astonish’d me witli thy high terms; 
Only this proof I’ll of thy valour make,— 

In single combat thou shaft buckle with me; 

And if thou vanquishcst, thy words are true; 

Otherwise I renounce all confidence, 

Puc. I am prepai’d: here is my keen-edg’d sword, 

Deck'd with five( 13 ) flower-de-luces on each side; 

The which at Touraine, in Saint Katharine’s churchyard, 
Out of a great deal of old iron I chose forth. ( l4 ) 

Char. 'Then come, o’ God’s name; I fear no woman. 

Pile . And, while I live, I’ll ne’er fly from a man, 

[They Mi- 

Char. Stay, stay thy hands! thou ait an Amazon, 

And lightest with the sword of Deborah. 

Puc. Christ’s mother helps me, else I were too weak. 
Char. Whoe’er helps thee, ’tis thou that must help me: 
Impatiently I burn with thy desire; 

My heart and hands thou hast at once subdu’d. 

Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so, 

Let me thy servant, and not sovereign, be: 

’Tis the Trench Dauphin suetli to thee thus, 

Puc. I must not yield to any rites of love, 

Eor rny profession’s sacred from above: 

When I have chased all thy foes from hence, 

Then will I think upon a recompense. 

Chav . Meantime look gracious on thy prostrate thrall, 
Reig. My lord, methinks, is very long in talk. 

Alen . Doubtless lie shrives this woman to her smock ; 
Else ne’er could lie so long protract his speech. 

Ring* Shall we disturb him, since he keeps no mean? 
Aim . He may mean more than we poor men do know: 
These women are shrewd tempters with their tongues. 

Reig. My lord, where are you ? what devise you on ? 
Shall we give over Orleans, or no? 

Puc. Why, no, I say, distrustful recreants] 

Eight till the last gasp ; I will be your guard. 

Char. What she says, Ill confirm : well fight it out. 
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Puc, Assign’d am I to be the English scourge* 

This night the siege assuredly I f ll raise : 

Expect Saint Martin’s summer, halcyon days, 

Since I have entered into these wens. 

Glory is like a circle in the water, 

Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself, 

Till, by broad spreading, it disperse to naught. 

With Henry’s death the English circle ends; 

Dispersed are the glories it included. 

Now am I like that proud insulting ship 
Which Cresar and his fortune hare at once. 

Char. Was Malmmet inspired with a dove ? 

Thou with an eagle art inspired, then. 

Helen, the mother of great Constantine, 

Nor yet Saint Philip’s daughters, were like thee. 

Bright star of Venus, fail'll down on the earth, 

IIow may 1 reverently worship thee enough ? 

Jlen. Leave off delays, and let us raise the siege. 

Beig. Woman, do what thou canst to save our honours; 
Drive them from Orleans, and he immortaliz’d. 

Char. Presently we’ll try come, let’s away about it:— 
No prophet will I trust, if she prove false. [Exeunt. 


Scor, III, London, Before the gates of the Tower. 

f.nlir the Duke of Giosteh, with his Serving-men in 
blue coatsf 0 ) 

Olo. I am come to survey the Tower this day: 

Since Henry s death, I fear, there is conveyance,— 

Where be these warders, that they wait not here ? 

Open the gates; ’tis Glostcr that calls. [Servants knock. 
First Warder [within]. Who’s there that knocks so im¬ 
periously > 

Fhsl Sere. It is the noble Duke of Glostcr. 

Second Warder [within]. Whoe’er he be, you may not he 
let in. 
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First Serv . Yillauis, answer you so the lord protector? 
First Warder [within]. The Lord protect him! so we an¬ 
swer him: 

"We do no otherwise than we arc will'd. 

Glo. Who willed you ? or whose will stands but mine ? 
There's none protector of the realm hut I.— 

Break up the gates, I'll bo your warrantize : 

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms ? 

[Glosler's Serving-men rush at the Tower-gates. 
IFoodville [within]. What noise is this? wliat traitors 
have we here ? 

Gh * Lieutenant, is it you whose voice I hear ? 

Open tlie gates; here’s Gloster that would enter* 

Woodville [within]* Have patience, noble duke; I may 
not open; 

The Cardinal of Winchester forbids: 

From him I have express commandment ( 1G ) 

That thou nor none of thine shall he let in. 

Glo . Faint-hearted Woodville, prizesthim Tore me,— 
Arrogant Winchester, that haughty prelate, 

Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne’er could brook? 

Thou art no friend to God or to the king: 

Open the gates, or I'll shut thee out shortly, 

Sewing-men* Open the gates unto the lord protector; 

Or we’ll burst them open, if that you come not quickly. 

[Gloster'$ Serving-men rush again at the Tower-gates . 

Win. How now, ambitious Humphry! what means this ? 
Glo. Peel’d ( n ) priest, dost thou command me to be shut 
out? 

Win. I do, thou most usurping proditor, 

And not piotector, of the king or realm. 

Glo . Stand back, thou manifest conspirator. 

Thou that contriv'dst to murder our dead lord; 

Thou that giv’st whores indulgences to sin : 

I’ll canvass thee in thy broad cardinal’s liat, 

If thou proceed in this thy insolence, 

Win . Nay, stand thou back ; I will not budge a foot: 
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TIiis he Damascus, Ijc thou cursed Cain, 

To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt. 

Glo. I will not slay tlice, but l f ll drive thee back: 

Thy scarlet robes as a child's bearing-cloth 
ru u c e to cany thee out of this place. 

Win, Do what thou dar’stj I beard thco to thy face. 

Glo. What! am I (lard, and beaided to my face?— 
Draw, men, for all this privileged place; 
lfluc-coata to t a wny-coats,—Priest, bewaie your beard; 

I mean to tug it, and to cuff you soundly: 

X7mh t my feet stump* thy cardinal's hat; 

Tn spite of pope or dignities of church, 

Here by the cheeks I'JJ drag thee up and clown. 

Win, Gloster, thou wilt answer this before the pope, 

Glo, Winchester goose ! I cry, a rope ! a rope!— 

Now heat them hence, why do you let them stay ?— 

Thee I'll chase hence, thou wolf in sheeps array.— 

Out, tawny-coate!—out, scarlet hypocrite I 

JIfrc Ulovtku and his Serving-men attack the other parly j and enter 
ut lh* hutly-hnly (he Jtayor of Loudon end Officer*), 

May. hit*, lords 1 that yon, being supreme magistrates, 
Tims contumeliously should break the peace l 

Glo , Peace, major! thou know'st little of my wrongs: 
Here's Itamfort, that regmds nor God nor king, 

Hath here di*train'd the Tower to his use. 

Jfuh Here's Grloster,^ a foe to citizens; 

One that still motions war, and never peace, 

OVrdurging jour free pulses with large fines; 

That seeks to overthrow leligion, 

Iheause he is protector of the realm ; 

Ami would have armour here out of the Tower, 
lo crown himself king, and suppress the prince. 

Glo. I will not answer thee with words, but blows. 

[Here they skirmish again . 
May. Naught rests fav me, in this tumultuous strife, 

But to make open proclamation:— 

C ome, officer; as loud as e'er thou canst.( 30 ) 

Oft. “Ail manner of men assembled here in arms this day 
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against God’s peaco and the king’s, we charge and command 
you, in Iris highness’ name, to lepair to your several dwelling- 
2)Iuccs; and not to wear, handle, or use any sword, weapon, or 
dagger, henceforward, upon pnin of death.'' 

Glo. Cardinal, I’ll be no breaker of the law: 

But we shall meet, and break our minds at large. 

Win. Gloster, we'll meet; to thy cost,( 21 ) be sure: 

Thy heart-blood I will have for this clay’s work. 

May. I'll call for clubs, if you will not away:— 

This cardinal’s more haughty than the devil, 

Glo. Mayor, farewell: thou dost but what thou maysfc. 
Win. Abominable Gloster 1 guard thy head; 

For I intend to have it ere long. 

[ Exeunt, severally , Gloster and Winchester with 
their Serving-men* 

May . See the coast clear’d, and then we will depart,— 
Good Gocl, these ( 22 ) nobles should such stomachs bear \ 

I myself fight not once in forty year, [Exeunt. 


Scene IV, France. Before Oilcans. 

Juntcr> on the watts } the Master-Gunner and his Son. 

M. Gun . Sirrah, thou know’st how Orleans is besieg’d, 
And how the English have the suburbs won. 

Son. Father, I know; and oft have shot at them, 
Howe’er, unfortunate, I miss’d my aim, 

M. Gun. But now thou shalt not. Be thou rul'd by me: 
Chief master-gunner am J of this town ; 

Something I must do to procure me grace. 

The prince’s espials have informed me 

How the English, in the suburbs close intrench’d, 

Wont,( 23 ) through a secret grate of iron bats 
In yonder tower, to overpeer the city; 

And Llicnce discover how with most advantage 
They may vex us with shot or with assault. 

To intercept this inconvenience, 

A piece of ordnance ’gainst it I have plac’d; 

And( 24 ) even these three days have I watch’d, if I 
Could sec them. 
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Now do thou watch, for I can slay no longer. 

If thou spy’st any, run and bring me word; 

And thou shalt find me at the governor's. [Jixit. 

Son, JTathcr, I warrant you j lake you no care; 

I’ll never trouble you, if I may spy them, 


Eritei \ hi cm upper chamber of a imm'> the Lords SalisiHtry and 
Tauiot, Sir WiLLUii Glansdale, Sir Tuoaias Gaugwaye, and 
otfors. 


Sal, Talbot, my life, my joy, again return'd! 

How wert thou handled being prisoner ? 

Or by what means gott'st tliou to be releas'd ? 

Discourse, I prithee, on this turret's top. 

TaL Tlic Duke ( 25 ) of Bedford had a prisoner 
Called the brave Lord Ponton de Santtailles; 
for him was I exchang'd aud ransomed. 

IJut with a baser man of arms by far, 

Once, in contempt, they would have barter’d me ; 

Which I, disdaining, scorn'd; and craved death 
Bather than I would be so vile-esteem'd^ 26 ) 

In line, redeem’d I was as I desir’d. 

But, 0, the treacherous -Fastolfe wounds my heart 1 
Whom with my bare fists I would execute/ 

If I now had him brought into my power, 

Sal Let toll'st thou not how tliou wert entertain'd, 
'laL With scoffs j and scorns, and contumelious taunts 
in open market-place p l0 duc J d they mc t 
To be a public spectacle to all: * 


-acre, said they, is tile terror of the French, 

The scarecrow that affrights our children so', 
ihen broke I from the officers that led me. 

And with my nails digg’d stones oat of the ground 
lo hurl at the beholders of my shame: 

My grisly countenance made others fly. 

None durst come near for fear of sudden death. 

In iron nails they deem'd me not secure • 

iff foar of ,lfimc Wig* them was spread 
fat they suppos’d I could rend bars of steel 
And spurn in pieces posts of adamant: 
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Wherefore a guard of chosen shot I hadj 
That walk’d about me every minute-while ; 

And if I did but stir out of my bed* 

Ready they were to shoot me to the heart, 

SaL I grieve to hear what torments you endur'd ; 

But wo will be reveng’d sufficiently. 

Now it is supper-time in Orleans: 

Here, through this grate, I count each one,( 27 ) 

And view the Frenchmen how they fortify: 

Let us look in ; the sight will much delight thee.— 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William GJansdale, 

Let me have your express opinions 
Where is beat place to make our battery next. 

Gar, I think, at the north gate ; for there stand lords, 
Gian . And I, here, at the bulwark of the bridge. 

Tal . For aught I see, this city must be famish'd, 

Or with light skirmishes enfeebled, 

[S'hot from the tow?i . Salisbury and Sir Thomas 
Gargrave fall . 

Sal, 0 Lord, have mercy on us, wretched sinners I 
Gar , O Lord, have mercy on me, woful man! 

Tal. What chance is this that suddenly hath cross’d ns?— 
Speak, Salisbury ; at least, if thou const speak: 

How far st thou, mirror of all martial men ? 

One of thy eyes and thy cheek’s side struck off!— 

Accursed tower! accursed fatal hand 
That hath contriv'd this woful tragedy ! 

In thirteen battles Salisbury overcame; 

Henry the fifth lie first train’d to the wars; 

Whilst any trump did sound, or drum stmek up. 

His sword did ne'er leave striking in the field.— 

Yet liv’st thou, Salisbury ? though tliy speech doth fail. 

One eye thou hast, to look to heaven for grace : 

The sun with one eye vioweth all the world.— 

Heaven, be thou gracious to none alive, 

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands !»— 

Bear hence his body; I will help to bury it,— 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life ? 

Speak unto Talbot; nay, look up to him.— 

VOL. iv. c 
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Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfoit; 

Thou shftlt not die whiles— 

He beckons with his hand, and smiles on me, 

As who should say , “ When I am dead and gone. 

Remember to avenge me on the French.” 

Plantagcnet, I will; and like thee, Neio,( 28 ) 

Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn: 

■Wretched shall Fiance be only in my name. 

[Thunder heard; afterwards an alarum. 
What stir is this ? wlmt tumult’s in the heavens ? 

Whence conictli this alarum, and the noise ? 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Sly lord, my loul, the French have gather’d head : 
The Dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join'd,— 

A holy prophetess new risen up,— 

Is come with a great powci to raise the siege. 

[Salisbury lifts himself uj) and groans. 
Tal. Hear, hear how dying Salisbury doth groan ! 

It irks his heart lie cannot be reveng’d.— 

Frenchmen, PH be a Salisbuiy to you :—■ 

Pucelle or puzzel, dolphin or dogfish, 

Your hearts Ill stamp out with my horse’s heels, 

And make a quagmire of your mingled brains,— 

Convey me Salisbury into his tent, 

And then we’ll try what these dastard Frenchmen clare. ( 2 £>) 

[Exeunt } bearing out the bodies . 


Scene Y. The same . Before one of the gates of Orleans . 

Abtmuu hhirndshings. Enter Tallot, pursuing the Dauphin, 
dnres him in , ami exit; then enter La Pucelle, driving Eng. 
hdanen befo,e her } and exit after them . thm ic-enler Taluqt. 

Tal. Where is my strength, my valour, and my force ? 
Our English troops retire, I cannot stay them; 

A m oinan clad in armour chaseth them. 

Here, here she comes. 
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Re-enter La Tucelle. 

I’ll have a Lout wtli thee ; 

Devil or devil’s dam, 1*11 conjure tliee: 

Blood will I draw on thee,—thou art a witch,— 

And straightway give thy soul to him thou aerv’st. 

Puc, Come, come, *tis only I that must disgrace thee, 

[They fight. 

Tab Heavens, can you suffer hell so to prevail ? 

My breast I’ll burst with straining of my courage, 

And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder, 

But I will chastise this high-minded strumpet, 

[ They fight again . 

Puc . [retiring.] Talbot, farewell; thy hour is not yet come: 
I must go victual Orleans forthwith. 

O'er take me, if thou canst; I scorn thy strength. 

Go, go cheer up thy hunger-starvedp) men ; 

Help Salisbury to make bis testament: 

This day is ours, as many more shall be. 

[La Pucelle enters the toivn with Soldiers. 
Tal . My thoughts are whirled like a pottei’s wheel; 

I know not where I am, nor what I do \ 

A witch by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 

Drives back our troops, and conquers as she lists: 

So bees with smoke, and doves with noisome stench, 

Are from their hives and houses driven away. 

They call’d us, for our fierceness, English dogs ; 

Biow, like to whelps, we crying run away, \A skv?i alarum. 
Hark, countrymen l either renew the figlit, 

Or tear the lions out of England’s coat; 

Renounce your soil, give sheep in lions’ stead: 

Sheep run not half so timorous( 31 ) from the wolf, 

Or horse or oxen from the leopard, 

As you fly from your oft-subdued slaves. 

[Alarum. Another skirmish . 
It will not he :—retire into your trenches: 

You all consented unto Salishmy's death, 

Eov none would strike a stroke in his revenge.— 
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Pucelle is enter’d into Orleans, 

tn spite of us or aught that we could do. 

0, would I were to die with Salisbury! 

The shame hereof will make me hide my head. 

[Alarum; retreat . Exeunt Talbot and forces, ftc. 

Flourish Enter, on the trails, La Puoelle, Charles, BeIGNieii, 
Ai/cs<;on, and ,SoW?ers. 

J>nc . Advance our waving colours on the walk; 

Rescu’d is Orleans from the English : — 

Thus Joan la lhicelle hath perform'd her word. 

Char. Divinest creature, Astrsea’s daughter/ 39 ) 

]low shall I honour thee for this success? 

Thy promises arc like Adonis’ gardens, 

That one day bloom'd, and fruitful were the next*— 

France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess!— 

Recover'd is the town of Orleans: 

More blessed hap did nocr befall our state, 

Jteiff, Why ring not out the bells aloud throughout the 
town ?( 33 ) 

Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires, 

And feast and banquet in the open streets, 

To celebrate the joy that G od hath given us. 

Alcn* All France will be replete with mirth and joy, 
When they shall hear lmw we have play’d the men. 

Char . ’Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won ; 

For which I will divide my crown with lieu ; 

And all the piiests and friars in my realm 
Shall in procession sing her endless praise. 

A statelier pyramis to her I'll rear 
Thau Rhodope's of( 3 *) Memphis ever was: 

In memory of her when she is dead, 

Her ashes, in an urn more precious 
Than the rich.jewelVd coffer of Darius, 

Transported shall be at high festivals 
Re fore the kings and queens of Fiance/ 35 ) 

No longei on Saint Denis will we cry, 
lJut Joan la Pucelle shall be France’s saint. 
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Come in, and let us banquet royally, 

After this golden day of victory, [Flourish, Exeunt,, 


ACT II. 

Scene I. Before Orleans . 

Enter, to the gate , a French Sergeant and two Sentinels. 

Serg . Sirs, take your places, and be vigilant: 

If any noise or soldier you perceive 
Near to the walls* by some apparent sign 
Let iis have knowledge at the court of guard. 

First Sent. Sergeaut, you shall. [Exit Sergeant'] Thus 
are poor servitors, 

(When others sleep upon their quiet beds,) 

Constrain’d to watch in darkness, rain, and cold. 

Enter Talbot, Bedfoiid, Bunoumr?, and forces, with scaling- 
ladders , their drums heating a dead march. 

Tal. Lord regent, and redoubted Burgundy,— 

By whose approach the regions of Artois, 

Walloon, and Picardy are friends to us,-- 
This happy night the Frenchmen are secure, 

Having all day carous'd and banqueted: 

Embrace we, then, this opportunity, 

As fitting best to quittance their deceit, 

Contriv’d by art and baleful sorcery. 

Bed . Coward of France 1—how much lie wrongs his fame, 
Despairing of his own arm’s fortitude. 

To join with witches and the help of belli 

Bur . Traitors have never other company.— 

But what’s that Pucelle, whom they term so pure ? 

Tal . A maid, they say. 

Bed . A maid ! and be so martial! 

Bur . Pray God she prove not masculine ere long ; 

If underneath the standard of the French 
She carry armour, as she hath begun. 
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Well, let them practise and converse with spirits : 
God is our fortress, in whose conquering name 
Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks. 

Bed Ascctul, brave Talbot; we will follow thee. 

Tal Not all together: better far, I guess, 

That we do make our entrance several ways; 

That, if it chance the one of us do fail, 

The other yet may rise against their force. 

Bed Agreed; I’ll to yond corner. 

Bur, And I to this. 

Tal And here will Talbot mount, or make his grave,— 
Now, Salisbury, for thee, and for the right 
Of English Ilcmry, shall this night appear 
How much in duty I am bound to both. 

[The English scale the \walls , crying il St % George / 
a Talbot!” and all enter the town . 

Sent, Arm! arm! tlie enemy doth make assault! 

llw I reni'h leap oier the walls in their shirts. Enter, several ways } 
the Eaytaid of Orleans, Alston, and Eeignieii, half ready 
owl haf unready, 

Alen . How now, iny lords! what, all unready so ? 

Bast, Unready! ay, and glad we scap’d so well. 

Meig. Tuas time, I trow, to wake and leave our beds, 
Hearing alarums at our chamber-doors. 

Men, Of all exploits since first I follow’d arms, 

Ne'er heard I of a warlike entciprise 
■ Jlore venturous or desperate than this. 

Bast, I think this Talbot be a fiend of hell, 

Itciy, If not of hell, the heavens, sure, favour him. 

Alsn w Here cometli Charles: I marvel how lie sped. 

East, Tut, holy Joau was liis defensive guard. 

Enter Chahles and La Tuoulltu. 

Char. Is this thy cunning, them deceitful dame ? 

IJidst thou at fivst, to flatter us withal, 

Make us partakers of a little gain, 

'lhat now our loss might he ten times so much ? 

i J w. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend ? 
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At all times will you have my power alike ? 

Sleeping or waiting, must I still prevail, 

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ? 

Improvident soldiers! had your watch been good, 

This sudden mischief never could have fall’n. 

Char. Duke of Alenfon, this was your default, 

That, being captain of the watch to-night, 

Did look no better to that weighty charge. 

Alen . Had all your quarters been as safely kept 
As that whereof I had the government, 

We had not been thus shamefully surpris’d, 

Bast . Mine was 9 ecure. 

Reig* And so was mine, my lord. 

Char . And, for myself, most part of all this night, 
Within her quarter and mine own precinct 
I was employ'd in passing to and fro, 

About relieving of the sentinels: 

Then how or which way should they first break in ? 

Puc . Question, my lords, no further of the case, 

How or which way: ’tis sure they found some place 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made. 

And now there rests no other shift but this,— 

To gather our soldiers, scatter’d and dispers’d, 

And lay new platforms to endamage them. 

Alarum . Enter an English Soldier, crying {< A Talbot f a Talbot /” 
They fly , having their clothes behind. 

Sold . I'll be so bold to take what they have left. 

The cry of Talbot serves me for a sword ; 

For I have loaden me with many spoils, 

Using no other weapon but his name. [Exit. 


Scene II. Orleans . Within the toivn . 

Enter Talbot, Bedfoiid, Buugundy, a Captain, and others . 

Bed . The day begins to break, and night is fled, 
Whose pitchy mantle oyer-veil’d the earth. 
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Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit. 

['Retreat sounded* 

Tat, Tiling forth the hotly of old Salisbury, 

And here advance it in the market-place. 

The middle centre; of this cursed town. 

Now haie I paid my vow unto his soul; 

Tor every diop of blood was drawn from him, 

Tlwve hath vat least five Frenchmen died to-night, 

And that hereafter ages may behold 
What min happen’d in revenge oi him, 

W ithin their chiefest temple [’ll erect 
A tonih, wheiein his corpse shall be interr’d : 

Upon the which, that every one may read, 

Shall be enginVd the sack of Orleans, 

The treacherous manner of his mournful death, 

And wliat a terror he had been to France. 

I hit, lords, in all our bloody massacre, 

I mu?e we met not with the Dauphin’s grace, 

His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc, 

Nor any of his false confederates. 

Bed . ’Tis thought. Lord Talbot, when the fight began, 
Hous'd on the sudden from their drowsy beds, 

They did, amongst the troops of armed men, 

Leap o’er the walls for refuge in the field, 

Bur. Myself (as far as I could well discern, 

For smoke and dusky vapours of the night,) 

Am sure I scar’d the Dauphin and his trull, 

"When atm in arm they both came swiftly running, 

Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves. 

That could not live asunder day or night. 

After that things are set in order here, 

'Wo’tl follow them with all the power we have. 

Enkr a jtfesscngcr. 

d/m. All hail, my lords I Which of this princely train 
Call ye the warlike Talbot, for liis acts 
So much applauded through the realm of France ? 

dal* Here is the Talbot: who w’ould speak with him ? 

Mess, The virtuous lady, Countess of Auvergne, 
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With modesty admiring thy renown, 

By me entreats, great lord, thou wouldst vouchsafe 
To visit her poor castle where she lies, 

That she may boast she hath beheld the man 
Whose glory fills the world with loud report. 

Bur. Is it even so ? Nay, then, I see our wars 
Will turn unto a peaceful comic spoit, 

When ladies crave to be encounter'd with.— 

You may not, my lord, despise her gentle suit. 

Tal, Ne'er trust me, then; for when a world of men 
Could not prevail with all their oratory, 

Yet hath a woman's kindness over-ruVd:— 

And therefore tell her I return great thanks, 

And in submission will attend on her.—- 
Will not your lion ours bear me company ? 

Bad. No, truly; it is more than manners will: 

And I have heard it said, unbidden guests 
Are often welcomest when they are gone, 

Tal . Well then, alone, since there's no remedy, 

I mean to prove this lady's courtesy,— 

Come hither, captain. [IFhispers.] You perceive my mind? 

Capl . I do, my lord, and mean accordingly. [Exeunt. 


Scene IIL Auvergne . Court of the Castle . 

Enter the Countess and her Porter. 

Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge; 

And when you have done so, bring the keys to me. 

Port. Madam, I will. „ [Ecclt. 

Count. The plot is laid : if all things fall out right, 

I shall as famous be by this exploit 
As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus' death. 

Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight, 

And his achievements of no less account: 

Tain would mine eyes be witness with mine ears, 

To give their censure of these rare reports, 
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Enter Messenger and Talbot. 

Mens* Madam, 

According ns your ladyship desk d. 

By menage ciav'd, so is Lord Talbot come. 

Count. And he is welcome. Wlmt! is this the man? 
Mess* Madam, it is. 

Count. Is this the scourge of France ? 

Is this the Talbot, so much fear’d abroad, 

That with his name the mothers still their babes? 

X sec report is fabulous and false i 
I thought I should have seen some Hercules, 

A second Hector, for his grim aspect, 

And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs, 

Alas, this is a child, a silly dwarf! 

It cannot be this weak and wulthlM shrimp 
Should strike such terror to his enemies. 

Tah Madam, I have been bold to trouble you; 

But since your ladyship is not at leisure, 

I T IL sort some other time to visit you. [Gobi#. 

Count . What means he now?—Go ask him whither ho 
goes. 

Mess, Stay, my Lord Talbot; for my lady craves 
To know the cause of your abrupt departure. 

Tal. Marry, for that she’s in a wrong belief, 

I go to certify her, Talbots here. 

ii e-enter Porter vSdh Lei/a. 

Count, If thou be he, then art thou prisoner. 

TttL Prisoner! to whom ? 

To me, blood-thirsty lord; 
And for that cause I train’d thee to my house. 

Long time thy shadow hath been thrall to ino, 

For in my gallery thy picture hangs: 

But now the substance shall endure the like j 
And I will chain these legs and aims of thine, 
lliat hast by tyranny, these many years, 

Wasted our country, slain our citizens, 

And sent our sons and husbands captivate. 
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Tal. Ha, ha, ha! 

Count . Laughest thou, wretch ? thy mirth shall turn to 
moan. 

Tal, I laugh to see your ladyship so fond 
To think that you have aught but Talbot's shadow 
Whereon to practise your severity. 

Count . Why, art not thou the man ? 

Tal. I am indeed. 

Count. Then have I substance too. 

Tal. No, no, I am but shadow of myself: 

You arc deceiv'd, my substance is not here; 

For wliat you see is but the smallest part 
And least proportion of humanity : 

I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here, 

It is of such a spacious lofty pilch. 

Your roof were not sufficient to contain’t. 

CoimL This is a riddling merchant for the nonce; 

He will be here, and yet he is not here: 

TIow can these contrarieties agree ? 

Tal. That will I show you presently. 

\JfIe winds a horn . Drums strike up; then a peal 
of ordnance . The gales being forced, enter 
Soldiers . 

IIow say you, madam ? are you now persuaded 
That Talbot is but shadow of himself? 

These are liis substance, sinews, arms, and strength, 

With which he yoketh your rebellious necks, 

Razeth your cities, and subverts your towns. 

And in a moment makes them desolate, 

Count . Victorious Talbot! pardon my abuse: 

I find thou art no legs than fame hath bruited. 

And more than may be gather'd by thy shape. 

Let my presumption not provoke thy wmtli; 

For I am sorry that with reverence 
1 did not entertain thee as thou art. 

Tal, Be not dismay’d, fair lady; nor misconstrue ( 3C ) 

The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake 
The outward composition of Ilia body. 

What you have done hath not offended me : 
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Nor other satisfaction cio I crave, 

Hut only (with your patience) that ive may 
Taste of your wine, anti see what cates you have ; 
for soldier.-,’ stomachs always serve them well. 

Count . With all my heart; and think me honoured 
To feast so great a warrior in my house. [ Exeunt . 


Scene IV. London, The Temple-garden . 

Enter the Earls of Somerset, Suffolk, and Warwick ; Richard 
Piantaoenet, YniitfOK, and another Lawyer, 

Thin, Great loids and gentlemen, what means this silence? 
Date no man answer in a case of truth ? 

Suf, Within the Temple-hall we were too loud; 

The garden here is more convenient. 

Plan * Then say at once if I maintain'd the truth 5 
Or else was wrangling Somerset in the error? 

Svf* Faith* I have been a truant in the law, 

Anil ne\er yet could flame my will to it; 

And therefore frame the law unto my will. 

Som, Judge you, my Lord of "Warwick, then, between us. 
War. Between two hawks, which flies the higher pitch ; 
Between two dogs, winch hath the deeper mouth; 

Between two blades, which bears the better temper 5 
Between two horses, which doth hear him best; 

Between two girls, which hath the merriest eye 
I have, perhaps, some shallow spirit of judgment: 

But in these nice sharp quillets of the law, 

Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw, 

Plan* Tut, tutj here is a mannerly forbearance: 

The truth appears so naked 011 my side. 

That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Som, And on my side it is so well apparell’d, 

So clear, so shining, and so evident, 

That it will glimmer through a blind man’s eye. 

Plan. Since you arc tongue-tied and so loth, to B petvk, 

In dumb significants proclaim your thoughts: 
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Let him that id a true-born gentleman, 

And stands upon the honour of his birth, 

If he suppose that I have pleaded truth, 

From off this brier pluck a white rose with me. 

Som . Let him that is no coward nor no flatterer. 

But dare maintain the party of the truth, 

Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me. 

fVar. I love no colours j and, without all colour 
Of base insinuating flattery, 

I pluck this white rose with Plantugenet. 

Suf* I pluck this red rose with young Somerset; 

And say withal, I think he held the right. 

T r e)\ Stay, lords and gentlemen, and pluck no more. 

Till you conclude, that he, upon whose side 
The fewest roses are cropp’d from the tree, 

Shall yield the other in the right opinion, 

Som . Good Master Vernon, it is well objected : 

If I have fewest, I subscribe in silence. 

Plan , And I. 

Ve)\ Then, for the truth and plainness of the case, 

I pluck this pale and maiden blossom here, 

Giving my verdict on the white rose side. 

Som . Prick not your finger as you pluck it off. 

Lest, bleeding, you do paint the white rose red. 

And fall on my side so, against your will. 

Vei\ If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed, 

Opinion shall be surgeou to my hurt, 

And keep me on the side where still l am. 

Som. Well, well, come on: who else? 

Law . Unless my study and my hooks be false, 

Tlie argument yon held was wrong in you ; [To Somerset, 
In sign whereof I pluck a white rose too. 

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argument? 

Som. Here in my scabbard; meditating that 
Shall dye your white rose in a bloody red. 

Plan. Meantime your cheeks do counterfeit our roses 5 
For pale they look with fear, as witnessing 
The truth on our side. 

Som. 


No, Plantagenel, 
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s Tis not for fear, but anger that tliy cheeks 
Blush for pure shame to counterfeit our roses, 

And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error. 

Man . Ifatli not thy rose a canker, Somerset ? 

Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet ? 

Flaiu Ay, shmp and piercing, to maintain his truth ; 
Whiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood. 

Som. Well, Ill find friends to wear my bleeding roses, 
That shall maintain what I have said is true, 

Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen. 

Man . Now, by this maiden blossom in my hand, 

I scorn thee and thy faction,( 37 ) peevish boy. 

Suf. Turn not thy scorns this way, Plantagenet# 

Plan. Proud Poole, I will; and scorn both him and thee. 
Suf. I’ll turn my pait thereof into thy throat. 

Som . Away, away, good William De-la-Poolc! 

Wc grace the yeoman by conversing with him. 

Jf'ar. Now, by God's will, thou wrong’s! him, Somerset; 
Ills grandfather was Lionel Duke of Clarence, 

Third son to the third Edward King of England: 

Spring crestless yeomen from so deep n root? 

Flail. He hears him oil the place’s privilege. 

Or durst not, for his craven heart, say thus. 

Som. By him that made me. I’ll maintain my words 
On any plot of ground in Christendom. 

Was not thy father, Richard Earl of Cambridge, 

Tor treason executed in our late king’s clays ? 

And, by his treason, stand’s! not thou attainted. 

Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry ? 

His trespass yet lives guilty in thy blood ; 

And, till thou be restor’d, thou art a yeoman. 

Flan. AIy father was attached, not attainted; 

Condemn’d to die for treason, but no traitor; 

And that I’ll prove on better men than Somerset, 

Were growing time once ripen'd to my will. 

For your pai taker Poole, and you yourself, 

111 note you in my book of memory, 
lo scourge you for this apprehension : 

Xjook to it well, and say you are well warn’d. 
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Sow* All, thou shalt find us ready for thee still • 

And know us, by these colours, for thy foes,— 

For these my friends, in spite of thee, shall wear. 

Plan* And, by my soul, this pale and angry rose, 

As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate. 

Will I for ever, and my faction, wear. 

Until it wither with me to my grave, 

Or flourish to the height of my degree. 

Suf \ Go forward, and be chok’d with thy ambition! 

And so, farewell, until I meet thee next. [Exit. 

Som . Have with thee, Poole,—Farewell, ambitious llich- 
ard. [Exit. 

Plan . How 1 am brav’d, and must perforce endure it! 

War* This blot, that they object against your house, 
Shall be wip’d out in the next parliament. 

Call’d for the truce of Winchester and Gloster : 

And if thou be not then created York, 

I will not live to be accounted Warwick. 

Meantime, in signal of my love to thee, 

Against proud Somerset and William Poole, 

Will I upon thy party wear this rose: 

And here I prophesy,—tins brawl to-day, 

Grown to this faction, in the Tempi e-garden, 

Shall send, between the red rose and the white, 

A thousand souls to death and deadly night. 

Plan . Good Master Vernon, I am bound to you. 

That you on my behalf would pluck a flower, 

Von In your behalf still will I wear the same. 

Lav). And so will I. 

Plan . Thanks, gentle sir.( 38 ) 

Come, let us four to dinner: I dare say 

This quarrel will drink blood another day. [Exeunt. 


Scene V. The same, A room hi the Tower* 

Enter Moutisieu, brought-in in a chair by two Keepers. 

Mon Kind keepers of my weak decaying age. 

Let dying Mortimer here rest himself.— 
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Even like a man new-haled from the rack, 

So fare my limbs with long imprisonment i 
And these grey locks, the pursuivants of death, 

Xcstor-like aged, in an age of cave. 

Argue the cud of Edmund Mortimer. 

These eyes,—like lamps whose wasting oil is spent,— 

Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent: 

Weak shoulders, overborne with burdening grief; 

And pithless aims, like to a wither’d vine 
That droops his sapless branches to the ground: 

Yet are these feet,—whose ktrengthloss stay is numb, 
Unable to support this lump of clay,— 

,Swift-winged with desire to get agiave, 

As witting I no other comfort have.— 

Hut tell me, keeper, will my nephew como ? 

Kirst Keep. Hi chard Plantagenet, my lord, will come : 
We sent unto the Temple, to( a0 ) his chamber; 

And answer was return’d, that ho will come, 

Afbr. Enough: my soul shall then be satisfied.— 

Poor gentleman ! his wrong doth equal mine. 

Since Henry Monmouth first began to reign 
(Jleforc whose glory I was great in arms), 

This loathsome sequestration have I had; 

And even since then hath Richard been obscur’d. 

Depriv’d of honour and inheritance. 

Rut now, the arhitiatov of despairs, 

Just death, kind umpire of men’s miseries, 

With sweet enlargement doth dismiss me hence: 

I would his troubles likewise were expir’d, 

That so he might recover what was lost. 

Knter IticKATvo Peaxtaoeset. 

Pint Keep. My lord, your loving nephew now is coinc. 
Nor. Richard Pkmtagenct, iny friend, is lie come ? 
Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus iguobly us’d, 

Tour nephew, late^despised Richard, comes. 

Mor. Direct mine arms I may embrace his neck, 

And in his bosom spend my latter gasp; 

O, tell me when my lips do touch his cheeks. 
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That I may kindly give one fainting kiss.— 

And now declare, sweet stem from York’s great stock, 
Why didst thou say, of late thou wert despis’d ? 

Plan. First, lean thine aged back against mine arm ; 
And, in that ease. I’ll tell thee my disease. 

This day, in argument upon a ease, 

Some words there grew ’twixt Somerset and me; 
Among which terms lie us’d his lavish tongue, 

And did upbraid me with my father’s death: 

Which obloquy set bars before my tongue, 

Else with the like I had requited him. 

Therefore, good uncle, for my fathci’s sake, 

In honour of a true Plantagenet, 

And for alliance’ sake, declare the cause 
My father, Earl of Cambridge, lost his head. 

Mo)\ That cause, fair nephew, that imprison’d me, 
And hath detain’d me, all my doweling youth, 

Wi thin a loatlisomo dungeon, there to june, 

Was cursed instrument of liis decease. 

Plan « Discover more at large what cause that was; 
For I am ignorant, and cannot guess. 

Mar. I will, if that my fading breath permit, 

And death approach not ere my tale be done, 

Henry the fourth, grandfather to this king, 

Depos’d his nephew Richard,—Edward’s son, 

The first-begotten, and the lawful heir 
Of Edward king, the third of that descent: 

During whose reign, the Percies of the north, 

Finding his usurpation most unjust. 

Endeavour’d my advancement to the throne : 

The reason mov’d these warlike lords to this 
Was, for that (young ICing( d0 ) Richard thus remov’d, 
Leaving no heir begotten of his body,) 

I was the next by birth and parentage ; 

For by my mother I derived am 
From Lionel Duke of Clarence, the third son 
To King Edward the third; whereas he 
From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree, 

Eeing but fourth of that heroic lino. 

VOL. iv. t> 
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But mark: as, in this haughty great attempt, 

They laboured to plant tlie rightful heir* 

I lost my liberty, ami they their lives. 

Long after this, when Henry the fifth, 

Succeeding his father Bolingbrokc, did reign, 

Thy father, Earl of Cambridge, then deriv’d 
From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York, 

Marrying my sister, that thy mother was. 

Again, in pity of my hard distress, 

Levied an army, weening to redeem 
And have install’d me in the diadem: 

But, as the rest, so fell that noble carl. 

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the title rested, were suppress'd* 

jPlan, Of which, my lord, your honour is the last. 

Mor. True ; and thou seest that I no issue have, 

And that my fainting words do warrant death: 

Thou art my heir; the rest 1 wish thee gather : 

But yet he wary in thy studious care, 

Plan. Thy grave admonishments prevail with me: 

But yet, methinks, my father’s execution 
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny. 

Nor* With silence, nephew, be thou politic: 

Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster, 

And, like a mountain, not to be remov’d. 

But now thy uncle is removing hence; 

As princes do their courts* when, they am clayVL 
With long* continuance in a settled place. 

Plan. O, uncle, would some part of my young years 
Might hnt redeem the passage of your age 1 
^ ^r. Thou dost, then, wrong me,—as the slaughteier doth 
Which giveth many wounds when one will kill. 

Mourn not, except thou sorrow for my good; 

Onl)', give order for my funeral; 

And so, farewell; and fair be all thy hopes. 

Ami piospcrous be thy life in pence and war! [ D/ex. 

J'/ttii. And peace, no war, be fail thy parting soul! 

In prison hast tlioii spent a pilgrimage. 

And like a hermit overpass’d thy days._ 
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Well, I will lock his counsel in my breast; 

And what I do imagine, let that rest.— 

Keepers, convey him hence; and I myself 
Will see his burial better than his life. 

{Exeunt Keepeny bearing out the body of Mortimer* 
Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer, 

Chok’d with ambition of the meaner sort:— 

And, for those wrongs, those bitter injuries. 

Which Somerset hath offer’d to my hoii^e, 

I doubt not but with honour to redress j 
And therefore haste I to the parliaments 
Either to bo restored to my blood. 

Os wicife my the advantage of my goo A 


ACT III. 

Scene I. London . The Parliament-house . 

Flourish* Fnicr King Henry, PxeteRj Gloster, Warwick, 
Somerset, and Suffolk; the Bishop of Winchester, Rich¬ 
ard Plantaoenet, and others . Gloster offers to put up a 
bill; Winchester snatches it, and tears 'it. 

Win . Coin’st thou with deep-premeditated lines, 

With written pamphlets studiously devis'd, 

Humphrey of Gloster ? If thou canst accuse, 

Or aught intend’st to lay unto my charge, 
r Do it without invention, suddenly; 

As I with sudden and ex temporal speech 
Purpose to answer what thou canst object, 

Glo . Presumptuous priest! this place commands my 
patience, 

Or thou shouldst find thou hast dishonour'd me. 

Think not, although in writing I preferr’d 
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes, 

Thai therefore I have forg’d, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearse the method of my pen: 

No,prelate; such is thy audacious wickedness. 
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Thy lewd, pestiferous, and clissentious pranks, 

As very infants prattle of thy pride. 

Thou art a most pernicious usurer; 

Froward hy nature, enemy to peace; 
lascivious wanton, more than well beseems 
A mau of thy profession and degree ; 

And for thy treachery, what’s more manifest,— 

In that thou kid’st a trap to take my life. 

As well at London-bridge as at the Tower ? 
lie‘side, I fear me, if thy thoughts were sifterl. 

The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy swelling heart. 

Il't/i. fries ter, I do defy thee.—Lords, vouchsafe 
To give me hearing what I shall reply. 

If I were covetous, ambitious, or perverse, 

As he will have me, how am I so poor? 

Or how haps it I seek not to advance 
Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling ? 

And for dissension, who preferreth jxttce 
More than I do,—except I be provok’d ? 

No, my good lords, it is not that o/Fends ; 

It is not that that hath incens’d the duke : 

It L, because no one should sway but lie; 

No one but lie should be about the king; 

And that engenders thunder in his breast, 

And makes him roar these accusations forth. 

But he shall know I am as good— 

Ohh As good! 

Thou bastard of my grandfather!— 

H in* Ay, lordly sir; for what are you, I pray, 
But one imperious in another's throne ? 

Glo. Am I not( w ) protector, sancy priest ? 

H And am not I a prelate of the church ? 

Glo. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps, 

And u^eth it to patronage his theft. 

Whj. UnrevoTent Oloster! 

( i Thou art reverent 

Touching thy spititmd function, not thy life. 

U T m. Home &hall remedy this. 
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War. Hoorn thither, tlien.^ 3 ) 

Som. My lord, it were your duty to foil)car. 

War* Ay, see the bishop be not overborne, 

Som, Methinks my lord should be religious, 

And know the office that belongs to such. 

War, Metliinks his lordship should be humbler; 

It fitteth not a prelate so to plead. 

Som* Yes, when his holy state is touch'd so near. 

War, State holy or unhallow'd, what of that? 

Is not his grace protector to the king ? 

Plan, Plantagenet, I sec, must hold liis tongue, 

Lest it be said, “Speak, sirrah, when you should j 
Must your bold veidict enter talk with lords ?” 

Else would I have a iling at Winchester. [. Aside . 

JC Hen . Uncles of Grloster and of Winchester, 

The special watchmen of our English weal, 

I would prevail, if prayers might prevail, 

To join your hearts in love and amity, 

O, what a scandal is it to our crown, 

That two such noble peers as ye should jar ! 

Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell 

Civil dissension is a viperous worm 

That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth. 

[A noise within 9 “Down with the tawny-coats !” 
What tumult's this ? 

War, An uproar, I dare warrant, 

Begun through malice of the bishop’s men. 

\A noise again witkhi, “Stones! stones!” 

Enter the Mayor of London, attended. 

May, O, my good lords,—and virtuous Henry,— 

Pity the city of London, pity us \ 

The bishop and the Duke of Grloster’s men, 

Forbidden late to carry any weapon, 

Have fill’d their pockets full of pebble-stones, 

And, handing themselves in contrary pails, 

Do pelt so fast at one another's pate, 

That many have their giddy brains knock’d out: 
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Our windows are broke down in every street, 
And \vo, foi fear, compell’d to shut our shops. 


Enter, skirmishing, the Sewing-men o/Glosteh ntid Winchester, 
with Hooch/ pedes . 

K. Hen . AYe charge you, on allegiance to ourself, 

To hold your slaughtering hands, and keep the peace. 

Pray, uucle Gloster, mitigate this strife. 

First Serv . Nay, if we be 
Forbidden stones, we'll fall to it with cuir teeth. 

Sec. Serv , Do what ye dare, we are as resolute. 

[Skirmish again , 

Gion You of my household, leave this peevish broil, 

And set this unaccustomrl tight aside. 

Third Serv . My lord, we know your grace to be a man 
Just and upright; and, for your royal birth, 

Inferior to none but to his majesty: 

And, ere that we will suffer such a prince, 

So kind a father of the commonweal, 

To he disgraced by an inkhorn mate, 

AVe, and our wives, and children, all will fight, 

And have our bodies slaughter’d by thy foes. 

First Serv. Ay, and the very pavings of our nails 
Shall pitch a field when w r e are dead. [Skirmish again. 

Glo . Stay, stay, I say 1 

An if you love me, as you say you do, 

Y/ib w/i yroivud/i to 

K. Hen. 0, how this discord doth afflict my soul!— 

Can you, my Lord of AVinchester, behold 
My sighs and tears, and will not once relent ? 

AVho should he pitiful, if you be not ? 

Or who should study to prefer a peace, 

If holy churchmen take delight in broils ? 

War. Yield,my lord protectoryield, Winchester;— 
Excejit you mean, with obstinate repulse, 
lo day your so\ercign, and destroy the realm. 

You see ivliat mischief, and what murder too, 

Hath been enacted through your enmity; 
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Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood. 

Win. He shall submits or I will never yield. 

Glo. Compassion on the king commands me stoop ; 

Or I would see his heart out, ere the priest 
Should ever get that privilege of me. 

War. Behold, my Lord of Winchester, the duke 
Hath banish’d moody discontented fury, 

As by his smoothed brows it doth appear: 

"VVhy look you still so stern and tragical ? 

Glo . Here, Winchester, I offer tliec my hand. 

K . lien. Fie, uncle Beaufort l I have heard you preach 
That malice was a great and grievous sin; 

And will not you maintain the thing you teach, 

But prove a chief offender in the same ? 

War. Sweet king !— the bishop hath a kindly gird.— 

For shame, my Lord of Winchester, relent! 

What, shall a child instruct you wliat to do ? 

Wm. Well, Duke of Grloster, I will yield to thee; 

Love for thy love, and hand for hand I give. 

Glo. Ay, but, I fear me, with a hollow heart.— 

See here, my friends and loving countrymen; 

This token servetli for a flag of truce 
Betwixt ourselves and all our followers: 

So help me God, as I dissemble not! 

Win. So help me God, as I intend it not j [Aside. 

K. Hen. 0 loving uncle, kind Duke of Grloster, 

How joyful am I made by this contract!— 

Away, my masters! trouble us no more; 

But join in friendship, as your lords have done. 

First Sew. Content; I’ll to the surgeon's. 

Sec . Sew . And so will I. 

Third Sew . And I will see what physic the tavern affords. 

\Fxeunt Sewing-men, Mayor, Syc. 
War . Accept this scroll, moat gracious sovereign, 

Which in the right of Richard Blantagenet 
We do exhibit to your majesty. 

Glo. Well urg’d, my Lord of Warwick:—for, sweet 
prince, 

An if your grace mark every circumstance. 
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You have great reason to do Richard light; 

Especially for those occasions 
At Eltham-placo I told your majesty. 

JC lien . And those occasions, uncle, wove of force : 
Therefore, niy loving lords, our pleasure is, 

That Richard he restored to his blood. 

iVar. Let Riclmrcl bo restored to his blood $ 

So shall his father’s wrongs be recompens'd. 

7 /7/*. As will the rest, so willcth Winchester. 

K. JI&u If Richard will he true, not that alone,( 4J ) 

Hut all the whole inheritance I give. 

That doth belong unto the house of York, 

From whence you spimg by lineal descent, 

Plan. Thy humble servant vows obedience 
And humble service till the point of death. 

K t Jlcn , Stoop, then, and set your knee against my foot; 
And, in reguerdon of that duty done, 

I girt thee with the valiant sword of York • 

Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagcnet, 

And rise created princely Duke of York. 

Plan. And so thrive Richard as thy foes may fall ! 

And ns my duty springs, so perisli they 
That grudge one thought against your majesty ! 

Ml. Welcome, high prince, the mighty Duke of York ! 
Som. Perish, base prince, ignoble Duke of York! [Aside. 
Gla. Now will it best avail your majesty 
To cross the seas, and to he crown’d in France: 

The presence of a king engenders love 
Amongst his subjects and his loyal friends, 

As it disauimatos his enemies. 

K. Ihn. When Glostcr says the word, King Henry goes; 
For friendly counsel cuts off many foes. 

Gio. Y our ships already are in readiness, 

[I'lourhh. Exeunt all except Exeter, 
Exe, Ay, we may march in England or in Fiance, 

Hot seeing wlmt is likely to ensue. 

Tin's late dissension grown betwixt the peers 
Hums under feigned ashes of forg’d love. 

And w ill at last break out into a llamc: 
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As fester’d members rot but by degree, 

Till bones and flesh and sinews fall away, 

So will this base and envious discord breed. 

And now I fear that fatal prophecy 
Which in the time of Henry nam’d the fifth 
Was in the mouth of every sucking babe,— 

That Henry born at Monmouth should win all, 

And Henry born at Windsor should ( 46 ) lose all; 

Which is so plain, that Exeter doth wish 

Ilis days may finish ere that hapless time. [Exit. 


Scene II. France, Before ftouen . 

Enter La Puoellb disguised, and Soldiers dressed like Country¬ 
men, with sacks upon their backs . 

Puc, These are the city-gates, the gates of llouen, 
Through which our policy must make a breach: 

Take heed, be wary how you place your words; 

Talk like the vulgar sort of market-men 
That come to gather money for their corn. 

If wc have entrance,—as I hope we shall,— 

And that we find the slothful watch but weak, 

I’ll by a sign give notice to our friends, 

That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them. 

First Sol. Our sacks shall be a mean Lo sack the city. 
And we be lords and rulers over Rouen ; 

Thcrefcme we’ll knock. [Knocks* 

Guard . [within,] Qui est Id ? 

Puc . Pay sans, pauvres gens de Fi ance ,— 

Poor market-folks, that conic to sell their corn. 

Guard [opening the gates]. Enter, go in ; the market-bell 
is rung. 

Puc . Now, Rouen, I’ll shake thy bulwarks to the ground. 

[La Pucelle, §c. enter the town . 

Enter Ciiaeles, the Bastard of OliLUANS, Alen^on, and forces. 
Char . Saint Denis bless this happy stratagem! 

And once again we'll sleep secure in Rouen. 
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Hast Held enter'd Pucelle and her practi&ftnts; 

Now she is there, how will she specify 
Where ( 4 *) is the best and safest passage in ? 

Aten* By thrusting out a torch from yonder tower; 
Which, once discern'd, shows that her meaning is— 

No way to that, for weakness, which she enter’d, 

Enin* La Tucelle on a JtaltUin&ti, holding out a torch bivmny, 
Piic. Behold, this is the happy wed ding-torch 
That jometh Ilouen unto her countrymen, 

JJut burning fatal to tlie Talbotites ! 

Hast. See, noble Charles, the beacon of our friend ; 

The burning torch in yonder turret stands. 

Char. Now shine it like a comet of revenge, 

A prophet to the fall of all our foes! 

Ahiu Defer no time, delays have dangerous ends ; 

Enter, and cry “ The Dauphin 1 ” presently, 

Aiul then do execution on the Match. 

[They enter the town. Exit La Pucelle above . 

Alarum. Enter, from the iovm , Talbot and English Soldiers. 
Tal. Franco, thou shalt rue this treason with thy tears, 

If Talbot hut survive thy treachery.— 

Pucelle, that witch, tlmt damned sorceress, 

Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares, 

That hardly w T e escap’d the pride of France. 

[Exeunt into the twin. 
Alarum: c^eiusiom. Enter, from the town, Bedford, brouijht-in 
ski in a choir, vnih Talbot, Burgundy, and the English 
form. Then enter on the wcdls La Pucelle, Charles, Bas¬ 
tard, ALEX90N, and others . 

Tug. Good morrow, gallants 5 want ye corn for bread ? 

I think the Duku of Burgundy will fast. 

Before lieTl buy again at such a rate: 

Twas full of darnel \—do you like the taste ? 

Ihr, Scolf on, vile fiend and shameless courtezan ! 

I trust ere long to choke thee with thine own, 

And make thee curse the liar vest of that corn. 

Char. Your grace may starve, perhaps, before that time. 
Bed. O, let no words, but deeds, revenge this treason I 
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Puc. What will you do, good grey-beard ? break a lance, 
And run a tilt at death within a chair ? 

Tul . Foul fiend of France, and hag of all despite, 
Encompass’d with thy lustful paramours 1 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age, 

And twit with cowardice a man half dead ? 

Damsel, I’ll have a bout with you again, 

Or else let Talbot perish with this shame. 

Pile . Are ye so hot, sir?—yet, Pucelle, hold thy peace; 

If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow. 

[Talbot and the rest consult together - 
God speed the parliament t who shall bo the speaker ? 

Tal . Dare ye come forth and meet us in the field ? 

Puc . Belike your lordship takes us, then, for fools, 

To try if that our own be ours or no. 

Tal I speak not to that railing Hecate, 

But unto thee, Ale 119011, and the rest; 

Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out? 

Alan. SignioT, no. 

Tal Signior, hang !—'base muleters of France ! 

Like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls, 

And dare not take up arms like gentlemen. 

Puc . Away, captains !( 48 ) let’s get 11 s from the walls ; 

For Talbot means no goodness, by his Looks,— 

God W wi’ you, my lord t wc came but to tell you 

That we are here* [Exeunt La Pucelle 3 §c.from the walls. 

Tal And there will we bo too, ere it be long, 

Or else reproach be Talbot’s greatest fame !— 

Vowj Burgundy, by honour of tliy house 
(Prick'd on by public wrongs sustain'd in France), 

Either to get the town again or die 
And I,—as sure as English Henry lives, 

And ns his father here was conqueror; 

As sure as in this late-betrayed town 
Great Cceur-de-lion’s heart was buried,— 

So sure I swear to get the town or die. 

Pur* My vows me equal partners with thy vows. 

Tal But, ere we go, regard, this dying prawa, 

The valiant Duke of Bedford.—Come, my lord, 
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We will bestow 3 ou in some better place 3 
Fitter for sickness and lor crazy age. 

jjctf, Loul Talbot) do not so dishonour me: 

Here will I sit before the walls of Novum, 

Ami will be partner of your weal or woe. 

Bur % Courageous Bedford, let us now persuade you. 

Bed Not to be gone from hence ; for once I read, 

That stout Pendragon, in bis litter, sick, 

Came to the field, and vanquished his foes: 

Methinks I should revive the soldiers’ hearts, 

Because I ever found them as myself. 

Tal Undaunted spirit in a dying breast!— 

Then be it so:—heavens keep old Bedford safe !— 

And now no move udo, brave Burgundy, 

But gather we our forces out of hand, 

And set upon our boasting enemy. 

[Exeunt , into the town, Eurgundij, Talbot , and 
forces , leaving Bedford and others, 

Ahtnun: e&:ur&iom, in one of which, enter Sir John Fastolfe 
and a Captain, 

Cap, AVhither away, Sir Jolm IWolfe, in such haste ? 
East, Whither away! to save myself by flight: 

We are like to have the overthrow again. 

Cap . What! will you fly, and leave Lord Talbot? 

Fast, Ay, 

Ad the Talbots in the world, to ?ave my life. [Exit, 

Cap, Cowardly knight! ill fortune follow thee 1 

[Exit into the town, 

lidreat: excursions, Ee-eutcr, from the town, La Pucelpe, 
Alf^ou, Chahixs, <Gc. and exeunt flying, 

Bed, Now, quiet sou], depart when heaven please, 

For I have seen our enemies’ overthrow. 

What is the trust or strength, of foolish man? 

They that of late weie timing with their scoffs, 

Are glad and fain by flight to save themselves. 

[Dies, and is ccn ned off m his chair. 
Alarum. Ik-entcr Taliiot, Bujigtody, and otheis. 

Tul Lo&t, and recover'd in a day again! 
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This is a double honour, Burgundy: 

Yel( 49 ) heavens have glory for this victory! 

Bur ■ Warlike and martial^) Talbot, Burgundy 
Enshrines tliee in his heart; and there erects 
Thy noble deeds, as valour’s monuments. 

Tah Thanks, gentle duke* But where is Pucelle now? 

I think her old familiar is asleep : 

Now where’s the Bastard’s braves, and Charles his gleeks? 
What, all a-mort? Rouen bangs her head for grief. 

That such a valiant company are fled. 

Now will we take some order in the town, 

Placing therein some expert officers ; 

And then depart to Paris to the king, 

Eor there young Henry with his nobles lie.( 51 ) 

Bur, What wills Lord Talbot pleaseth Burgundy* 

Tal, But yet, before we go, let’s not forget 
The noble Duke of Bedford late deceas’d, 

But seo his exequies fulfill'd in Rouen: 

A braver soldier never couched lance, 

A gentler heart did never sway in court; 

But kings and mightiest potentates must die, 

I?or that’s the end of human misery* [Exeunt, 


Scene II l. The plains near Rouen . 

Enter Ciiaeleb, the Bastard of 0) leans, A^ENfON, Lx Pucellu, 
and forces. 

Buc . Dismay not, princes, at this accident, 

Nor grieve that Rouen is so recovered : 

Care is no cure, but rather corrosive, 

For things that are not to be remedied. 

Let frantic Talbot triumph for a while, 

And like a peacock sweep along his tail j 
We’ll pull his plumes, and take away his train, 

If Dauphin and the rest will be but rul’d. 

Char . We have been guided by thee hitherto, 

And of thy cunning had no diffidence : 

One sudden foil shall never breed distrust. 
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Bast, Sortrch out thy wit for secret policies, 

And we will make thee famous through the world. 

Jlen . WU set thy statue in some holy place, 

And have thee reverenc'd like a blessed saint: 

Employ thee, then, sweet viigin, for our good 

Puc % Then thus it must be; this cloth Joan devise: 

By fair persuasions, mix'd with sugar’d words, 

\Vc will entice the Duke of Burgundy 
To lcwe the Talbot and to follow us. 

Char. Ay, many, sweeting, if we could do that, 

Trance were no place for Henry’s waivims; 

Nor should that nation boast it so with us, 

Hut he ex toped from ottr provinces. 

A ten. For ever should they bo expuls 1 d from Franco, 

And not hate title of an earldom here, 

JPuc , Your honours shall perceive how I will work 
To bring this matter to the wished end. [Viwns hearth 

Ilark l by the sound of drum you may perceive 
Their powers are marching unto Paris-waul. 


An English march, and pass over at a distance, Talbot 

a/id hs forces, 

There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread, 

And all the troops of English after hiin, 

A Pretich march, Euler ike Duke of ‘Burgvudy and his fou.es. 

Now in the mu ward comes the duke and his: 

Fortune in /arena makes him fag behind. 

Summon a parley; we will talk with him, 

[ Ti limpets sound a j)arley . 
Char, A parley with the Duke of Burgundy \ 

Bur. Who craves a parley with the Burgundy ? 

1 uc . Ike princely Charles of France, tby countryman. 

UuT ' Wi,at sa y' st Charles? for I am marching 
hence. 

Char* Speak, Pucelle, and enchant him with thy words. 
Puc. Brave Burgundy, -undoubted hope of France! 

Stay, lot thy hirmLW handmaid speak to thee. 

Hut. Speak on ; but be not over-tedious. 
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Pug, Look on thy country, look on fertile France, 
Ancl see the cities and the towns defac’d 
By wasting ruin of the cruel foe ! 

As looks the mother on her lovcly( G ") bahe 
When deatli doth close liis tender dying eyes, 

See, see the pining malady of France; 

Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds. 

Which thou thyself hast given her woful breast! 

O, turn thy edged sword another way; 

Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that help ! 

One drop of blood drawn from thy country’s bosom 
Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign gore : 
Return thee, therefore, with a flood of tears, 

And wash away thy country's stained spots. 

Bur. Either she hath bewitch’d me with her words. 

Or nature makes me suddenly relent* 

Puc. Besides, nil French and France exclaims on tliee, 
Doubting thy biith and lawful progeny. 

Who join’st thou with, but with a lordly nation. 

That will not trust thee but for profit's sake ? 

When Talbot hath set footing once in France, 

And fashion'd tliee that instrument of ill, 

Who then hut English Henry will he lord, 

And thou he thrust out like a fugitive ? 

Call wo to mind,—and mark but this for proof,— 

Was not the Duke of Orleans thy foe ? 

And was lie not in England prisoner ? 

But when they heard lie was thine enemy, 

They set him free, without his ransom paid, 

In spite of Burgundy and all his friends. 

See, then, thou fight’st against thy countrymen, 

And join’st with them will be thy slaughter-men. 

Come, come, return; return, thou wandering lord; 
Charles and the rest will take thee in tlicir arms. 

Bw. I am vanquished; these haughty words of hers 
Have batter’d me like roaring cannon-shot, 

And made me almost yield upon my knees.— 

Forgive me, country, and sweet countrymen \ 

And* lords, accept this hearty kind embrace i 
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My forces and my power of men arc youra: * 

So, farewell. Talbot; I’ll no longer trust tliee. 

1 ‘uc. Done like a Frenchman,—turn, and turn again! 
Char. Welcome, brave duke! thy friendship makes us 
fresh. 

flash And doth beget new courage in our breasts, 

Aten. Puerile hath bravely play'd her part in this, 

Ami cloth deserve a coronet of gold. 

Char . Now let us an, my lords, and join our powers; 
And seek how we may prejudice the foe. [Exeunt . 


Scene IV. Paris. A room in the palace. 

Enfrr King HeN'hv, Gxoster, ami other Lords, Veiwon, Basset, 
(to. To them Talbot and some qf his Officers, 

Tal . My gracious prince,—and honourable peers,— 
Hearing of your arrival in tbisiealm, 

I have a while given truce unto my wars, 

To do my duty to my sovereign ■, 

In sign uhereof, this arm,—that hath reclaim'd 
To your obedience fifty fortresses, 

Twelve cities, ami seven walled towns of strength, 

Beside five hundred prisoners of esteem,— 

Lets fall Ins sv,ov<l before your highness' feet. 

And with submissive loyalty of heart 
Ascribes the glory of his compiest got 
Fil'd to my God, and next unto your grace. 

Ah IIon. Is this the Lord Talbot, uncle Glostcr, 

That bath so long been resident in France? 

Gfo. Yes, if it please your majesty, my liege. 

If. Hem "Welcome, brave captain and victorious lord! 
When I was young (as yet I am not old), 

1 do leniember how my father said 
A Pouter champion never handled swoid. 

Long since we weie lcsohed of your truth, 

\our faithful service, and your toil in war; 

Yet nwer have you tasted our toward, 

Or been reguerdorfd with so much as thanks, 
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Because till now we never saw your face: 

Therefore* stand up; and, for these good deserts, 

We here cieate you Earl of Shrewsbury 5 
And in our coronation take your place. 

[Flourish, Exeunt all except Vernon and JBasset, 
Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at sea, 

Disgracing of these colouis that I wear 
In honour of my noble Lord of York,— 

Dar'st thou maintain the former words thou spak'st? 

Bas. Yes, sir; as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your saucy tongue 
Against my lord the Duke of Somerset. 

Ver, Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is. 

Bas . Why, what is he? as good a mail as York. 

Ver . Hark ye; not so: in witness, take ye that. 

[i Strikes him . 

Bas, Villain, thou know st the law of arms is such, 

That whoso thaws a swoid, ’tis present death, 

Or else this blow should broach thy dearest blood. 

But 1*11 unto his majesty, and crave 
I may have liberty to venge this wrong; 

When thou shalt see I'll meet thee to thy cost. 

Ver. Well, miscreant, I'll be there as soon as you; 

And, after, meet you sooner than you would. [Exeunt, 


ACT IV. 

Scene I, Paris . A room of state , 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Exeter, York, Suffolk, Somerset, 
Winchester, Warwick, Talbot, the Governor of Paris, and 
others 

Glo ♦ Lord bishop, set the crown upon his head. 

IVin. God save King Henry, of that name the sixth! 

Glo . Now, governor of Paris, take your oath,— 

[Governor kneels . 

That you elect no other king but him ; 

VOL, iv, e 
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Esteem 3ione friends but such as are his friends. 

And none your foes but such as shall pretend 
Malicious practices against his state : 

Tins shall yc do, so help you righteous God [ 

\Exemi Governor and his train. 

Entw Sir John Fastolfk. 

Fast. My gracious sovereign, as I lode from Calais, 

To haste unto your coronation, 

A letter mas deliver'd to my hands, 

Writ to your giacc from the Duke of Burgundy. 

Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy and tliee ! 

I low’d, base knight, when I did meet thee next, 

To tear the gaiter from thy craven’s leg [Plucking it 
(Which I have done), because unworthily 
Thou wast installed in that high degree.— 

Tuition me, princely Henry, and the rest: 

This dastard, at the battle of Vatay,( rj3 ) 

When but in all I was six thousand strong, 

And that the French were almost ten to one,— 

Before \\c met, or that a stroke was given, 

Like to a trusty squhe, did run away: 

In winch assault we lost twelve hundred men ; 

Myself, mid divers gentlemen beside, 

Weie there surpris’d and taken prisoners. 

Then judge, great lords, if 1 have done amiss ; 

Or whether that such cowards ought to wear 
This ornament of knighthood, yea ov no. 

Glo. To say the truth, thb fact was infamous, 

And ill beseeming any common man. 

Much more a knight, a captain, and a leader. 

Tal. When first this aider was ordain’d, my lords, 

Knights of the garter were of noble birth, 

\ aliant and virtuous, full oi haughty courage, 

Sudi as were giown to credit by the wars j 
Not fearing death, nor shrinking for distress, 

But always resolute m most extiernes,( 5J ) 
lie, then, that is not furnish’d in this sort 
Doth hut usurp the sacred name of knight, 
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Profaning this most honourable order. 

And should (if I were worthy to be judge) 

Be quite degraded, like a hedge-horn swain 
That doth presume to boast of gentle blood. 

IC. lien . Stain to thy countrymen, tliou hcar’st thy doom l 
Be packing, therefore, thou that wast a knight: 

Henceforth we banish thee, on pain of death. 

[Exit Fastolfe . 

And now, my( 55 ) lord protector, view the letter 
Sent from our uncle Duke of Burgundy. 

Glo. What means his grace, that he hath chang’d his style? 

[,Viewing (he superscription* 

No more but, plain and bluntly, “To the king?’* 

Hath he forgot ho is his sovereign ? 

Or cloth this churlish superscription 
Pretend ( r,c ) some alteration in good will ? 

What’s here ?—“I have, upon especial cause,— [Heads 

Mov’d with compassion of my country’s wreck, 

Together with the pitiful complaints 
Of such ns your oppression feeds upon,— 

PoTBnken your pernicious faction, 

And join’d with Charles, the rightful King of Pi mice.’ 1 
0 monstrous treachery ! can this he so,— 

That in alliance, amity, and oaths, 

There should be found such false dissembling guile ? 

1 C Hen. What! doth my undo Burgundy revolt? 

G 7 o. He doth, my lord*, and is become your foe, 

IC lien. Is that the worst this letter doth contain ? 

Glo. It is the worst, and all, my lord, he writes, 

IC Hen . Why, then, Lord Talbot there shall talk with him, 
And give him chastisement for this abuse :— 

How say you, my lord ? are you not content ? 

Tal. Content, my liege! yes, but that I am prevented, 

I should have begg’d I might have been employ’d, 

IC Hen. Then gather strength, and inarch unto him 
straight: 

Let him perceive how ill we brook his treason, 

And what offence it is to flout his friends. 
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Tal I go, my lord \ in heart desiring still 
You may behold confusion of your foes. \Exii. 

AVer Tjcbnon and Basset. 

Ver* Grant me the combat, gracious sovereign ! 

Jins. And me, my lord, grant mo the combat too ! 

York. This is my servant: hear him, noble piiwce l 
Horn. And this is mine: sweet Henry, favour him! 

K. lien. Be patient, lords; and give them leave to 
speak*— 

Say, gentlemen, what mates you thus exclaim ? 

And wherefore crave you coinbat? ov with 'whom ? 

With him, my lord; for lie hath done me wrong. 
Dus. And I with him ; for he hath done mo wrong. 

K. lien * What is that wiong whereof you both complain? 
lurstlet me know, and then I’ll answer you. 

Has. Crossing the sea from England into France, 

This fellow here, with envious carping tongue, 

Upbraided me about the rose I wear; 

Saying, the sanguine colour of the leaves 
Did repiescnt my master’s blushing cheeks, 

When stubbornly he did repugn the truth 
About a certain question in the law 
Argu’d betwixt the Duke of York and him \ 

With other vile and ignominious terms: 

In confutation of which rude reproach, 

And in defence of my lords wovtluno&s, 

I crave the benefit of law of arms. 

Vi'T. And that is my petition, noble lord: 

Tur though ho seem with forged quaint conceit 
To set a gloss upon his bold intent, 

Yet know, my lord, 1 was provok’d by him; 

And he first took exceptions at tlus badge, 

Pronouncing that the paleness of this flower 
Bewray’d the faiutiu\v> of my master’s heart. 

VorK. Will not this malice, Someisct, be left? 

,SW - Voui private grudge, ray Lord of York, will out, 

J hough ne’er so cunningly you smother it. 
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JC Tien . Good Lord, what mildness rules in brainsick 
men, 

When for so slight and frivolous a cause 
Such factious emulations shall arise !— 

Good cousins both, of York and Somerset, 

Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace, 

York , Let tins dissension first be tried by fight, 

And then your highness shall command a peace. 

Som, The quarrel toucheth none but us alone; 

Betwixt ouiselves let us decide it, then. 

York. There is my pledge; accept it, Somerset. 

Ver, Nay, let it rest where it began at first. 

Bas t Confirm it so, mine honourable lord. 

Glo, Confirm it so ! Confounded be your strife! 

And perish ye, with your audacious prate! 

Presumptuous vassals, are you not ash am’d 
With this immodest clamorous outrage 
To trouble and disturb the king and us?— 

And you, my lords,—methinks you do not well 
To bear with their perverse objections; 

Much less to take occasion from their mouths 
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves; 

Let me persuade you take a better course. 

Exc. It grieves his highness:—good my lords, be friends. 
K, lien . Come hither, you that would be combatants: 
Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour, 

Quite to forget this quarrel and the cause.— 

And you, my lords, remember where we are; 

In Prance, amongst a fickle wavering nation: 

If they perceive dissension in our looks, 

And that within ourselves we disagree, 

How will tlicir grudging stomachs be provok’d 
To wilful disobedience, and rebel! 

Beside, what infamy will there arise, 

When foreign pi'inces shall be certified 
That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 

King Henry's peers and chief nobility 
Destroy'd themselves, and lost the realm of France ! 

O, think upon the conquest of my father; 
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My tender years; and Jet us not forego 
That for a tiifie that was bought with blood ! 

Let me be uinpiic in this doubtful strife. 

I see no reason, if I wear this rose, [Putting on a red rose. 
That any owe should therefore be suspicious 
I more incline to Somerset than York: 

Both are iny kinsmen, and I love them both: 

As well they may upbraid me with my crown, 

Because, for&ooth, the king of Scots is crownM. 

But your discretions better can persuade 
Than I aiO able to instruct or teach: 

And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 

So let us still continue peace and love.— 

Cousin of York, wo institute your grace 
To be our regent in these parts of France: — 

And, good my Lord of Somerset, unite 
Your troops of horsemen with his bands of foot; 

And, like true subjects, sons of your progenitors, 

(io cheerfully together, and digest 
Your angry choler on your enemies. 

Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest, 

After some respite, will return to Calais; 

From thence to England’ where I hope ere long 
To be presented, by your victories, 

Yuth Charles, Alenyoii, and that traitorous rout. 

[ 1 'lourhh. JZxuiuit King Ifenry 7 Ghsler, Somer¬ 
set > JJ inchest e; , Suffolk 7 and Basset. 

War. My Lord of York, I promise you, the king 
Prettily, inethought, did play the orator. 

York. And so ho did; but yet t like it not, 

In that he wcara the badge of Sonieiset- 

K civ. lush, that was hut his fancy, blame him not ■ 

I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no harm. 

I ork. An if I wist( 5? ) he did,—but let it rest; 

Other afluiis must now r be maiiftoccl. 

© 

r ' [dl.ceunt Yo)k i Warwick 3 and Vernon . 
VlVc. \\ ell didst thou, Richard, to suppress thy voice ; 

I or, had the passions of thy heart burst out, 

I fear we should have seen decipher’d there 
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More rancorous spite, more furious raging broils, 

Than yet can be imagin'd or suppos'd. 

But howsoever, no simple man that sees 
This jariing discord of nobility, 

This shouldering of each other in the court, 

This factious bandying of their favourites, 

But that it( 68 ) doth presage some ill event. 

*Tis much when sceptres are m children’s hands ; 

But more when envy breeds unkind division; 

There comes the rum, there begins confusion. [Exit. 


Scene II. Before Bourdeaux . 

Enter Talbot, with Ms forces. 

Tah Cro to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter; 
Summon their general unto the wall. 

Ti impel sounds a parley. Enter, on the walls, the General of tlio 
Trench forces, and others . 

English John Talbot, captains, calls you forth, 

Servant in arms to Harry King of England; 

And thus ho would,—Open your aity-gates; 

Be humble to us; call my sovereign yours, 

And do him homage as obedient subjects; 

And 1*11 withdraw me and my bloody power: 

But, if you frown upon this proffer’d peace, 

You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 

Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing lire; 

Who, in a moment, even with the earth 
Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers, 

If you forsake the offer of their love. 

Gen . Thou ominous and fearful owl of death. 

Our nation's terror, and their bloody scourge! 

The period of thy tju'anny npproachetli. 

On us thou cansl not enter but by death; 

Tor, I protest, we are well fortified, 

And strong enough to issue out and fight: 

If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed. 
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Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee: 

Oil either hand thee there are squadrons pitch'd. 

To wall thee from the liberty of flight 5 
And no way c:\nst thou turn thee for redress, 

But death doth front thee with apparent spoil, 

And pale destruction meets thee 111 the face. 

Ten thousand Trench have ta'cn the sacrament, 

To rive their dangerous artillery 

Upon 110 Christian $oul but English Talbot. 

Lo, there thou stands, a breathing valiant man, 

Of an invincible niiconquer’d spirit! 

This is die latest glory of thy praise 
That I, thy enemy, due thee withal; 

Tor eie the glass, that now begins to run. 

Finish the process of his sandy hour, 

These eyes, that see thee now well-coloured, 

Shall see thee wither’d, bloody, pale, and dead. 

[Drum afar off. 

Hark! hark l the Dauphin’s drum, a warning bell, 

Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul; 

And mine shall ling thy dire departure out. 

[Exeunt General , §‘C. fi om the walk, 
Tah He fables not; I hear the enemy:— 

Out, some light horsemen, and peruse their wings.— 

O, negligent and heedless discipline f 
IIow are we park'd and bounded in a pale,— 

A little heid of England's timorous deer, 

Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French curs! 

If we he English deer, be, then, in blood; 

Not rascal-like, to fall down with a pinch, 

But rather, moody-mad and desperate stags. 

Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel, 

And make the cowards stand aloof at bay : 

Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 

And they shall find dear deer of us, my friends,— 

Clod and Saint George, Talbot and England's right, 

Prosper om* colours in this dangerous fight! [ Exeunt . 
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Scene III. Plums in Gascony . 

Enter Yujik, with forces j to him a Messenger. 

York, Are not the speedy scouts return’d again, 

That dogg’d the mighty army of the Dauphin ? 

Mess, They are return’d, my lord; and give it out 
That he is march’d to Boiudeaux with liis power, 

To fight with Talbot: as he inarch’d along, 

By your espials were discovered 

Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led; 

Which join'd with him, and made their march for Bourdeaux. 

York * A plague upon that villain Somerset, 

That thus delays my promised supply 
Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege! 

Renowned Talbot doth expect iny aid; 

And I am louted by a traitor villain, 

And cannot help the noble chevalier: 

God comfort him in this necessity! 

If he miscarry, farewell wars in France, 

Enter Sir IYiltjam Lucy. 

Lucy. Thou princely leader of our English strength. 
Never so needful on the earth of France, 

Spur to the rescue of the noble Talbot, 

Who now is girdled with a waist of iron, 

And liemm'd about with grim destruction r 
To Bourdeaux, warlike duke ! to Bourdeaux, York! 

Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England’s honour. 

York. 0 God, that Somerset,—who in proud heart 
Doth stop my cornets,—were in Talbot’s place ! 

So should we save a valiant gentleman 
By forfeiting a traitor and a coward. 

Mad ire and wrathful fury makes me weep, 

That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep. 

Lucy , 0 , send some succour to the distress’d lord! 

Yor/c , He dies, we lose j I break my warlike word; 

We mourn, France smiles; we lose, they daily get; 

All long of this vile traitor Somerset. 
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Then Gocl take mercy on brave Talbot’s soul; 

And on bis son young John, who two Ixours since 
I met in tia^el toward liis warlike father! 

This seven years did not Talbot see his soil; 

And noiv they meet where both their lives are done. 

York Alas, what joy shall noble Talbot have 
To bid his young son welcome to his grave ? 

Away ! vexation almost stops my breath, 

That sunder’d friends greet in the hour of death*— 

Lucy, farewell: no more my fortune can, 

But curse the cause I cannot aid the mail.— 

Maine, Blois, Poictieis, and Tours, are won away. 

Long all of Somerset and his delay, [Exit with forces. 

Lucy* Thus, while the vulture of sedition 
Feeds m the bosom of such great commanders. 

Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss 
The conquest of our scarce-cold conqueror. 

That ever-living man of memory, 

Henry the fifth :—whiles they each other cross, 

Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loss. [Exit. 


Sex is E IV. Other plains of Gascony. 

Enter SoitEiiSE'r, with his forces { an Officer 0 /Talbot's with him. 

Som, It is too late; I cannot send them now: 

This expedition was by York and Talbot 
Too rashly plotted; all our general force 
Might with a sally of the very town 
Be buckled with: the over-daring Talbot 
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour 
By this unheedful, desperate, wild adventure: 

York set him on to fight and die in shame, 

That, Talbot dead, great York might hear the name. 

Off' Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me 
Sot from our o'cr-matchM forces forth for aid. 

Enter Sir William Lucv, 

Horn. How now, Sir William! whither were you scut? 
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Lucy . Wlnther,( 59 ) my lord. 1 from bought and sold Laid 
Talbot ; 

Who, ring’d about with bold adversity, 

Cries out for noble Yoik and Somerset, 

To beat assailing death from his weak legions: ( WJ ) 

And whiles the honourable captain there 
Drops bloody sweat from his war**wearied limbs, 

And, in advantage lingering, looks for rescue, 

You, his false hopes, the trust of England’s honour, 

Keep off aloof with worthless emulation. 

Let not your private discord keep away 
The levied succours that should lend him aid, 

While lie, renowned noble gentleman, 

Yields up his life unto a world of odds: 

Orleans the Bastard, Charles, BuTg\\ndy,( fi1 ) 

Alen^on, Iteignicr, compass him about. 

And Talbot pcrislieth by your default. 

Som . York set him on, York should have sent him aid. 
Lucy . And York as fast upon your grace exclaims; 
Swearing that you withhold lus levied horse,( C3 ) 

Collected for this expedition. 

Som . York lies; he might have sent and had the horse: 

I owe him little duty, and less love • 

And take foul scorn to fawn on him by sending. 

Lucy, The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now entrapp'd the noble-minded Talbot: 

■Nwx to Ettglawd shall he hcav his, life 1 . 

But dies, betray’d to fortune by your strife. 

Som . Come, go; I will dispatch the horsemen straight: 
Within six hours they will be at his aid. 

Lucy, Too late comes rescue ; he is ta’en or slain : 

For fly he could not, if he would have fled ; 

And fly would Talbot never, though he might. 

Som. If he he dead, brave Talbot, then, adieu! 

Lucy . His fame lives in the world, his shame in you. 

\LxeunL 
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Scene V. The English camf near Eonrdeaux . 

jfrift/ Taluot John son. 

Ttil. 0 young John Talbot! I did send for thee 
To tntoi* thee in stiatagems of war, 

That Talbot’s name might be in thee reviv’d 
When sapless nge and weak unable limbs 
Should bring thy father to his drooping chair. 

But,—O malignant and ill-boding stars !— 

Now thou art come unto a feast of death, 

A terublc and unavoidetl danger: 

Therefore, clear hoy, mount on iny swiftest horse ; 

And I’ll direct thee how thou shalt escape 
By sudden flight: come, dally not, he gone. 

John . Is my name Talbot ? and am I your son ? 
And shall I fly ? 0, if you love my mother, 

Dishonour not her honourable name. 

To make a bastard and a slave of me! 

The world will vay, he is not Talbot’s blood, 

That basely fled when noble Talbot stood. 

TaL Idy, to revenge my death, if I be slain. 

John* He that flies so will ne'er return again. 

TaL If we both stay, we both arc slue to die. 

John- Then let me stay; and, father, do you fly : 
Your lo?s is great, so your r eg aid should be; 

My worth unknown, no loss is known in rne. 

Upon my death the French can little boast; 

In ytmia they will, in you all hopes arc lost. 

Flight cannot stain the honour you have won \ 

But mine it will, that no exploit have done ; 

You fled for vantage, every one will swear; 

But, if I bcw.C 3 ) they’ll say it was for fear. 

There is no hope that ever I will stay, 

If, the fiva>t hour, I shrink and run away. 

Here, on my knee, 1 beg mortality, 

Rather than life preserv’d with infamy. 

TaL Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb ? 
John. Ay, rather than I’ll shame my mother’s womb. 
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TaL Upon my blessing, I command thee go. 

John. To fight I will, Imt not to fly’the foe. 

TaL Part of thy father may be sav’d in thee. 

John . No part of him hut will be shame in me. 

TaL Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not lose it. 
John. Yes, your renowned name: shall flight abuse it? 
TaL Thy father's charge shall clear thee from that stain. 
John . You cannot witness for me, being slain. 

If death be so apparent, then both fly, 

TaL And leave my followers here, to fight and (lie? 

My age was never tainted with such shame. 

John, And shall my youth be guilty of such blame? 

No more can I be sever'd from your side, 

That can yourself yourself in twain divide: 

Stay, go, do wbat you will, the like do I; 

For live I will not, if my father die. 

TaL Then here I take my leave of thee, fair son, 

Born to eclipse tl^ life tins afternoon. 

Come, side by side together live and die; 

And soul with soul from France to heaven fly. [JSxewiL 


Scene VI. Afield of ha tile. 

Alarum: exclusions^ wherein Talbot's Son is hemmed about) 
and Talbot rescues him. 

TaL Saint George and victory ! light, soldiers, fight: 

The regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 

And left us to the rage of France his sword. 

Where is John Talbot?—pause, and take thy hieath; 

I gave thee life, and rescu’d thee from death. 

John . 0 , twice my father, twice am I thy son! 

The life thou gav’st me lust was lost and clone, 

Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate, 

To my determin’d time thou gav’st new date, 

TaL When from the Dauphin’s crest thy sword struck fire, 
It warm'd thy fathers heart with proud desire 
Of bold-lac’d victory. Then leaden age, 

Quicken’d with youthful spleen and warlike rage, 
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Beat down Alcnfon, Orleans, Burgundy* 

And from the pride oT Gallia rescu'd thee. 

The ireful bastard Orleans,—that drew blood 
From fclitie* my boy, and had the maidenhood 
Of thy first fight,—I soon encountered, 

And, interchanging blows, I quickly shed 
Some of his bastard blood; and, in disgrace, 

Bespoke him thus ,— fi Contaminated, base, 

And misbegotten blood I spill of thine, 

Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of: mine 
Which thou didst force from Talbot, my brave boy - 
Here, purposing the Bustard to destroy. 

Came in strong lescue. Speak, thy fathers care,— 

Art thou not weary, John? how dost thou fare? 

Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly, 

Now thou art seal'd the son of chivalry ? 

Fly, to revenge my death when I am dead i 
The help of one stands me in little stead. 

0 , too much folly is it, well I wot. 

To hazard all our lives in one small boat! 

If I to-day die not with French mens rage, 

To-moriow I shall die with mickle age: 

By me they nothing gain an if I stay,— 

"ITs hut the shortening of my life one day: 

In thee thy mother dies, our household's name, 

My death’s revenge, thy youth, and England's fame : 

All these, and more* we hazard by thy slay ; 

All these are sav’d, if thou wilt fly away. 

John . The sword of Orleans hath not made me smart; 
I hose words of youis draw life-blood from my heart: 

On that advantage, bought with such a shame 
(To save a paltry life, and slay bright fame), 

Before young Talbot from old Talbot ily, 

The coward horse that beats me fall and die ! 

And like me to the peasant hoys of France ; 

To he shame's scorn, and subject of mischance! 

Suiel), by all the glory you have won. 

An if 1 fly, I am not Talbot’s son : 

Them talk no more of flight, it is no boot; 
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If son to Talbot, die at Talbots foot. 

Tal . Then follow tliou thy desperate sire of Crete, 

Thou Icarus; thy life to me is sweet: 

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father's side ; 

And, commendable prov’d, let's die in pride. [ Exeunt . 


Scene VII. Another part of the same . 

Ah mm: excursions. Eater Talbot wounded, supported 
by a Servant. 

Tal, Where is my other life ?—mine own is gone ;— 

0 , where’s young Talbot ? where is valiant John ?— 
Triumphant death, smearM^ 4 ) with captivity, 

Young Talbot’s valour makes me smile at thee:— 

When he perceiv’d me shrink and on my knee, 

Ilis bloody svvoul he brandish’d over me, 

And, like a hungry lion, did commence 
Rough deeds of rage and stern impatience ; 

But when my angry guardnnt stood alone. 

Tendering my ruin, and assail'd of none, 

Dizzy-ey'd fury and great rage of heart 
Suddenly made him from my side to start 
Into the clustering battle of the French; 

And in that sea of blood my boy did drench 
His overmountiug spirit ; ancl there died 
My Icai us, my blossom, in his pride. 

Serv, 0 my dear lord, lo, where your son is borne! 

Enter Soldiers, heating the body of John Talbot, 

Tal . Tliou antic death, which laugh’st us here to scorn, 
Anon, from thy insulting tyranny, 

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity. 

Two Talbots, winged thiougli the litlicr sky, 

In thy despite, shall scape mortality,— 

0 thou whose wounds become hard-favour 1 d death, 

Speak to thy father, ere thou yield thy breath! 

Brave death by speaking, whether he will or no; 

Imagine him a Frenchman and thy foe.— 

Poor boy \ he smiles, me thinks, as who should say, 
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Had death been French, then death had died to-day.—• 
Come, come, and lay him in his father's arms: 

My spirit can no longer hear these harms. 

Soldiers, adieu! I have what I would have, 

Non my old arms are young John Talbot's grave, [Dies. 

Ah*r<im*. Exeunt Soldiers and Servant, leaiing the lioo bodies, 
Enter CiiaulE'j, Alk.svox, Buhoundy, Bustard, La Fuoelle, 
andfotceg* 

Chun Had York and Somerset brought rescue in, 

We should have found a bloody day of this* 

Unfit. How the young whelp of Talbot’s, iaging-wood, 
Hid iledi his puny sword in S' ranchmen's blood ! 

Due. Once I encounter'd him, and thus I said, 

"Thou maiden youth, be vanquish'd by a maid: 1 ’ 

Hut, with a pioud lnajestical high scorn, 

He answer’d thus,—' f ‘Young Talbot was not born 
To be the pillage of a giglot wench;” 

So, rushing in the bowels of the French, 
lie left me proudly, ns umvorthy fight, 

Bur. Doubtless he would have made n noble knight:— 
See, where he lies jiJicrtM in the arms 
Of tlie most bloody nuiser of his iianns ! 

Bast. Ilew them to pieces, hack their hones asunder, 
Whose life was England's glory, Gallia’s wonder* 

Char. 0, no, forbear! for that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 

Enter Sir William Lucy, attended, « French Herald preceding 
Lucy . Herald, 

Conduct me to the Dauphin's tent, to kno\v( C5 ) 

Who hath obtain'd the glory of the day. 

Chan On what submissive message art thou sent? 
r Bt^cy. Submission, Dauphin [ ’tis a mere French word j 
o English warriors wot not what it means. 

I come to know what prisoners thou hast tVen, 

And to survey the bodies of the dead. 

Char. Por prisoners ask’st tliou ? hell our prison is. 

But tell me whom thou seek’st. 
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Lucy . But wliere 3 s( fiG ) the great Alcidcs of the field, 
Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury,— 

Created, for his rare success in arms, 

Great Earl of Wash ford, Waterford, and Valence ; 

Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Uichinficld, 

Lord Strange of Blacbmere, Lord Verdun of Alton, 

Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, Lord Enrnival of Sheffield, 
The tliricc-victorious Lord of Falcoiibridgc \ 

ICtiiglit of the noble order of Saint George, 

Worthy Saint Michael, and the Golden Fleece ; 

Great Mai dial to Henry the sixth,( c7 ) 

Of all his wars within the realm of Franco ? 

Puc, Here is a silly-stately style indeed! 

The Turk, that tivo-and-fifty kingdoms hath. 

Writes not so tedious a style as this.— 

Him that tliou magnifiest with all these titles, 

Stinking and fly-blown, lies here at our feet. 

Lucy. Is Talbot slain,—tlie Frenchmen’s only scourge, 
Your kingdom’s terror and black Nemesis? 

O, were mine eye-balls into bullets turn’d, 

That I, in rage, might shoot them at your faces! 

O, that I could but call these dead to life! 

It were enough to fright the realm of France: 

Were but his picture left amongst you here, 

It would amaze tlie proudest of you all. 

Give me their bodies, that I may bear them lienee, 

And give them burial as beseems their worth. 

Puc. I think this upstart is old Talbot’s ghost, 

Tie speaks with such a proud commanding spirit. 

For God’s sake, lot him have ’em; ( c ^) to keep them here, 
They would hut stink, and putrefy the air. 

Char . Go, take their bodies hence. 

Lucy, I’ll bear them hence : 

But from their ashes shall be rear’d( G!) ) 

A phoenix that shall make all France afeard. 

Char. So we be rid of them, do with ’em( 7fl ) what thou 
wilt.— 

And now to Paris, in this conquering vein ; 

All will be ours, now bloody Talbot’s slain. 

VOI*. TV. 


r 


[Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 

ycTNi: I. London* A room in the jmface. 

Knits King Ilnxnv, Olostbb, Exeteh. 

A* //cm ITiivc you peru^d the letters from the pope, 
The emperor, and the Karl of Armagnac ? 

(j^. I have, my lord: and their intent is this,— 
They humbly sue unto your excellence 
To have a godly peace concluded of 
Between the 1 calms of England and of France. 

K. Hen* flow doth your grace affect their motion? 

Glo . Well, my good lord; and as the only means 
To & top effusion of our Christian blood, 

And stablhh quietness on every side. 

K. Hen. Ay, marry, uncle; for I always thought 
It was both impious and unnatural 
That such iminanity and bloody strife 
Should reign among professors of one faith. 

Glo. Ilcside, my lord, the sooner to effect 
And surer bind this knot of amity, 

The Earl of Armagnac,—near kin ( 71 ) to Charles, 

A man of great authority in France,— 

Pioifeirf Ins only daughter to your grace 
In mairingc, with a huge and sumptuous dowry. 

Iv. Hen. hianiago, uncled alas, my years are young 1 
And fitter is xuy Uudy and my books 
Than wanton dalliance with a paramour. 

Yet, call tlie ambassadors; and, as yon please, 

So l£t them have their answers every one: 

I shall be well content with any choice 
Tends to God’s glory and my country’s weal. 


Jjutu' n Legato tunliwo Ambn^ndois, with 'WnffOiiESTBW, now 
('animal Hi: u/roiiT, and hohiud accordingly. 

Ka\ Wlmt! is my Lord of Winchester install’d, 

Ami call'd unto a caulinal’s degree ? 
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Then I perceive that will be verified 
Henry the fifth did sometime prophesy,— 
ff If once he come to be a cardinal, 

He’ll make his cap co-equal with the crown.” 

JC, lien. My lords ambassadors, your several suits 
Have been consider’d and debated on. 

Your purpose is both good and reasonable; 

Aud therefore are we certainly resolv'd 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace; 

Which by my Loid of Winchester we mean 
Shall be transported presently to France. 

Glo . And for the proffer of my lord your master, 

I have inform'd his highness so at large, 

As, liking of the lady’s virtuous gifts, 

Her beauty, and the value of her dower, 

He doth intend she shall be England’s queen. 

K. Hen, In argument and proof of which contract, 

Bear her this jewel [to the Aynh .], pledge of my affection.— 
And so, my lord piolector, see them guarded, 

And safely brought to Dover; where, inshippVl, 

Commit them to the fortune of the sea. 

[Exeunt King Henry, Gloster, Exeter, and 
Ambassadors . 

Car . Stay, my lord legate: you shall first receive 
The sum of money which I promised 
Should be deliver’d to bis holiness 
For clothing me in these grave ornaments. 

Leg . I will attend upon your lordship's leisure. [Exit. 
Car . Now Winchester will not submit, I trow, 

Or be inferior to the proudest peer. 

Humphrey of Gloster, thou slialt well perceive 
That, neither hi birth or for authority, 

' The bishop will be overborne by thee: 

I’ll either make thee stoop and bend thy knee, 

Or sack this country with a mutiny. [Exit, 
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Scene IT. France . Plains in Anjou* 

Filin' (Ti^VHLES UuiWfUNDY, ALISON, La PlTCELLU, «/ifZ Fot’CCS, 
match'unj. 

Char . Those news, my lords, may cheer our drooping 
spirits: 

’TU said the stout Parisians do revolt, 

And turn ni?am unto the warlike French. 

Ainu Tlieu march to Paris, royal Charles of France, 

And keep not hack your powers in dalliance. 

Puv. Peace he amongst them, if they turn to us; 

Else, ruin combat with their palaces ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Success unto our valiant general, 

And happiness to his accomplices! 

Char. "What tidings send our scouts? 1 prithee, speak. 
Mess. The English army, that divided was 
Into two parties, is now conjoin’d in one, 

And means to give you battle presently. 

Chur* Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning is ; 

IJut we will presently provide for them. 

Jiur. I trust the ghoat of Talbot is not there ; 

Now lie is gone, my laid, you need not fear. 

Puc. Of all base passions, fear is most accurs’d:— 
Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be tlinie; 

Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. 

Char, Then on, my lords; and France he fortunate ! 

[ Exeunt, 


Scene III, Before Anglers, 

A fa jinn. t I’cifrsions. Bnter 3A Tuoellu, 

Pnc. Tlie regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly.— 
Now help, ye chmining spells and periapts; 

And ye choice spirits that admonish me, 

And gwe me signs of future accidents,— 

You speedy helper*, that are substitutes 
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Under the lordly monarch of the north. 

Appear, and aid me in this enterprise! [ Thunder . 

Hater Fiends- 

This speedy and quick appeal once argues proof 
Of your accustom’d diligence to me. 

Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull’d 
Out of the powerful legions( T2 ) under earth, 

Help me this once, that Fiance may get the field, 

[They walk about , and speak not . 
O, hold me not with silence over-long 1 
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 

I’ll lop a member off, and give it yon, 

In earnest of a further benefit, 

So you do condescend to help me now. 

[They hang their heads. 
No hope to have redress?—My body shall 
Pay recompense, if you will grant my suit. 

[They shake their heads . 

Cannot my body nor blood-sacrillce 
Entreat you to your wonted furtherance? 

Then take my soul,— my body, soul, and all, 

Before that England give the French the foil. [They depart , 
See, they forsake me ! Now the time is come, 

That France must vail lier lofty-plmued crest, 

And let her head fall into England’s lap. 

My ancient incantations are too weak, 

And hell too strong for me to buckle with: 

Now, France, thy glory droopetk to the dust. [Exit* 

Enter Ftench and English, fighting, La. Pu(JEiiLn( 78 ) and York 
fight hand to hand: La Pucllle is taken . The French fly 

York, Damsel of France, I think I have you fast: 

Unchain your spirits now with spelling charms, 

And try if they can gain your liberty.— 

A goodly prize, fit for the devil’s grace 1 
See, how tile ugly witcli doth bend lier brows, 

As if, with Circe, she would change my shape! 
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I*uc. C’hangM to a woiscr shape tliou const not be. 

York. 0, Charles tlic Dauphin is a proper man; 

N o shape but his can please yom dainty eye. 

Puc. A plaguing mischief light on Charles and thee) 

And nmy ye both be suddenly surpris’d 
\\y bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds l 

York, I'ell banning hag, enchantress, hold thy tongue! 
Puc. I prithee, give jne leave to curse awhile. 

Yo)k, Curse, miscmiut, when tliou comest to the stake. 

[Ewe wit. 


Ahtnna. Enter Suffolk, hading in Mahgahet 

Suf. lie what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner. 

l<* azes on her . 

O fidicht beauty, do not fear nor fly ! 

Ifoi I will touch thee but with reverent hands, 

Ami lay them gently on thy tender side,( 74 ) 

I ki*s these fingers for eternal peace. [Kissing her hand . 

"Who art thou ? bay, that I may honour thee. 

Mar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a king, 

The King of Naples,—whosoe’er thou m t. 

Suf, An earl I am, and Suffolk am 1 call’d, 

Ue not offended, nature’s miracle, 

Tliou ait allotted to be ta’eu by me; 

So dotli the swan her downy cygnets save. 

Keeping them prisoners underneath her ( 75 ) w ings. 

Yet, if this senile usage once offend. 

Go, and lie free again as Suffolk’s friend. 

[She tin m away as going. 
O, stay!—I have no power to let her pass ; ( 7I) ) 

Afy band would free her, but my heart says no. 

As plays the sun upon the glassy streams, 

Twinkling another counterfeited beam, 

So seems tins gorgeous beauty to mine eyes, 
ludii would I woo her, yet I daie not speak : 

I’ll call for pen and ink, and write my mind:— 

Inc, DeJa-Poole ! disable not thyself; 

Hast not a tongue ? i« she not here thy prisoner ?( 77 ) 
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Wilt thou be daunted at a woman’s sight? 

Ay, beauty’s princely majesty is such. 

Confounds the tongue, and makes the senses rough.( ;s ) 

Mar. Say, Hail of Suffolk,—if thy name be so,— 

What ransom must I pay before I pass ? 

For I perceive I am thy prisoner. 

Suf. How canst thou tell she will deny thy suit 
Before thou make a trial of her love ? [Aside* 

Mar . Why speak’st thou not? what ransom must I pay? 
Suf\ She’s beautiful, and therefore to be woo’d; 

She is a woman, therefore to be won. [Aside, 

Mar . Wilt thou accept of ransom—yea or no ? 

Suf, Fond man, remember that thou hast a wife *, 

Then how can Margaret be thy paramour ? [Aside. 

Mar, I were best to leave him, fur he will not hear. 

Suf, There all is liiarr’d; there lies a cooling-card. [Aside, 
Mar . Ho talks at random ;( 7D ) sure, the man is mad. 

Suf. And yet a dispensation may be had. [Aside, 

Mar. And yet I would that you would answer me. 

Suf. I'll win this Lady Margaret, For whom ? 

Why, for my king : tush, that’s a wooden tiling! 

Mar. ITe talks of wood : it is some carpenter. 

Suf, Yet so my fancy may be satisfied, 

And peace established between these realms. 

But there remains a scruple in that too ; 

For though her father be the King of Naples, 

Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor, 

And our nobility will scorn the match. 

Mar, Hear ye, captain,—arc you not at leisure ? 

Suf. It shall be so, disdain they ne’er so much : 

Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield.— 

Madam, I have a secret to reveal. 

Mar. What though I be enthrall'd ? he seems a knight, 
And will not any way dishonour me. [Aside, 

Suf. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say. 

Mar. Perhaps I shall be rescu’d by the French; 

And then I need not crave his courtesy. [Aside* 

Suf Sweet madam, give me hearing in a cause— 


[ Aside. 


[Aside. 

[Aside. 
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Jfor. Tush, women have been captivate ere now. [Aside* 
Stif ; Lady, wherefore talk you so ? 

J/ar. I cry you mercy, His but quid for jwfl. 
iSW/? Say, gentle princess, would you not suppose 
Your bondage happy, to he made a queen ? 

Mar. To be a queen in bondage is more vile 
Thau is a tlftvc in ba^c sei vility $ 

Tor pnnees should be free. 

Sttf. And so shall you. 

If happy England’s royal king be free. 

Mar* Why, wlmt couccius liis freedom unto me { 

Sttf. I’ll undertake to make thee Henry’s queen; 

To put a golden sceptre in thy hand, 

Aurl set a piecioUh crown upon thy head, 

If thou wilt condescend to be my—( s0 ) 

Mar. What ? 

Sttf. His love. 

Mar. I am unwoithy to be Henry’s wife* 

Suf. No, gentle madam ; I unworthy am 
To woo so fair a dame to he his wife. 

And have no portion in the choice myself. 

I low May you, madam,—are you so content? 

Mur. An if my father please, I am content. 

Sttf, Then call our captains and our colours forth !— 

[Troops come forward* 
And, madam, at your father’s castle-walls 
Well crave a parley, to coufer with him. 

A parky son*nded £,iter Rexonier ou ihz vklVs. 

See, Jteignier, see, thy daughter prisoner \ 

It rig. To whom ? 

Sttf. To me. 

Suffolk, what remedy ? 

I am a soldier, and unapt to weep 
Oi to exclaim on fortune's fickleness. 

Sttf Yes there is remedy enough, my lord: 

( oiihent (and, for thy honour, give consent) 

Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king; 
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Whom I with pain have woo’d and won thereto; 

And this her easy-held imprisonment 
Hath gain’d tliy daughter princely liberty. 

Reig, Speaks Suffolk ns he thinks l ^ 

Suf, Fair Margaret knows 

That Suffolk doth not flatter, fane, or feign, 

Reig, Upon thy princely waifant, I descend 
To give thee answer of tliy just demand, 

Suf, And here I will expect thy coming. 

[Exit Iteignier ft om the walls , 

Trumpets sound, Enter Reignieu, below. 

Reig. Welcome, brave earl, into our territories: 
Command in Anjou what your lion our pleases. 

Suf. Tlmnks, Rcignier, happy for so sweet a child. 

Fit to be made companion with a king: 

What answer makes your grace unto my suit? 

Reig, Since thou dost deign to woo her little worth 
To be the princely bride of such a lord; 

Upon condition I may quietly 

Enjoy mine own, the county ( 81 ) Maine and Anjou, 

Free from oppression or the stroke of war, 

My daughter shall lie Henry’s, if he please, 
j Suf, That is her ransom,—I deliver her; 

And those two counties I will undertake 
Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy, 

Reig . And I again, in Henry’s royal name, 

As deputy unto that gracious king, 

Give thee her hand, for sign of plighted faith, 

Suf Reignier of France, I give thee kingly thanks, 
Because this is in traffic of a king :— 

And yet, methinks, I could be w r ell content [Aside, 

To be mine own attorney in this case.— 

I’ll over, then, to England with this news, 

And make this marriage to be solemniz’d. 

So, farewell, Reigmer: set this diamond safe 
In golden palaces, as it becomes. 

Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Christian prince, King Henry, were he here. 
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Mar. Farewell, my loul: good wishes, praise, and prayers 
Shall Suffolk ever have of Maigaret. [Going. 

Suf, Farewell, sweet madam: hut hark you, Margaret, 
No princely commendations to my king ? 

Mar. Such commendations as become a maid, 

A virgin, and his seivant, say to him. 

Suf. Words sweetly plac'd and modestly diiected. 

But, madam, I must tiouhlc you again,— 

No loving token to his majesty ? 

Mar* Yes, my good lord,—-a pure unspotted heait, 

Never yet taint with love, I send the king. 

Suf. And this withal. [Kisses her. 

Mar . That for thyself:—I will not so presume 
To send such peevish tokens to u king, 

[Exeunt Ileignier and Margaret . 
Suf O, wert thou for myself!—But, Suffolk, stay; 

Thou inuy&t not wander in that labyrinth ; 

There Miuotaurs and ugly treasons lurk. 

Solicit Henry with her w ondrous praise: 

Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount, 

Amlp') natural graces that extinguish art j 
Repeat their semblance often on the seas, 

That, when thou corn’st to kneel at Henry’s feet, 

Thou mayst bereave him of his wits with wonder. [Exit. 


ScJBNc IV. Camp of the Duke of YoiiK in Anjou . 

Enter York, Warwick, and others . 

York* Bring forth that sorceress, condemn'd to burn. 

Enter La PuccLLr, guarded, and a Shepherd. 

*S 'hep. Ah, Joan, this kills thy fa tiler’s heart outright! 
Have I sought every country far and near. 

And, now it is my chance to find thee out. 

Must I behold thy timele&s cruel death ? 

Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, Pll die with thee! 

I*uc. Deciepit miser! base ignoble wretch! 
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I am descended of a gentler blood: 

Thou art no father nor no friend of mine. 

Skep. Out, out!—My lords, an please you, ’tis not so; 

I did beget her, all the parish knows: 

Her mother liveth yet, can testify 

She was the first fruit of my bachelorship. 

War. Graceless! wilt thou deny thy parentage? 
lorfc. This argvres what hev kiwd of life hath been,— 
Wicked and vile; and so her death concludes. 

Sheji, Pie, Joan, that thou wilt be so obstacle ! 

God knows thou art a collop of my flesli 5 
And for thy sake have I shed many a tear: 

Deny me not, I prithee, gentle Joan. 

JPuc. Peasant, avaunt! — You have suborn’d this man. 

Of purpose to obscure my noble birth. 

Skep . ’Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest 
The mom that I was wedded to her mother.— 

Kneel clown and take my blessing, good my girl. 

Wilt thou not stoop? Now cursed be the time 

Of thy nativity! I would the milk 

Thy mother gave thee when thou suck'dst her breast, 

Had been a little ratsbane for thy sake! 

Or else, when thou didst keep my lambs a-fleld, 

I wish some ravenous wolf had eaten thee 1 
Dost thou deny thy father, cursed drab ? 

0, burn her, burn her! hanging is too good. [Exit. 

York . Take her away; for she hath liv’d too long, 

To All the world with vicious qualities, 

Puo . First, let me tell you whom you have condemn’d : 
Not me begotten of a shepherd swain, 

But issu’d from the progeny of kings ; 

Virtuous, and holy; chosen from above, 

By inspiration of celestial grace. 

To work exceeding miracles on earth. 

I never bad to do with wicked spirits: 

But you,—that are polluted with your lusts, 

Stain’d with the guiltless blood of innocents. 

Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices,— 

Because you want the grace that others have, 
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You judge it straight a tiling impossible 
To compass wondeis but by belp oi devils. 

No, misconceived!{■*) Joan of Ale hath been 
A virgin from h<u tender infancy, 

Chaste and immaculate in very thought; 

Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously effus’d, 

Will cry for vengeance at tlie gates of heaven. 

York. Ay, ay:—-away with lier to execution ! 

War, And hark ye, sirs; because she is a maid, 

Spare for no fagots, let there be enow : 

1*1 ace barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake, 

That so her torture may be shortened. 

Puc, Will nothing turn your uiudenting hearts?— 
Then, Joan, discover thino infirmity, 

That warrantoth by law to be thy privilege,— 

I am with child, ye bloody homicides: 

Murder not, then, the fruit within my womb, 

Although ye bale me to a violent death. 

York, Now heaven forfend ! the holy inaid with child! 
War, The greatest miiacle that e’er yc wrought: 

Is all your strict preciseness come to this? 

York, She and the Dauphin have been juggling : 

I did imagine wliat would be her lefugo. 

W<n . Well, go to; we will have no bastards live ; 

Msptchilly since Charles must father it. 

Phc. You are deceiv’d ; my child is none of liis : 

It wa*> Alenpoii that enjoy’d my love. 

York, Alen^on ! that notorious Mach laved! 

It dievS, an if it had a thousand lives. 

Ptio, 0, give me leave, I have deluded you : 

’Twas neither Charles, nor yet the duke I nam’d. 

But Heignior, king of Naples, that prevail'd. 

War. A mariksd man l that’s most intolerable. 
iork. Why, here’s a girl! I think she knows not well. 
There were so many, whom she may accuse. 

War. It's sign she hath been liberal and free, 
lor/:. And yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure.— 

Stilimpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee: 

Use no entreaty, for it is in vain. 
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Puc. Then lead me hence \—with whom I leave my curse : 
May never glorious sun reflex his beams 
Upon the country where you make abode; 

But darkness and the gloomy shade of death 

Environ you, till mischief and despair 

Drive you to break your necks or hang yourselves! 

[Exit, guarded . 

York, Break tliou in pieces* and consume to ashes, 

Thou foul accursed minister of hell! 

Enter Cardinal Beaufojit, attended* 

Car, Lord regent, I do greet your excellence 
With letters of commission from the king. 

For know, my lords, the states of Christendom, 

Mov’d with remorse of these outrageous broils. 

Have earnestly implor’d a general peace 
Betwixt our nation and the aspiring French; 

And here at hand the Dauphin and his train 
Approachetli, to confer about some matter. 

Yoilc, Is all out travail turn’d to this effect? 

After the slaughter of so many peers, 

So many captains, gentlemen, and soldiers, 

That in this quarrel have been overthrown, 

And sold their bodies for their country’s benefit, 

Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace? 

ITave we not lost most part of all the towns, 

By treason, falsehood, and by treachery. 

Our great progenitors had conquered ?— 

O, Warwick, Warwick 1 I foresee with grief 
The utter loss of all die realm of France. 

War, Be patient, York: if we conclude a peace, 

It shall he with such strict and severe covenants, 

As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 

Enter On aules, attended, Alison, Bastard, Reignieu, and 
others. 

Char, Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed 
That peaceful truce shall he proclaim’d in France, 
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We conic to be informed by your reives 
What the conditions of that league must he. 

York. Speak, Winchester; for boiling cholcv cliokcs 
The hollow passage of my pihon'df J ) voice, 

I3y sight of these our baleful enemies. 

Car . Chailes, and the rest, it is enacted thus: 

That, in regard King Heniy gives consent. 

Of nunc compassion and of lenity, 

To ease your country of distressful war, 

And super you to breathe in fruitful peace,— 

You shall become true liegemen to Iris crown : 

And, Charley upon condition thou wilt swear 
To pay him tribute, and submit thyself, 

Thou shalt be plac’d as viceroy under him, 

And still enjoy thy regal dignity. 

sllen . Must lie be, then, ns shadow of himself? 
Adorn his temples with a coronet, 

And yet, in substance and authority, 

Retain but privilege of a private man ? 

This proffer is absurd and reasonless. 

Char . Tis known already that I am possess’d 
With mote than half the G alii an territories, 

And therein reverenc’d for their lawful king: 

Shall I, for lucre of the rest nnvanquish'd, 

Detract so much from that prerogative, 

As to he call’d but viceroy of the whole ? 

No, lord ambassador; I’ll rather keep 
That which I have, than, coveting for more, 
lie cast from possibility of all. 

lo)k. Insulting Clmiles ! hast thou by secret means 
Us’d intercession to obtain a league, 

And, now the matter grows to compromise, 
tftnmPst thou aloof upon comparison ? 

Either accept the title thou usurp st, 

Of benefit i>roceeding from our king, 

And nut of any challenge of desert. 

Or wo will plague thee with incessant wars. 

Jleig. My lord, you do not well in obstinacy 
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To cavil in the course of this contract: 

If once it be neglected, ten to one 
We shall not find like opportunity. 

Alsn . To say the truth, it is your policy, 

To save your subjects from such massacre 
And ruthless slaughters as are daily seen 
13y our proceeding in hostility; 

And therefore take this compact of a truce, 

Although you break it when your pleasure serves. 

[Aside to Ckai les . 

War . ITow say’st thou, Charles? shall our condition stand? 
Char . It shall; 

Only reserv'd, you claim no interest 
In any of our towns of gairisen, 

York. Then swear allegiance to his majesty; 

As thou ait knight, never to disobey 

Nor be rebellious to the crown of England,— 

Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England. 

[Charles and the rest give tokens of fealty. 
So, now dismiss your army when ye please; 

Hang up your ensigns, let your drums be still, 

For here wc entertain a solemn peace. [Exeunt* 


Scene V. London . A room in the palace. 

Enter King TTuflnY, in confers/ice with Suffolk; Globteh ami 
’ Exeter following. 

K. lien . Your wondrous rare description, noble earl, 

Of beauteous Margaret hath astonish'd me; 

Her virtues, graced with external gifts, 

Do breed love’s settled passions in my heart: 

And like as rigour of tempestuous gusts 
Provokes the mightiest luilk against the tide, 

So am I driven, by breath of her renown, 

Either to suffer shipwreck, or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. 

Si/f, Tush, my good lord,—this superficial tale 
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Is but a preface of hcv worthy praiso; 

The chief perfections of that lovely dame 
(Had I mi/ licicnt skill to utter them,) 

Would make a volume of enticing- lines, 

AbW tomvWi my dull conceit: 

And, which is more, she is not so divine, 

»So full-replete with choice of all delights, 

But, with as humble lowliness of mind, 

She is content to he at your command; 

Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents, 

To love and honour Henry as her lord, 

A\ lieu, Ami otherwise will Henry ne’er presume. 
Therefore, my loul protector, give consent 
That Margaret may be England’s royal queen. 

Gla> So should I give consent to Hatter sin. 

You know* my lord, your highness is betroth’d 
Unto another lady of esteem : 

How shall we, then, dispense with that contract, 

And not deface your honour with reproach ? 

Sr if. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ; 

Or one that, at a triumph having vow’d 
To try his strength, foisaketh yet the lists 
By reason of his adversary’s odds: 

A poor earl’s daughter is uucqual odds. 

And therefore may he bioke without offence. 

G!o, Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more than that? 
Her father is no better than an ear]. 

Although in glorious titles he excel. 

Suf\ Yes, my Iord,( w ) her father is a king, 

The King of Naples and Jerusalem ; 

And of such great authority in Trance, 

As his alliance will confirm our peace, 

And keep the hhcnchmen in allegiance. 

Ctlo„ And so the Karl of Armagnnc may do, 

He cause* he is near kinsman unto Chailes. 

fixe. Beside, In's wealth doth warrant a( Kti ) liberal dower, 
Where Ucigiuer sooner will receive than give. 

SnJ- A dower, my lords 1 ilisgiace not so your king, 

Ihat he should he so abject, base, and poor, 
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To choose for wealth, and not For perfect love. 

Henry is able to enrich his queen. 

And not to seel: a queen to make him rich : 

So worthless peasants bargain for their wives. 

As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse, 

Marriage is a matter of more woitli 
Than to be dealt in by attorneyship; 

Not whom we will, but whom Ins grace affects, 

Must be companion of his nuptial bed: 

And therefore, lords, since lie ailects her most, 

It( w ) most of all these reasons bmdctli us. 

In our opinions she should be preferr'd. 

Tor what is wedlock forced but a hell, 

An age of discord and continual strife ? 

Whereas the contrary bringetli bliss, 

And is a pattern of celestial peace. 

Whom should we match with Henry, being a king, 

But Margaret, that is daughter to a king ? 

Her peerless feature, joined with her birth, 

Approves her lit foi none but for a king : 

Her valiaut courage and undaunted spirit 
(More than in women commonly is seen) 

Will answer our hope in issue of a Icing ; 

For Henry, son unto a conqueror, 

Is likely to beget more conquerors. 

If with a lady of so high resolve 

As is fair Margaret he be link’d in love. 

Then yield, my lords ; and here conclude with me 
That Margaret shall be queen, aud none but she. 

7f. Jlen. Whether it be through force of your report, 
My noble Lord of Siilfolk, or for that 
My tender youth was never yet attaint 
With any passion of inflaming love, 

I fcannot tell j but this I am assur’d, 

I feel such sharp dissension in my breast. 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear, 

As I am sick with working of my thoughts. 

Take, therefore, shipping \ post, my lord, to France; 
Agree to any covenants ; and procure 
VOL. iv. o 
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That Lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come 
To cross tho seas to England, and he crown’d 
King Henry’s faithful and anointed queen : 

For your expenses and sufficient charge, 

Among the people gather up a tenth, 
lie gone, I say ; for, till you do return, 

I rest perplexed with a thousand cares.— 

And you, good uncle, banish all offence : 

If you do ccnsui e me by what you were, 

Not what yon are, T know it will excuse 
This sudden execution of my will. 

Ami so, conduct me where, from company, 

I may revolve mid ruminate my grief. [Exit. 

Olo . Ay, giief, I fear me, both at first and last 

[Exeunt Gloster and Exeter. 
Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail'd ; and thus he goes, 

As did the youthful Paris once to Greece, 

With hope to find the like event in love, 

II ut prosper better than the Trojan did. 

Margaret shall now he queen, and rule the king; 

But I will rule both her, the king, and realm, [Exit. 
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1 *. *■ (') 

"When a£ tl icn* movers’ »i a {stat'd eyes btitci bhali such ** 

The editor of the second foho cures the redundancy of thw hoe by altering 
14 moisten'd" to “moist” 


P. 4. (-) if Our isle he made a hiansh of sail tear sf Si a. 

So Pope, anti (ns Warbavton remarks) very judiciously.'—The folio lins " —• 
a Sourish of sail Tut re?," &c.,—a flag! anc error (in support of wlucli, how¬ 
ever, an example of the substantive “nourish,” i e. nourico, nurse, has been 
adduced fioni Lydgate / /) —llcio II its on appositely quotes KytVs Spanish 
Tragedy; 

“Made mountains marsh with spring-tides of my tears.” 

Compare, too, Suntli's Hector of Germame, I GIG,— 

“Eio long He sot them ficc, or make the 1 soylo, 

That holds them prisoners, a Marsh-ground for blood.” 

big. C 4 


P. 4, ( a ) u Than Julius Caesar or blight — 

Johnson would fill up the blank with “Eeiemcus” Mr. Collier's Ms, Corrector 
with “ Cussiope.” 


P. 5, ( 4 ) 41 Gmenne, Champaigne, Jlhewis, QrJeuns" Sc c. 

Cnpell, with an eye to Glostcv’a next sprech, prints n GuiciuiCj Cfmmpaiyne, 
Rheims, Roan [the old spelling of Rouen], Orleans,” See 


P. 5. ( a ) “si th?d thinksi without expense at all” See 
Thu editor of the second folio gives, for the metre, third man thinksf &c., 
—which is far from satisfactory. 


P. 5 (°) “herflowing tides” 

n i, e ” says Pope, 41 England's flowing tides." But qy, was not Theobald right 
in printing “ then 'flowing tides ” 7 


P, G, ( 7 ) "Here, theie f and eve) y where } engag'd he few.” 

TJio folio lins “- enrag'd he slow.”—Malone 41 suspects” (ns lie well might) 

“that the author wiote 'Jleio*” —if lie had taken the trouble la examine 
Rowe’s sec, edition, or Pope’* edition, or Theobald's, &e. he would have found 
that coiFaction, 


P. 7. ( 9 ) “ He, being in the vawaul (plac'd behind, 

With purpose to relieve and follow thenij' See. 
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This Ins been nltmul in tl ih\ Mimj in (he leniuVAi'd," &e., nil A I will not say, 
nuiviv s=urd>; tou t<» mo nt least tho inteijmdrithrtH of the old text by Rtee- 
v mis anil Miw>n (not w incntimi tho very extraordinary one by Mr. Collier) 
arc P\r fri»ia ernmm mg 


[> g “ 77^ bnrf from JSlthaht / intend to slcal t 

And ‘-it «f chief eat slmi of pnhhr tical * 3 

1 hi* folio In-- “- I intend to send/' — nn on or occasioned by the tum- 

cenlM'bor printers eye luiuug caught tho preceding “ intend, 1 '—Mason saw 
that^srcirt 1 'Uvo true leading*, tuul go, long before linn, did Mr. ColhcTa 

Corri-L’tor. 


1 J -^ D “ that iallrih me, 

Wien he scc't nte yo hack tmefonl o> Jlcpf 
The folio has “ —— one fool or 11 yo M 

H ft, 0 1 ) “ hwiejii wiU cufoicc them i>\ he more eager f 
‘‘Tho preposition /o should be omitted, us jiymiom to tlio monsure, and 
onutce^ar} m the old elliptical nindo of muting. Tho error pointed out 
omits m p. \\ 1 1’oelM pnt-d, do it them cotnnvftTid me fo bo shut oiit?’ 1 * 

fMEFUF,\R 


1. 10 ( J k) “ Thai beauty utu f ftlcss'dwith, which you nuty serf 
The editor of die sioonil folio punts r *-—. winch you ^e. ’ 


P, 11. (' f 11 Dn'L'd tuM Jut jfane r-di-luces f See. 

Here tho folio, by mMako, l ms ‘'fine’' instead 


l,H. ( li ) “ Out of a ijtutt dt til of old won 1 chote fot thf 
LdiWsluno vntum>-ty altered this hoe,—somc’by imuUin^ 11 eaff' othm by 
nijccluiq “Jorth and Sevens proposes, ^ Out a deal of old iron I chose 

I"TU|, 


0 s ) ,f ut blue coats.” 


ThK if, a modern addition r but tho folin 
of IViindic 1 tor s Siinunls, lum “ , n n m)UJ 
cbuiu^ “llluc-coata to tmny-coats/' 


presently, m marking* the entrnnee 
Loate? p, 1.1, and Glosler, p, 14, cv 


I‘, 13 ("*) lt Ttuui hun I ha LC comm nn dueuf” &c 

a«i!l 1l L!rth!'*rri. , r”r ,S ]>e r F 11 " 10 "" 1 ^ a*" -U'fMsyllablo, ami in- 
.. lrt ....J, r Iiicnl,"— but eoueornmg that spi!lUng T 

2 rK ' ,hc iMdw to ^ >wtc ^ 
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14 Peel'd pi iest, dost thou command me to he shut out ?” 

See note ( u ) —The spelling m the folio is “PiulM Pncstf &t\ (Here Hr. 
Collier print 9 “Pill'd,” because “tie lime had itbefoic in Measurefoi Mat- 
sum [art l. so. 2]*” but there the play on wmds forbids any other spelling 
than “piled”—“ns be piled ns thou art piled” &c.j and Mr, Collier in The 
Mnchant of Venice, act l. <q. 3, prints “ The skilful shepherd peel'd [old cds> 
pil’d] me certain wands,” &c.) 

l\ 11. ( ,fJ ) “ P/icsi, beware your beard; 

I mean to intj it , tmd to cuff you soundly 
Undo my feel I'U stamp thy cardinal's hat ; 

Hue by the cheeks I'll dray thee up and down” 

In the third line the folio has "V/idcr my feet I stam/jef &c } anil so the more 

lecent editors. Put the iccuml folio lightly gnes "- lie stamps ”& c.,— 

Gloster threutoning to stamp on tho etudinaVs hat, just us ho threatens to tug 
his board, and U) drag him by tho cheeks. 

P. 1 h ( 10 ) "Hues Gloster, it foe to citizens” &e. 

Thu modem oihtois print, witli the second folio, "Hoe's* Gloster too, a foe” 
&c.‘ but, ns Sydney Walker (Shakespeare's Veunjicahon, &c. p. 236) obsoucs 
on the passage, 14 Hatt, Folio 2,”—“ Ghstir”m this lino being equivalent to 
“ Gloucester,” a trisyllable. so at p 12, 

“It is tho noble Duke of Gloslo [—Gloucester]; IJ 
and m Rician d the Third , net iii sc. t, 

“Where is my lord tho Duke of Gloster [ — Gloucester]?’ 1 


P. 14. (- 0 ) “ Come , office ?; as loud as e'er thou canstf 

Tho folio has ” - as e'?e thou cans!, cry.”—the colon after “cry” showing 

that word to he a stage-direction. Hordes, tho folio has no prefix to “All 
manner of men,” See 


P 15. ( 21 ) ” Glo&la, we'll meet, to thy cost, be mu'.” 

The second folio has “ —- to thy denvo cost,” &c, 

P. 15 P) 

M Good God, f/iese ?ki6/cs should sac h. alovuichft heat V' 
i e Good God, that these nobles, &c.—ltone unnecessarily substituted “ Good 
God , that nobles,” &c. 

V. 15 . ( :3 ) u Tioiit, throutjh a secret guile” &c. 

Tyn\lntfc p s collection.— The folio has “Went th)oiigh uf Sic. 
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P 15. u A«d cicn these thee days, 7 ' 

A corrupted parage. It stands thin in the folio, 

“And rutin tht'FC tlnee dayes Imuc I watclit, 

If I could ->ce them Now doc thou watch, 
rnr I can stay no longer.” 

The editor of the soconrl folio vciictcd it thus; 

"And fully even these three dayes have I watcht, 
Iff couhl see than. Now Po> doc ihon watch, 
Ftfi I am stay no longer.” 


V. 10, ( J 0 u The Dale of Bedford had a prisoner 

CidUd the have Lend Ponton do Sant radios," 

r lho folio has " The Ernie ufHedfoulf &e.—I nm not sure about the metro of 
the '(.court line, tlie folio 1ms “ Chill'd, the hraue” he., —and see Wilkci's 
Sh ikt'pcat c .i Pcr»*ficitlitn, See j> <35 


P, 15 (~ r ) “ao nfr-estcein'd.'* 

ihe folio lias " ft <, pil'd esteem'd , M — evidently n mistake for “so vdtl esteem'd" 
(with its Usual mrousistenoy in spelling, thu folio has in some places t( vildf 
in otlius idt") 

F. 17 (* 7 ) u 7/< n\ though this grate, I count each one,” he 
Arnold" I'd liiiv,—Miluch tho I’dil't of the folly thus restored to ut 

ha A its prop.'i diincii'ioiHj—“ Here , through tins ffietfe, / can count cvoiy one” 
he. hue his cirin’Cti-uis me, of courtic, ineicly tirbltjuiy, and the alteration 
of ' 4 1 \miuU 11 t hi tUe ludut vi eonutasg^ iv, " l count, 1 " is tv 'Wimc 

than rtunlrtful uhiLiigc. Mdune and ^nrnc other editors have fancied that nil 
i * "*t right l»y pi inting “ Hue thoi migh thh gi ate I count each one,” See. (Qj\ 
11 fht c through th »s 'C ict g\ at* I count uic/i ojic m / Compiue, \n p. \ 6, “ Wont, 
through a stciei guite ol’iron hai*-,’ 1 hc>) 


P. ly. (" 5 ) “ and lthe thee, JVero &c 

The word "Nero" is wanting in the folio,—having perhaps dropped out at 
pi css. 

r. 1* <^) 

"And (hen ue'U try what these dastard Frenchmen dare” 

Kerr IV pc tin civ out "these,” Stmens proposes either to omit that wotd, or 
"And” 

V. Vj C 1 J ) * f thy hu ngn -star i id men ” 

Oh Fi'O. lii-> "thj -Mai lie,/ mi).” (As the compound “ lmmjer-stai red” 

o^ur-, m The Thud Pint oj Henry VI. act j. sc 4, it is, m nil probability, the 
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tuio rending here.—Mr, Collier remarks tlmt 11 if 1 hungry, sinned mon/ ns 
Boswell would haie printed it, had been intended, and not a compound word, 
the hyphen in thu old copy would have been omitted ” but that by no menus 
follows > fat afterwards ui this play, p. 47* the folio has “ his fender-di/mp eyes/ 1 
—p, G1, “ Ins punyswoi d ■” and soe lioto (”), vul. iii 205.) 


1 \ 19 . ( 31 ) 

“ Sheep run not half so timoi ousf/om the wolf" &.e, 

Pope’s coi rent ion—The folio has " Shecpe urn not hilfe so tiecherons from,” 
&c. (Mr Knight, and the ltev. .7. Mitfoid {Gent Magazine for Nov. 1844, 
p. 457), conjecture, “Sheep urn not half so bo in the tieacheious wolf,” &c.; 
but surely the ndjeotivo is not to be sepamtod from “ so/’) 


P 20. (**) il Rescu'd is Oilcans fiom the English 

Diuinest a calm e, A^tr era's daughterf See. 

The editor of the second folio chose to plant,— 

"Relat'd is Orica me fwm the English wohesi— 

Divinrst Crcatiu c, blight Ashau's Daughter," &e,, 
and so, among others, the two latest cditois, Mi. Collier mid Mi. Knight — 
u The. will’d ‘wolves,’” way* My Collier, “seems necessary, though Malone 
contends that 'English' ought Lo be pronounced as n t my liable:”—and Malone 
mis light i compare a lino m Richaid II, act iv sc, 1, 

” Than Bulingbvoke's. return to England," 

and seo Walker’s Shtthespeate*s Veisljication, Sc c., p. 7*—“Malone,” continues 
Mi. Collier, “goes tbe length of conteiuliiig that 'Aslrtra 1 ought to be pro¬ 
nounced ylstercm , ,J —iu which Malone was mistaken; for here “cr iaiuie" (see 
Walker ubi sup)a, p. 85), is to be read ns a tiisyllnblo. 


V. 20 . (*) 

M Why i mg not out the bells aloud throughout (he town 
Pope shortened the lino by omitting "aloud" Stcoveus pioposes “Why ring 
not hells aloud,” &c. 


P, 20. ( 3I ) “ Than Rhodope's of Memphis ever was " 

Tho folio 1ms “ Then Rhvdophc's or Memphis," &c ( —Concerning the fable of 
Rhodope (or, properly, RlioddpN) see Strabo, xvn. p. €08, and iEliau, Var. 
Hist. xiii. 33, and compare Herodotus, ii, 134, sqcp 


P, 20. ( 3a ) “Before the lungs and queens of Fiance 

Qy. 11 ■- queens and peers of France" ? 
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V. 27. (f) "misconstrue” 

Here thn Mu 1 m<> Iho “ Miscirtwttrf/'—'iucunal&tefltljr. *ce ( 1D ), 

*ol. ji. 824, 


r,'‘so. Q7) “/ «wji z/itrt? anti lhi / yfrrtiwji, peevish boy” 

Thu fully h'i'i “licame dive and thy fashion,” &u.—Thu correction of Theo- 
\i\U r is UiUj uonfiwwd Uy -»uli^<!<iiu > nt speechus iu tins bcenc,— 

‘‘Will I for ever, and my faction, worn.” 

11 Gro^'ii to tins Jaction, m the Temple-garden,” &e, 

I*. fll. “ Thanhs, guide sir ” 

litre iliu editor of the second folio added tho “sir/’—■*'which yet,” as Malone 
ob'opwi, “ dot-> not eumpk'lu the mutio.” 

1*. 3 2 ( lJ j “- die Temple, to his chamber ” 

Thf> folio hus '*-3 , t?n , i/)h' J uilo hi* Chamber (The second folio “- 

/Ad TWn/>/e, his Chamber.") 

P v 33. («) 

“ Was, for dial (young Ring R ir hard thus tc mov'd) 

From -Lwml Du he if Clarence, the thud ton," & c 
line I have inserted, from the second folio, 11 Ring" in the ftr&t line, and 
(more lieaitntingl}) H ihe' r in the second line, 

I\ ( ,( ) “Or uwAc my ill the mhaiiUujc of wj good” 

Theolialil'^ amondmint—The folio 1ms “ Oi make my will the," &c. 

1*. 3fi, ( u ) u Jy/i I not protector, saucy piiest ?” 

17a^ tLmi filtered to not 7, then, protector," &e J( to “And am I not pio- 
trdorf &c, and to "Am 1 not the protects ” See 


V- 07. («) “ War “ Ibmm thithci , then. 

Horn. My lord, it were," &c, 

So Tin obuld distributed the dialogue—TU* folio luis*, 

11 UVinu Tlonrnfj thithci* then 
My Peril, it iiciv your dutic to finbeavo 
I, seo the Bishop hr 4 not ouoiborne 
M'dliiiihos mj I,uid should,'* &e. 


V-4« (") “ not that nfo/ie,” ke 

the in jond folio -Iho fir^fc folio hn^ ll npl that nil (done , 11 
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P. 40, ( Js ) “ Thy humble servant vows obedience 

And humble service till (he point of death” 

In the second lino Popo printed "And faithful service” &c,—In the first lino 
Mr, Collier's Ms. Corrector substitutes " Thy honour'd servant” & c 


P. 41. ( w ) 

,l That Ilcmy bom at Monmouth should win ally 
And Hem if born at Windsor should lose all 

Ho the second folio —The first folio 1ms “- borne at Windsor , loose all ,"— 

which can only be right on the supposition that lioro "Windsor** is (as wo 
sometimes find it used by early poets) n trisyllabic. but the repetition of 
“ should” seems necessary to grvo emphasis to the prophecy. 


P. 42. ( 47 ) “ Where is the best" &c. 

The folio has “Hero ts the lest” &e, 


P. 43. («) 

"Away, captains! 

God U wi* you , my lord! we came but to tell you” &c. 

On “ Away , captains /” Mr. Collier remarks, “Malone and Steevons (as 
a supposed improvement of Shakcspc aie’s verso, perhaps) invented these 
words, and read, ‘ Captains, away,* without any authority.’* Put the trans¬ 
position was mado long beforo the time of Malone and Steovena; and, for my 
own part, I am not jncpnred to defend as uncomipted any of the limping 
lines throughout this play.—The editor of the second folio printed (accord- 
mg to Steovens, judiciously) “- we came sir but to tell you,” &c, ^ 


P. 45. (■ |:> ) “ Yet heavens have glory fir this victory/* 

In my Itemarhs on Mr. Collier's and Mr. Knight's eds ► of Shakespeare, p. 125, 
I queried—“Is not the right reading ‘Lot heavens* ** &o ? 


P. 45. ( l0 ) 11 Warlike and inartful Talbot " &e, 

Mr. Colliei's Ms Corrector substitutes “ Wat like and matchless Talbotf & o , 
and Mr. Collier says, that, “the old text being mero tautology, we may gladly 
welcome bis striking improvement.*' On the contrary, we must reject it; for 
tbo present passage is far fiom being the only tautological one in this very 
un-Sliakospeiian drama, eg;— 

“ In pi ivate will I talk with thee apaitf p, 10. 

“ Or will you blame and lay the fault on me 7” p. 23, 

“To gather our soldiers, scatter'd and dispers'd” &o. p. 23. 
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“13co report is fabulous and falsa," p. 26, 

“ -Vo rh'iii, m dnmmj, and s o evident" See. p 28. 
41 J Jian I am able (o instruct oi teach ” p. 5 i 


V. 41. 00 •Tar tftae young Ilcnuj with lav nobles lie ” 

moduli edit oh piint 11 - dicing with hi 6 nobles lies ” but, the old text 

(nor did the editor of the second folio make any change huie) is, I bclio\e, 
vdiat Uw autlmv wrote. (Mr Lfob'Oii obsencs to mo lliut u similar roustme- 
lum h stimuli ue» found m Latin:—“fifoue ipse dux cum aliquot: principibus 
iMpiuntm,” J-ny, x\i. CO, whore .-cc Itupcrti’s note) 


r. 47 , («) “jfls ftoA*' (Ac liiodn f <w her lovely labe” &c. 

*So Wai'fun toil (and Mr, j\fo. Concctor)—The folio has “- her 

lowly babel' &.c,— Accoictmg to Mu tntigui (Shahespeare Vindicated^ See p< 
1-11,) U F .n burton's emendation “ was n juetrd with goutl reason by Johnson n 
lute tin 1 fart i>, Jolm-ou’s note prou J s that ho bud grout doubts about “lowly,” 
ami hn * xplunation of it is ndi< ulously forced;—Ins culls "Willburton's read- 
iiifr <* t risy and prob-ddc, but,* ho adds, “waanrs the poet by lowly lube 
ni» ant tlm babe lying low in death 11 —Cap ell, tut), patronises the old lection,— 
•* tin image V fi tehul from some t untie mother, and her i uslw or lowly babe ” 
nhat a sHango fancy! 


I 1 , ^>0. ("*) “uZ the bottle of Patuyf See. 

Tin- folio Ims u at the batlell of Vow. tiers/’ &e — The necessary collection nns 
ntAilo hy Mutt n->. 


V. 30 C' 4 ; H in most exhernes." 

“Ie in pTcaU d i xlromiiuH ” Sri-fcvuKS — Mr. Singer (Shalicspeare Vindi- 
uitiJ, 5lc, p I4>; lumurks, u Tho substitution of 1 woist extiemcs' [by Mr. 
Other’s Ms. Uoi rector], although specious, is doubtful’”—he might lime said 
“is untjiwitiunfkbly wnuig” 

1\ 51. C' ji ) 

"And now , my foul protector, view the letterSec, 

So the second fnlio.—The first folio omits li tny.” (Compare elsewhere in 
Henry’s speeches,—* 11 Ourself, my lout protector,” See, p. 5 A, “And so, my 
lord protector,” &e p, 67; “Tktrefoic, my lord piotector,” &c. p 80.) 

X\ 1\, ( 3 J ° Ot doth this chmlish ^'peucn/itibii 
Vtetfnd some alteration m good will A* 

Tu j„,tend -nvnx to lip hero used in its Latin sense, i.c. to hold out, to stretch 
jcru.iU It may monn, honoici, as in othoi places, to design. Modern edi¬ 
tors uarl-pm fond.” ISrLLVEs.s,—(Can ,t ho tlrnt “jnetend" is used hero as 
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equivalent to portend ,—the original author of this play having found tlio word 
not unfrequently so employed by earlier writers ? See my noto on Skelton's 
Works, vol. n, 28G ) 


P. 54 ( 3? ) "An if 1 wist hit did,—'* &c. 

The folio 1ms u And if I wish he did," &c. 


P 55 ( 5B ) "lint that it doth p) esage same ill event." 

Kowo printed “ But that ho doth,” See ,—Malone understands the old text to 
menu—“But that it doth piesagc to him that bogs this discord, & c. that some 
ill ovent will happen/' 

P. 50. C fin ) 

“ Whither■, my hi d! from bought and sold Lord Talbotf &r. 

Huniner printed, “Hither, my hod} J)om bought” See j and,ns Cnpell icmarhs, 
“ the folio punctuation favours his leading, fui the interrogation [or exclama¬ 
tion] belongs to the moderns,” but, he continues, “is not an implied answer, 
m this case, better than a diicct one? Haste and wnnnlli are expicsscd by 
it; mul we icadily infei fiom its spirit,—Is't possible, you can ask? to )ou, 
to bo sure/ 1 


P. 5D. ( co ) 11 To leal assailing death from his weak legions." 
The folio has “- his wcahe llegions.” 


P. 59. ( ol ) “ Organs the Bashud, Charles, Burgundy,” &c. 

Mr. Collier piints “-- Charles , and Burgundy” See , and observes, “the 

conjunction is fiom the folio, 1632, mid tho line can scarcely be read metri¬ 
cally without it.” J3ut seo S. Walkers Shakespeare's Vcrsifcutnni, See p 15. 


P. 59. ( as ) u And Yo)h as fast upon yoio grace exclaims $ 

Sweating that you withhold his levied horse, 

Collected for this cvpcddivn” 

Tho folio lias “- with-lwld his leuicd naast,” See.— Hero Ilantner altered 

“Iloasfc" to “horse and a nioie certain emendation whs never made, though 
Mrilono mul tho succeeding editor* neglect even to mention itCompare not 
only the next speech,—“York licsj lie might have sent mul had the horse ,"— 
but also Yoik’s speeches ftt p 57,— 

“A plnguo upon that villain Somerset, 

That thus delays my promised supply 
Of horsemen, that were levied foi tins siege I” 

“ 0 God, that Soineisct,—who in pioud heart 
Doth stop my cornets,” &c. 
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V t CO. (' ‘) *• I)ut, if 1 k(tu\ tlv'if'U say it liasJbi Jear " 

Mr, (’oilier’, 3\N Corrector lends, li Jiut, if I ily, they'll sayf &c., in utloi clfs- 
ri ^nrd of rlie tbirtu* hkruimn; while Mr NiuftiVs -Ms Couvetm (Shahesput) e 
T^ffutcrttf, \u [ Vi) substitutes "Jha if /Hew, they'd say" &c.»—making 
jouiti/ Talbot a hud —I rnnuot see wliy the old tc^t should he disturbed 
“A'f vf i o- bend,—t;ue way. 


V. 6^ 0 l ) “ Triivuyhnnt death, $umfd ivilh captivity. 

Young Talbot's iafow mthes me smile at thee M 
Mr. W. X. -fathom mfuim-s me that the Into Sir. Sydney "Walker has noted 
on tlu^ ,—' u Can any good muho ho made out of 'smear'd with cap- 

tuaf <"—I was once Mimi"!} inclined to eonsidcr “sntcai’iF as a luispunt : 
but T now bolime that it is lcjlly the authors mud. See Johnson nnd Ma- 
k»no iid l 

1'. Cl. ( r *) 1 Lnev. Tkrulif 

Conduct wit to the Dauphin's tent, io know 
Vffiu hath obtain & the (fury of the da yf 

‘‘Luev’s menage imphul that lie knew wlm had obtained the s Lctoi y i tlicvo- 
furo Sir T. Hanmer remK 

'Hoi aid, conduct me to ilm Dauphin's tent, 

'Who hath/ See" Johksov. 


P. 65. («) 

,l Vut irll me it hem thou ;h\st. 

Luey, Ihit hAoi'j the great A hides of the field," &,c. 

Howe print'll "Lucy. Whew tfo gtcai Abides?' &c.j and Malone, who 
ndnpu his, alt eiation, oilmen es that ‘Mho compositor probably caught the 
wend but fioro the pnuoilm^ hue” Pelhams so but may wc not suspect, 
Uoia ilie incomplete meu-uns that thcio is ^omo aims sum ? 


L\ Co. ( CT ) “ Great dfthshal to Henry the sirihf &e 
Ihre the more leeent edilois alter “tmusluif" to “ nmreshaV’ for the sako of 
the maw, winch, howler, remains imperfect, to Hig eye at least, <won with 
that nHcmtio».~.Both “ and “ Henry" arc to he load (not written') us 

tria))lahlea. (The editor of the second folio printed 

Ji Great Marshall to our King Ifenry ilte sivt," &e ) 

P* 65< ( c \) li have’em,” See 

'lhe Miu lies “Amt. him,’* A.e. 


P to. (°) “ Hut from then a diet, shall fa rear'd,* See. 

IV printed* 
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“ But from their ashes, Dauphin, shall be rear'd,” See. 
Mr, Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads f( - their \ cry allies shall,” 


P G5. (7fl) 

w *Sb we he rid of them, do with 'em what thou will,” 

The folio has “- do with him,” &c—This line lias been variously altered, 

—one editor omitting 1 "of them” another throwing out " with 'em.” 


P. GO ( 7l ) "And surer hind this knot of amlij , 

The Bari of Armagnac,—near kin to Chailcs” See. 

So Pope (nnd Mr. Colliers Ms. Corrector), —Tho folio 1ms “- nrere ltnit 

to Chailes” See., a mistake evidently occasioned by the word " knot” just 
abovo. (Compare, ntp. SO, 

11 Aiul to Min P,nrl of Armagnac may do, 

‘Because be is near kinsman unto Charles”) 


V 69. (») 

" iVour, ye familiar spirits, that arc cull'd 
Out of the powetful Icy ions under cat th,” &c 
The folio 1ms “ Out of the powerfall liugions vndci cat th,” See .:—and Stoovens 
informs us that "'the regions under earth'are ' the infernal regionsbut, 
us lie lias not told us what me "the powerful regions under earth,” nnd how 
bends can lin said to be " r. idl'd out of icy inns'' lie, in fact, lins offered nothing 
m suppoit of the old text. Nor is it to bo defended by a Jino in Cymbclme, 
act v. sc, 4, where Jupiter addresses the Ghosts,^ 

"No more, you petty spirits of region low,” &o.— 

Wai bur ton saw that the true reading hero was " powerful legions ”—Malone 
observes; "In a former pasaago [of the picsont play] * regions' seems to have 
boon printed instead of 'legions? at least all the editors from the time oFMr. 
Itowo liavo tlieie substituted the latter word instead of the former.” [Sco 
p 59,—tho folio having,—- 

"To beate assaylmg death from his wenke 21cy ions” 

■which is indubitably a mistako for "- his weak hywnb.”~\ "The word 

* cull'd,' and tho opitliofc * powerful, which is applicable to the fiends the in- 
selves, liufc not to their place of icsidence, show that it has nn equal title to a 
place in the text hero. So in The Tempest, [act in. so, 3], 

‘Put one liend at n time, 

Ill light their legions o'er * ” 

Muloiio might also have cited from Macbeth, act iv sc. 3, 

" Not in tho legions 

Of horrid hull can come a dei il more drumiM,” &e.— 

Mr. Collier's Ms Corrector lets tho corruption ,"powerful regions,” stand; 
but alter* "- that are cull'd” to "- that are call'd” though 
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111,' tlurtl Vine of this sprccli might luuu shown him that his alteration was 
qmt«* wrong,— 

« Ami } t. rAoiL'e bjUYits that admonish liic,” &c, 

p (,1^ j »* £ 1 ^ X'ucellc* anil York fighfc hand to hand.” 

Iho f>]io Jins, “Burgmdw and Yoiko fight hand to hand.” 

p. 7<» ( 7< ) 4 ‘ And lay than gently on thy lender side . 

11 \is these fmgosfvr eternal peace u 

Tn tho folio these two lines aio by mistake tinin>posccl. Capell first arranged 
fin in rigMiy. 

|\ 70. (») 11 Kicping thtm />? is oners underneath her wmys ” 

Thu Jirliohii'i 41 -- prisoner underneath Jus u'mys,” 

I r 70 (I'*) . . . , let hei pass ,, 

. , . . bays no. 

, . . st reunify 

, . . . beam” 8c o. 

In ihu first lino Mr. Collier’s flip. Corrector substitutes “go” lor "pitssj'* nor 
can wo well doubt that such was the original cmthnr’s reading, as also, in tlic 
third line, “stream.’ but is it not equally ccrtum that hoie, as occasionally 
eKcwhcre, the rhymes were purposely done aw ay with when tho play under- 
went tlio-e alterations (perhaps by blmkcspcni o) with winch it is exhibited in 
the folio ? (Mr. Collier^ Ms. (Joirudor is not always fortunate in lestoring 
a thyme at p, 72, where the common lection is t — 

“Por princes should be fiec. 

Sujl And so shall you, 

If happy England's royal king lju fiou. 

Mar. ‘Why, whnt concerns his fioedom unto me ?” 
he makes fhnfnlk siy “ If happy England’s royal king be tme ”—without any 
wpx'l y> ^Wu WM.A'fkWrj U'&a 

1\ 70. C*) 41 15 she not here thy prisoner ?” 

The n ords 41 thy prisoner" wove added in tho second folio. 

I 1 71 ( <a J u Ay, beauty's princely majesty is such, 

Confounds the tongue, and makes the senses rough" 

A perplexing passage Hanmer read*. “- and makes the senses crouch 

which at hast afford* a good muruimg, imd suits the context (compare a 
nwih rn I'out, 

“how eiety &cn*e 

Bi u > to your beauties," & c. Uyroifs Island, c. ii ).— 

Jb. CoiUei a Ms. Coi rector substitutes * # - and mocks //;<? sense of touch,” 
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—which is bad enough, while Mr, Singer’s Ms. Cori eclor (Shakespeare Vin¬ 
dicated, &c. p, 145) gives “- and wakes the sense's touch, 1 ’—which is little, 

if fit all, better. 

P- 71. 0 9 ) “at random." 

Here the folio has “at irt/idon” (a not unusual form with early writers), but 
in The Two Gent, of Verona , act Ji, se. 1, it 1ms U 1 writ at nu&dome” 

1\ 72. (“) “If thou will condescend to he my —” 

“I have little doubt that the words he my are an interpolation 11 SiXUvnN’9 

P. 73 ( ai ) “ the county Maine and Anjou.” 

The folio has “ the Country Mump,” &c. Qy, “the counties, Maine," &c. ? 
compare in tho next speech, “ those two counties" See. 

P. 7 h C 2 ) <4 And natural graces" &c 

So Mason.—The folio 1ms “Mad mint all Gtares," & c. 


P. 70. ( m ) “ A 7 !), misconceived I" 

“ i,o. No, ye misconcnivers, ye wlvo mistake me anrl my qualities” STEEYEyg. 
Mr. Collioi, lilce ‘iomc of |hu eurliei editors, prints, “No, misconceived Joan,” 
&c.—wrongly (and against the punctuation, of the folio, which is “ No mis- 
conecyued, lone,” See ). 

P.78. ( 8I ) “ Sped ft, Winchester; jot boiling choicr chokes 
The hollow passage of my prison'd voice , 

By sight of these our baleful enemies" 

The folio has “- of my poyson’ll voycef^ which, says Johnson, “ agrees 

well enough with hedeful enemies, or with baleful, if it can bo used in the same 
some. Tim modern cditois road prison'd voice and, in consequence of Jolm- 
son’s note, Malone, Mr, Collier, and Mr, Knight accept “poison’d iwe” ns 
the genuino rending ! (X almost wonder that m Zone's Labour's lost, nctiv. 
sc. 3, they did not print with the old copies,— 

“Why, vniuersall plodding poysons vp 
The nimble spirits m the arteries,” &e.) 

P. SO. ( Bj ) “ Yes, my lord," &c. 

The second folio has 11 Yes, my good lotd" &e, 

P &0. ( eo ) “ warrant a hhcial dower” 

Tho second folio omits “ a* } 

T, 8 L («) 

Here Ilowe added “It. 11 


It most of all" See. 




THE SECOND I'AIIT QI.’ 


KINa HENRY THE yiXTH. 


\OL, IV. 


II 



PJIAMAI'IS P13H80Nj13 


Ki>it IlfcMtr rtio N'jli. 

ilv.uvjutev, Pule*' of Glr*U*, Ills uueh% . 

C.u!i>if> u. HfciBr*>«r, BUwp oF Winchester, great-nnclo to the fcmfc. 
llicuuui X > Lv>j T AUDKJcr l Duke of Yuik. 
nml lhcHViii), Ins sons. 


llbtft or SoMKnsr-T, 

I)lTtf.fi OV SVIJfOLtf 
IJiitffi ol 15 taux i«iUm > 

IxiitIi Cluiqko 

Young Cutioiiu, Iiia sou. 

Iai;I. ox' SALTfcinmY. 

Kiur- or Wauwick. 

XiORU Scam'S, governor of tho Towcv. 

Xoro SaV. 

irijMiWJtEr SxAFroiii>, and William. St An; aim, Ins brother, 

SlR 8 TAM LI. 

A Sea-captain, Maxtor, and Mnster^Mnto, and Waltab WmwoMB. 
Two GfUtk nicii» pii-onrip mth Suffolk. 

V\ua, 


limit, ami SounnrFM ,, t*o pm-sU 
Ih« imjdiioki, & conjurtr 

TiWU.% Ifc.vr.VAAi, Rtt uvwvnvY. I?LrCkl\, 1 \H VVAM. 

Ch rl„ r I f 0 lift tliarn, A hu oi of Saint Albiui\. 

SjmI’COy* im imposter Two jMtmlcifrrs, 

J UK C U)L', n Hihol. 

GlojmU, ,Johk, Dick, S-umr tlu? u caver, MfciUbb, &c , lm lulloivtUs, 
Aluvamiuii Int-v, n Kentish gentleman 


M\iir.Aiai, r^m-eu lu It tug Henry. 
Xl.rA^nli, I)Ill'll*•■Si fif CihjjtlT. 
Mmu.Uly JciLnulur, a WLtv.li, 

Wtfh to SLmpcox. 


Lords* Ladies, anti AttuiuhnU, I’otitionci's, AklMtufS, a Humid, u 15 radio, 
.Sheriff, ami Officers, (JitiAUi*, X J iautiucs« Ifalconfti 1 *, Guards, SoUliura, Me&- 

frongcv% &c\ 

A Spirit. 

fch’£>E —In ur Hairs pen ts nf ICiujhmi, 



THE SECOND PAUT OF 


ICING HENRY YL 


ACT I* 

Scenx: I. London, A room of a late in the jialace. 

Flourish of trnmjHls: then havtboys Enter, on one King 
IIumiY, Duke of Gko&inn, S.VTiThiiunY, Wauvi ick, and Cmlmnl 
BnAUronT; on tJ^ ofhrr t Queen Maiioahut, M in hy tturioiK , 
YOKK, SOJIEKSCT, IiuUKrKfUiAJf, iUld ulllGi 8 } fvUulAtOj. 

Suf, As by your high imperial majesty 
I had in charge at my depart for Fiance, 

As procurator to your excellence, 

To marry Princess Margaret for your guico; 

So, in the famous ancient city Tours, 

In presence of the Kings of France and Sicil, 

The Dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretagne, and Alengon,(') 
Seven earls, twelve barons, and twenty reverend bishops, 

I have perform’d my task, and was espous’d: 

And humbly now, upon my bended knee, 

In sight of England and her lordly peers, 

Deliver up my title in the queen 

To your most gracious hands, that are the substance 

Of that great shadow I did represent; 

The happiest gift that ever marquess gave. 

The fairest queen that ever king receiv'd, 

K . Hen, Suffolk, arise.—Welcome, Queen Margaret: 

I can express no kinder sign of love 

Than this kind kiss.—O Lord, that lends me life, 

Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness l 
For tliou hast given me, in this beauteous face. 
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A world of eaithly blessings to my soul. 

If sympathy of love unity our thoughts, 

Q. Mu), Gient King of England, and my gracious lord, 
The mutual conference that my mind hath had, 

By day, by night, waking and in my dreams. 

In courtly company or at my beads, 

With you, mine alder-1 iolest sovereign, 
flakes Uvc the holder to salute my king 
AVitli ruder terms, such as my wit affords 
And ovtr-joy of heart doth minUtei. 

K. Ih'ii . Her sight did lavish; hut her grace in speech, 
Her word a y-clad with wisdom’s majesty. 

Slakes me from wondering fall to weeping joys; 
iJudt is the fulness of my hearth content.— 

Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love. 

All [kucdiiig]* Long live Queen Margaret, England's 
happiness l 

Q. Mar . IVc thank you all. [Floiohh. 

i b r u m fff Sly lord protector, so it please youi grace, 

Here are the aitides of eontiacted peace 
Between om sovereign and the French king Charles, 

For eighteen months concluded by consent. 

Gfo. [?<W.v] u Lapritih, It is agreed between the French 
him* Charles, and William do hi Poole, Marquees of Suffolk, mu* 
hii'-iidor for Homy King of Engl and,—that the said Ilcnry slmll 
enpuihc the Lady Muvguicb diiuvjlitof uutu lldgniei King of tuples, 
Niulia, ami Jmwdciii, and utnin her (juccii of Engl,aul cro the 
thh tilth of Ha} nr At ensuing that the duchy of Anjou mid 

the County of Maine shall he released and delivered to the king her 
father”— 

K. lien. Uncle, how now ! 

UVo. Pul don iue, gracious lord ; 

8ome rsudden qualm hath struck me at the heart, 

Ami diimnd mine eyes, that l cm lead no fui their. 

K. Ik a . Uncle of Winchester, I pi ay, read on. 

Car. [/vtf/*] ,{ A/u, It is further agreed between them, that ti e 
duchies of Anjou and Maine shall be released uml delivered over to 
tli \) king liu* father; and she sent over ufthc King uf England^ own 
5 Hu\Kt cobt muUlnivges, without having any dowry ” 
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K. lien . They please us well,—Lmcl marquess, Icneel 
down; 

We licre create thee the first Duke of Suffolk, 

Ancl girt thee with the swoid,— Cousin of York, 

We here discharge your grace from being regent 
I’ the parts of France, till term of eighteen months 
lie full expir’d.—Thanks, uncle Winchester, 

Crloster, York, Buckingham, Somerset, 

Salisbury, and Warwick; 

We thank you all for this great favour done, 

In entertainment to my princely queen. 

Come, let ns in; and with all speed provide 
To sec her coronation be perform’d. 

[Exeunt King, Queen, and Suffolk* 
GZo, Biave peers of England, pilkus of the state, 

To you Duke Humphrey must unload his grief,— 

Your grief, the common grief of all the land, 

What! did my brother Henry spend his youth, 

His valour, coin, and people, in the wars ? 

Did he so often lodge in open held. 

In winter’s cold and summer’s parching heat, 

To conquer France, his true inheritance? 

And did my brother Bedford toil his wits. 

To keep by policy what Henry got? 

Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham, 

Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 

Receiv’d deep scars in France and Normandy ? 

Or bath mine uncle Beaufort and myself, 

With all the learned council of the realm, 

Studied so long, sat in the council-house 

Early and late, debating to and fro 

IIow France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe ? 

And hath his highness in his infancy 
I3een( 3 ) crown'd in Paiis, in despite of foes? 

And shall these labours and these honours die ? 

Shall Henry’s conquest, Bedford’s vigilance, 

Your deeds of war, and all our counsel die ? 

0 peers of England, shameful is this league ! 

Fatal this marriage! cancelling your fame, 
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Ulutting your names from hooks of memory. 

Razing the characters of 3 T Our renown. 

Defacing monuments of conquer’d France, 

Undoing all* as all had never been ! 

Car* Nephew, what means this passionate discourse, 
This peroration with such circumstance? 

For France, his ouis; aiul we will keep it still. 

Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can ■> 

Jiut now it is impossible we should: 

jSuffolk, the new-made duke that rules the roast, 

Hath given the duchy (*) of Anjou and Maine 
(Jnto the poor King Reigmer, whose large style 
Agices not with the leanness of his purse. 

Sal. Now, by the death of Him that died for all, 
These cmiutiea were the keys of Normandy:— 

But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son? 

War . For grief that they are past recovery: 

For, were there hope to conquer them again, 

My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes no tears. 
Anjou and Maine ! myself did win them both; 

Those provinces these arms of mine did conquer: 

And are the cities, that I got with wounds, 

Deliver'd up again with peaceful words? 

Mart ])icu/ 

Yai/ l\ For Suffolk's duke, may lie bo suffocate. 

That dims the honour of this wailike isle! 

France should lun c torn and rent my very heart, 

Before I would have 3b el (led to this league. 

[ never read hut England’s Icings have had 
Lai go sums of gold and dowries with their wives; 

And our King Henry gives away his own. 

To match with her that brings no vantages. 

Glo. A proper jest, and never heard before, 

That vSuffolk should demand a whole fifteenth 
For costs and charges in transporting her ! 

She should have stay’d in Fiance, and starv'd in France, 
Before— 

Car, My Lord of Gloster, now ye grow too hot: 

It was the pleasure of my lord the king. 
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Glo. My Lord of Winchester, I know your mind; 

’Tis wot my speeches that you do mislike. 

But ’tis my presence that doth trouble ye. 

Rancour will out: proud prelate, in thy face 
I see thy fury: if I longer stay, 

We shall begin our ancient bickerings.— 

Lordings, farewell; and say, when I am gone, 

I prophesied Franco will be lost ere long. [Exit* 

Car . So, there goes our protector in a rage. 

’Tis known to you lie is mine enemy ; 

Nay, more, an enemy unto you all; 

And no great friend, I fear me, to the king. 

Consider, lords, he is the next of blood, 

And heir-apparent to the English crown: 

Had Heniy got an empire by Ins marriage, 

And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west, 

There’s reason he should he displeas'd at it. 

Look to it, lords; let not his smoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts ; be wise and circumspect. 

What though the common people favour liim, 

Calling him lf Humphrey, the good Duke of (Hosier 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice, 

"Jesu maintain your royal excellence ! ,f 

With " God preserve the good Duke Humphrey 1" 

I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss, 

He will he found a dangerous protector. 

Bucl\ Why should ho f then, protect our sovereign. 

He being of age to govern of himself?—• 

Cousin of Somerset, join you with me, 

And all together, with the Duke of Suffolk, 

We’ll quickly hoise Duke Humphrey from his seat. 

Car. This weighty business will not brook delay; 

I’ll to the Duke of Suffolk presently. [Exit* 

Som . Cousin of Buckingham, though Humphrey’s pride 
And greatness of his place he grief to us, 

Yet let us watch the haughty cardinal: 

His insolence is more intolerable 
Than all the princes in the land beside : 

If Gloster he displac’d, he’ll he protector. 
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Jhick. Or tliou or I, Somerset, will be protectory 5 ) 
Despite Duke Humphrey or the cardinal. 

[Exeunt Buckingham and Somerset. 

Sal . Pride went before, ambition follows him. 

While these do labour for their own pro ferment, 

Behoves it us to labour for the icalm. 

I never saw but Humphrey Duke of Gloster 
J)kl hear him like a noble gentleman. 

Oft have 1 seen the haughty cardinal,— 

Move like a soldier than a man o 1 the church. 

As stout am! proud as he were lord of all,— 

Swear like a ruffian, and demean himself 
Unlike the ruler of a commonweal.— 

Warwick, my non, the com fort of my age l 
Thy deeds, thy plainness, and thy housekeeping, 

Hath won the greatest favour of the commons, 

Excepting none but good Duke Humphrey:— 

And, brother York, thy acts in Ireland, 

In bringing them to civil discipline ; 

Thy late exploits done in the heart of Prance, 

When thou wert regent for our sovereign, 

Have made thee fear’d and honour’d of the people :■— 

Join w r e together, for the jmblic good. 

In what we can, to hi idle and suppress 
The piide of Suffolk and the cardinal, 

With Somerset’s and Buckingham's ambition; 

And, as we may, cherish Duke Humphrey's deeds, 

While they do tend die profit of the land. 

War. So God help "Win wick, as he loves the land. 

And common profit of his country ! 

York. And so says York, for he hath greatest cause. 

Sul. Then let's make haste away, and look unto the 
raain.( 6 ) 

War, Unto the main! O father, Maine is lost,-— 

That Maine which by main force Warwick did win, 

And would have kept so long as breath did last! 

Main chance, father, you meant; but I meant Maine,-— 
Which I will win fiom France, or else be slain. 

[Exeunt Warwick and Salisbury. 
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York* Anjou aud Maine are given to the French ; 
Paris is lost; the state of Normandy * 

Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone: 

Suffolk concluded on the articles; 

The peers agreed; and Henry was well pleas’d 
To change two dukedoms for a duke’s fair daughter. 

I cannot blame them all: what is’t to them? 

’Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 

Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their pillage, 
And purchase friends, and give to courtezans, 

Still revelling, like lords, till all he gone *, 

While as the silly owner of the goods 
Weeps over them, and wrings his hapless hands, 

And shakes his head, and trembling stands aloof, 
While all is shar'd, and all is borne away, 

Heady to starve, and dare not touch his own; 

So York must sit, and fict, and bite bis tong no. 

While his own lands arc bargain'd for and sold. 

Me thinks the realms of England, France, and Ireland 
Hear that proportion to my ilesli and blood 
As did the fatal brand Altlicea burii’d 
Unto the prince’s heart of Calydon. 

Anjou and Maine, both given unto tho French ! 

Cold news for me j for I had hope of France, 

Even as I have of fertile England’s soil. 

A day will come when York shall claim his own ; 

And therefore I will take the Nevils’ parts. 

And make a show of love to proud Duke Humphrey, 
And, when I spy advantage, claim the crown, 

For that’s the golden mark I seek to hit: 

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right, 

Nor hold the sceptre in his childish list, 

Nor wear die diadem upon his head, 

Whose churcl\-like humours fit not for a crown. 

Then, York, be still awhile, till time do serve: 

Watch thou and wake, when others be asleep. 

To pry into the secrets of the state; 
r J’ill Henry, surfeiting in joys of love, 

With his new bride and England’s dear-bought queen. 
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And Humphrey with the poeis he fall'n at jars: 

Then will 1 raise aloft the milk-white rose, 

With whose sweet smell the air shall he perfum’d; 

And in my standard hear the arms of York, 

To grapple with the house of Lancaster; 

And, fence perforce, I’ll make lnm yield the crown, 

Whose bookish rule hath pull'd fair England down. [Kr.it. 


Scnxn II* The same. A ) 00 m hi the Duke of G lost Ell’s 

house. 

Enter Glosteii and the Duchess, 

Duclu Why dioopa my loid, like ovei-ripen’d corn, 
Hanging the head at Ceres’ plenteous load ? 

Why doth the great Duke Humphrey knit h\s brows, 

As fiowning at the favours of the world? 

Why are thine eyes fix’d to the sullen earth, 

Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sight ? 

What sees! thou there ? King Henry’s diadem, 

Enchas’d with all the honours of the world ? 

If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face, 

Until thy head be ciicled with the same. 

Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold :— 

"What, is’t too short ? I’ll lengthen it with mine; 

And, having hotli together heav’d it up, 

We’ll both together lift our heads to heaven; 

And never move abase out sight so low 
As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground. 

Glo. O Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost love thy lord, 
Danish the canker of ambitious thoughts l 
And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henry, 

Be my last breathing in this 11101 tal world! 

My troublous dream (?) this night doth make i nc sad. 

Duch. What dicam’d my lord? tell m e , and I’ll requite it 
With sweet rehearsal of my morning’s dream. 

Glo. Me thought this stalF, mine office-badge in court. 
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Was broke in twain; by whom I have forgot, 

But, as I think, it was by the cardinal; 

And oil the pieces of the broken wand 

Were plac’d the heads of Edmund Duke of Somerset, 

And William de la Poole, first Duke of Suffolk. 

This was my dream : what it doth bode, God knows. 

Duck. Tut, this was nothing but an argument 
That lie that breaks a stick of Gloster’s grove 
Shall lose his head for his presumption. 

But list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke: 

Me thought I sat in seat of majesty 
In the cathedral church of Westminster, 

And in that chair where kings and queens arc( 8 ) crown'd ; 
Where Henry and Dame Margaret kneel’d to me, 

And on my head did set the diadem. 

GIo . Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide outright: 
Presumptuous dame, ill-nurtuvkl Eleanor ! 

Art tliou not second woman in the realm, 

And the protector’s wife, belov’d of him ? 

Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command, 

Above the reach or compass of tliy thought? 

And wilt thou still be hammering treachery. 

To tumble down thy husband and thyself 
Prom top of honour to disgrace’s feet? 

Away from me, and let me hear no more l 

Dtcch . What, what, my lord! are you so choleric 
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream ? 

Next time I’ll keep my dreams unto myself, 

And not be check’d. 

GIo . Nay, be not angry, I am pleas’d again. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess . My lord protector, ‘tis his highness 1 pleasure 
You do prepare to ride unto Saint Alban’s, 

Whereas the king and queen do mean to hawk. 

GIo . I go.—Come, Nell,—thou wilt ride with us? 

Duch. Yes, my good lord, I'll follow presently. 

[Exeunt Glosier and Messenger. 
Follow I must; I cannot go before, 
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While GlcHtcr bears this base and humble mind. 

Were I a wan, ?i duke, and next of blood, 

I w oubl remove these tedious stumbling-blocks, 

And smooth mv way upon their headless necks: 

And, being a woman, I Avill not be slack 
To play my part in Eoi time’s pageant.— 

Where are you there, Sir John ? nay, fear not, man, 

Wc are alone; here's none but thee and I, 

Enter Ilmm. 

Ilftmc, Jesus preserve your royal majesty ! 

Duch. What say’st thou? majesty 1 t am but grace. 
Hnme. But, by the grace of God, and Hume’s advice, 
Yom giaccV title shall be multiplied. 

Duck, What say’st thou, man ? hast thou as yet coufevv’d 
With Margery Jourdam, the cmining witch, 

With lloger Bolingbroke, the conjurer ? 

And nil] they undertake to do me good? 

Hume. This they have promised,—to show your highness 
A spirit rais’d from depth of under-ground, 

That shall make answer to such questions 
As by your grace shall be propounded him. 

Each. It is enough; I’ll think upon the questions: 

When from Saint Alban’s we do make return, 

We’ll see these thing* effected to the full. 

Here, Ilume, take this reward ; make merry, man, 

With thy confederates in this weighty cause, [JSxit. 

Hume, Hume must make merry with the duchess 5 gold; 
Marry, and shall, But, hoiv now, Sir John Ilumc ! 

Seal up your lips, and give no words but mum: 

The business asketh silent secrecy. 

Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch : 

Gold cannot come amiss, were she a devil. 

Yet have I gold flics from another coast:— 

1 dare not say, from the rich cardinal, 

And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk,; 

Yet I do find it so: for, to be plain, 

They, knowing Dame Eleanor’s aspiring humour, 

Have lined me to undermine the duchess, 
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And buzz these conjurations in her brain. 

They say,—A crafty knave docs need no broker ; 

Yet am I Suffolk and the cardinal’s broker* 

Hume, if you take not heed, you shall go near 
To call them both a pair of crafty knaves. 

Well, so it stands; and thus, I fear, at last 
Hume’s knavery will be the duchess wreck, 

And her attaiuture will he Humphrey’s full ; 

Sort how it will, I shall have gold for all, [JCxtL 


Scene III. The tame, A worn in the palace. 

Enter Petek, and other Petitions 8. 

First Petit. My masters, let’s stand close: my lord protec¬ 
tor will come this way by and by, and then we may dehvei 
our supplication? in the quill.( 4J ) 

Sec. Petit. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he’s a good 
man ! Jesu bless him ! 

Fust Petit. Here J a comes, melhinks, and the queen with 
him. 1*11 be the first, sure. 

Enter Suffolk and Queen Mahgahet. 

Sec. Petit. Come back, fool; this is the Duke of Suffolk, 
and not my lord protector. 

j Suf How now, fellow! wouldst any thing with me ? 

First Petit . I pray, my lord, pardon me ; I took yo for my 
lord protector. 

Q. Ala), [glancing at the superscriptions] " To ( 10 ) my Lord 
Protector l” Are your supplications to his lordship? Let me 
see them :—what is thine ? 

First Petit. Mine is, au’t please your grace, against John 
Goodman, my Loul cardinal’s man, for keeping my house, and 
lands, and wife and all, from me. 

Suf. Thy wife tool that's some wrong, indeed.—-Wlmt’s 
yours?—What’s here! [Reads] “Against the Duke of Suf¬ 
folk, for enclosing the commons of Melfoid."—How now, sir 
knave! 
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Sec. Peht. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our 
whole township. 

Peter [presenting his petition]. Against my master, Tho¬ 
mas Horner, for saying that tire Dolce of York was rightful 
heir to the crown. 

G, Mar. What say’st thou ? did the Duke of York say 
he was rightful heir to the crown ? 

Peter. That my master( n ) was ? no, forsooth: my master 
said that he was; and that the king was an usurper. 

SUtf. Who is there ? [Enter So vanish —Take this fellow 
in, and *end for his master with a pursuivant presently:— 
we’ll hear more of your matter before the king. 

[Exeunt Servants ivith Peter . 
Q> Mar. And as for you, that love to be protected 
Under the wings of our protector's grace, 

Begin your suits anew, and sue to him. 

[Tears the petitions. 

Away, base cullions!—Suffolk, let them go. 

AIL Come, let’s be gone. [Exeunt Petitioners. 

Cl. Mar . My Lord of Suffolk, say, is this the guise, 

Is this the fashion ( 1J ) in the court of England? 

Is this the government of Britain’s isle, 

And this the royalty of Albion’s king? 

What, shall King Henry be a pupil still, 

Under the suily Glcster’s governance ? 

Am I a queen in title and in style, 

And must be made a subject to a duko { 

I tell thee, Poole, when in the city Tours 
Thou ran us t a tilt in honour of my love, 

And stolst away the ladies’ hearts of Trance, 

I thought King Henry had resembled thee 
In courage, courtship, and proportion ; 

But all his mind is, bent to holiness, 

To number Ave-Marie$ on his beads : 

Ilib champions are, the prophets and apostles; 

Ilis weapons, holy saws of sacred writ; 

Ilis study is his tilt-yard, and his loves 
Are brazen images of canoniz’d saints, 

I would the college of the cardinals 
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Would choose him pope, and carry him to Rome, 

And set the triple crown upon his heads— 

That were a state fit for his holiness* 

Suf Madam, he patient: as I was cause 
Your highness came to England, so will I 
In England work your grace’s full content. 

Q.Mar. Beside the haughty ( ia ) protector, have we Beaufort 
The imperious churchman, Somerset, Buckingham, 

And grumbling York; and not the least of these 
But can do more in England than the king. 

Suf\ And he of these that can do most of all 
Cannot do more in England than the Nevils: 

Salisbury and Warwick are no simple peers. 

Q. Mar. Not all these loids do vex mo half so much 
As that pioud dame, the lord protector's wife. 

She sweeps it through the court with troops of ladies, 

More like an empress than Duke Humphrey’s wile: 

Strangers in court do take her for the queen: 

She hears a duke’s revenues on her back, 

And in her heart she scorns our poverty: 

Shall I not live to he aveng'd on her? 

Contemptuous base-born callet as she is, 

She vaunted ’raongsfc licr minions t'other day, 

The very train of her worst wearing-gown 
Was better worth than all my father’s lands, 

Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter. 

Suf Madam, myself have lim’d a bush for her, 

And plac’d a quire of such enticing birds. 

That she will light to listen to the lays. 

And never mount to trouble you again. 

So, let her rest: and, madam, list to me; 

Eor I am bold to counsel you in tins. 

Although we fancy not the cardinal. 

Yet must we join with him and with the lords, 

Till w r e have brought Duke Humphrey in disgiucc. 

As for the Duke of York,— this late complaint 
Will make hut little for his benefit. 

So, one by one, we’ll weed them all at last. 

And you yourself shall steer the happy helm. 
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JCuUr Iving Hkmiy, Voisjc, and iSojiEiwr } Ihike and Duchess of 
(fi.O’sD-ii, Caulmnl IJjjvuronT, IJwKitfaiiAJf, Salibbuhy, and 
WailU if 1 if. 

K. lira* Fen my part, noble leads, I cave not which; 

Or S omuiAct or York, all’s oue to me. 

Fork. If York have ill demean’d himself in France, 

'Ihen. hit him he decay’d the regcntalup. 

Sow* H’ Somerset he unworthy of the place, 

Let York be regent; I will yield to him. 

/r«r. Whether youv grace he worthy, yea or no, 

Diijjute not that; York is the worthily. 

Ctn\ AwWtUni* Warwick, let thy betters apeuk. 

«>’. The cardinal’s not my better in the field. 

Jhtck, All in this presence arc thy betters, Warwick. 

JVai\ Warwick may live to he the best of all. 

Sal, Peace, soul —and show some reason, Buckingham* 
Why Somerset should be prefeu’d in this, 

(1. Mar. Because the king, for&ooth, will have it so. 

Glo, Madam, the king is old enough himself 
io give his censure: these arc no women's matters. 

(A Mat', Jf he he old enough, what needs your grace 
To he protector of his excellence ? 

0/<i. Madam, I am protector of the realm; 

And, at his pleasure, will le^igu my place. 

&uf. Resign it, then, and leave thine insolence. 

Since thou wert king, (as who is king hut thou ?) 
ihe commonwealth hath (lady run to wreck * 

Tim Dauphin hath pi evad'd beyond the sens’; 

And all the peers and nobles of the realm 
ILne been us bondmen to tby sovereignty. 

Car. The commons hast thou rack’d; the clergy’s ba™ 

Are lank and loan with tby extortions. 

‘Vow. TUy sumptuous buildings, and thy wife's attire, 
iIuvq cost a mass of public treasury. 

Jiueti. TUy cruelty j n execution 
Upon ollcuders hath exceeded law. 

Ami left tlae to die mercy of the law. 

Q. Mur. IUy sa] c of offices and towns in France,— 
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If they were known, as the suspect is grc.it,— 

Would make tlice quickly hop without thy head, 

[Exit (Hosier , The Queen drops her Jan, 
Give me my fan: what, minion ! can ye not t 

[Gives the Daehe ss a box on the eta, 
I cry you mercy, madam \ was it you ? 

Duel i. AVas’t II yea, I it was, proud Frenchwoman: 
Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 

I'd( u ) set my ten commandments in your face. 

K, Hen, Sweet aunt, bo quiet j ’twas against her will. 
Duch, Against her will! good king, look to’t in time ; 
Shell hamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby : 

Though in this place most master wear no breeches 
She shall not strike Dame Eleanor uiucveng’d. [Exit, 

Buck, Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 

And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds; 

She's tickled now ; her fume needs( 15 ) no spurs. 

She’ll gallop fost(' 6 J enough to lien destruction. [/£a*zf. 

Re-enter Glosteh. 

Glo, Now, lords, my cholcr being over-blown 
AVith walking once about the quadrangle, 

I come to talk of commonwealth aUhiis. 

As for your spiteful false objections, 

Prove them, and I lie open to the law: 

But God in mercy so deal with my soul, 

As I in duty love my king and country! 

But, to the matter that we have in hand:— 

I say, my sovereign, York is mcctest mail 
To be your regent in the realm of France. 

Suf, Before we make election, give me leave 
To show some reason, of no little force, 

That York is most unmeet of any man. 

York, I’ll tell thee, SulFolk, why I am unmeet: 

First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride; 

Next, if I he appointed for the place, 

My Lord of Somerset will keep mo here, 

AVithout discharge, money, or furniture, 

Till France be won in to the Dauphin’s bands: 
von. ]v. i 
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Last time, I danc’d Attendance- on his will 
Till I’niix was besieg’d, famish'd, and lost. 

Jt'nr. That can I witness; and a fouler fact 
Did never traitor in the land commit. 

/?«/. Peace, headstrong Warwick! 

War. Image of pride, why should I hold my peace ? 

Euler Servants of Suffolk, bringing in Horher and Peter. 

Siif. Because here is a man accus’d of treason : 

Pi ay Crod the Duke of York excuse himself! 

York, Doth any one accuse York for a traitor ? 

A”. Hen. What mean’st fhou, Suffolk ? tell me, what are 
these ? 

Suf. Please it your majesty, this is the man 
That doth accrue his master of higli treason: 

His words were these,-—that Hichard Duke of York 
Was rightful heir unto the English crown, 

And that your majesty was an usurper. 

K, Hen , Say, man, were these tliy words ? 

I for. An't shall please your majesty, I never said nor 
thought any such matter: God is my witness, I am falsely 
accused by the villain. 

Pet. By these ten bones, my lords [J holding up his hands], 
he did speak them to me in the garret one night, as we were 
scouring my Lord of York’s armour* 

York. Base dunghill villain and mechanical. 

I’ll lmvo thy head for this thy traitor’s speech.— 

I do beseech your royal majesty, 

Let him have all the rigour of the law, 

Hor, Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I spake the words. 
My accuser is my prentice; and when I did correct him for 
his fault the other day, lie did vow' upon his knees he would 
be even with me : I have good witness of this; therefore 1 
beseech your majesty, do not cast away an honest man for a 
Villain's accusation. 

K. Hen. Uncle, what shall we say to this in law ? 

G7o. This doom, my lord, if I may judge: 

Let Somerset be regent o’er the French, 

Because in York this breeds suspicion j 
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Ami let these have a clay appointed them 
For single combat in convenient place, 

For lie hath witness of his servant’s malice: 

This is the law, and this Duke Humjjhrcy’s doom. 

AT. lien . Then be it so,—My Loid of Somerset, 

We make your grace regent over the Fiench.( 17 ) 

Som, I humbly thank your royal majesty. 

How And I accept the combat willingly* 

Pet. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight; for God’s sake, pity 
my case! the spite of man prevaileth against me. 0 Loid, 
have mercy upon me \ I shall never be able to fight a blow : 
O Lord, my heart] 

Glo . Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be bang'd, 

K. Hen* Away with them to prison; and tlie day 
Of combat shall be the last of the next month.— 

Come, Somerset, well see thee sent away. [Planfish, Exeunt* 


Scene IV. The same . The Duke of Gloster’s gulden* 

Enter Maroery Jourdain, Hume, Southwell, and Uolixu- 
uroxe, 

Hume , Come, my masters; the duchess, I tell you, ex¬ 
pects performance of your promises, 

Boling . Master Hume, we are therefore provided; will 
her ladyship behold and hear our exorcisms ? 

Hume, Ay, what else? fear you not her courage, 

Boling . I have heard her reported to be a woman of an 
invincible spirit: but it shall be convenient. Master Ilumc, 
that you be by her aloft, while we be busy below’; and so, I 
pray you, go in God's name, and leave us. [Exit Hume,] 
Mother Jourdain, be you prostrate, and grovel on the earth; 
—John Southwell, read you;—and let us to our work. 

Enter Duchess above / and jnesentlg Hume. 

Duck. Well said, my masters; and welcome all. To this 
gear,—the sooner the better. 

Boling . Patience, good lady; wizards know their times: 
Deep night, dark niglit, the silent of the night, 
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The time of night when Troy was set on fire; 

The time when screech-owls cry, aiul ban-dogs howl, 

Aiul 4mits walk, aiul ghosts break up their graves,— 

That time best tits the work we have in hand. 

Madam, sit you, and feav not: whom we raise, 

Wc will make fast within a hallow’d verge, 

[Hoe they perform the ceremonies appertaining, and 
make the circle; Bohngbi ofce or Southwell reads, 
Conjuro to, &c. It thunders and lightens terri¬ 
bly ; then the Spirit riseth . 

Spin A chum, 
il I fourd* Asmath, 

By the eternal God, whose name ancl power 
Thau trembled at, answer that X shall ask; 

For, till thou speak, thou shalt not pass from lienee. 

Spir, Ask what thou wilt:—that I had said and done! 
Boling* “ First of the king : what shall of him become V* 

[Beading out of a paper. 

Spir, The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose; 

But him outlive, and die a violent death. 

[//$ the Spirit speaks, Southwell writes the answers, 
Boling . '* What fates await the ])uke of Suffolk V' 

Spir. By water shall he die, and take his end. 

Boling . “ AVhafc shall he fall the Duke of Somerset 
Spir . Let him shun castles; 

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains 
Thau where castles mounted stand.— 

Have done, for more I haidly can endure. 

Boling* Descend to darkness and the burning lake! 

False fiend, avoid! [27 Hinder and lightning. Spirit descends . 


tinto' Yoiuc and HuncixoiiAu;, hastily, with their Guards and 
others , 

foik* Lay hands upon these traitors and their trash,— 
Beldam, I think we watch'd you at an inch.—* 

What, madam, are you there ? the king and commonweal 
Aie deeply indebted for this piece of pains: 

My kwd protector will, X doubt it not, 

See you well guerdon’d for these good deserts. 
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Ditch . Not half so had as thine to England’s king, 
Injurious duke, that tlireatest where's no cause. 

Buck. True, madam, none at all;—wliat call you this ?— 

[Showing her (he papers. 

Away with them! let them be clapp'd up close. 

And kept asunder.—You, madam, shall with us,— 

Stafford, take her to thee.— 

We'll see your trinkets here all forthcoming*.— 

All/ 19 ) away! [Exeunt, above, Duchess and Hume, guarded . 

Exeunt, below, Southwell, Bolinghrokc, guarded . 

York , Lord Buckingham, methinks, you watch'd her well: 
A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon J 
Now, pray, my lord, let’s see the devil’s writ, 

What have wc here ? [Heads. 

** The duke yefc lives, that Henry shall depose; 

Tut him outliYo, and die a violent death.” 

Why, this is just, 

Aio le, JEacula, Romanos vinccre posse . 

Well, to the rest: 

“Tell me what fate awaits the Luke of Suffolk/ 2U ) 

Ty water shall he die, nrnl take his end — 

AVhat shall betide the Duke ot Somerset! 

Let him slum castles; 

Safer shall he be upon tho sandy plains 
Than where cnstles mounted stand.” 

Come, come, my lords ; 

These oracles are hardly attain'd, 

And hardly understood. 

The king is now in progress towards Saint Albans, 

With him the husband of this lovely lady: 

Thither go these news, as fast as horse can carry them,— 

A sorry breakfast for my lord protector. 

Buck. Your grace shall give me leave, my Lord of York, 
To be the post, in hope ofliis reward. 

York. At your pleasure, my good loid,—Who’s within 
there, ho! 

Enter a Servant. 

Invite my Lords of Salisbiuy and Warwick 
To sup with me to-moirow night.—Away l 


[Exeunt* 
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Scene I. Saint Albans. 

Enter King Henhy, Queen Mahuaiilit, Glostkii, Cardinal, 
anti Suffolk, i«/A Falconers hollaing, 

Q. Mar. Believe me, lords, for flying 1 at tlie brook, 

I saw not better sport these seven yeais’ day: 

Yet, by yoiu* leave, the wind ms very high ; 

Anil, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out. 

IC Jim. But what a point, my lord, your falcon made, 
And what a pitch she flew above the rest !— 

To sec bon God in all liis creatures works! 

Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high. 

Sitf. No marvel, an it like your majesty. 

My lord protector’s hawks do tower so well; 

They know tlieir master loves to be aloft. 

Ami bears his thoughts above his falcon’s pitch. 

Glo. My lord, ’tis hut a base ignoble mind 
That mounts no higher than a biid can soar. 

Car . I thought as much; he would be above the clouds. 
Glo . Ay, my lord cardinal,—how think you by that? 
Were it not good your grace could fly to heaven ? 

K . Hen. The treasury of everlasting joy ! 

Car. Thy heaven is on earth j thine eyes and thoughts 
Beat on a crown, the treasure of thy heart; 

Pernicious protector, dangerous peer, 

That smooth'st it so with king and commonweal I 

Glo. What, cardinal, is your priesthood grown peremp¬ 
tory ? 

Tan tonic animis ceded thus i rcu ? 

Churchmen so hot? good uncle, hide such malice; 

With such holiness can you do it?( 21 ) 

Suf. No malice, sir; no more than well becomes 
So good it quarrel and so bad a peer. 

Glo. As who, my loid? 

*W* Why, ns you, my lord, 

An t like your loidly lord-pro tee toi ship. 

Ldu. M by, Suffolk, England knows thine insolence. 
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Q. May . And thy ambition, Gloster. 

1C Hen* I prithee, peace, 

Good queen, and whet not on these furious peers; 

Per blessed arc the p>eacemakeis on earth. 

Car . Let me be blessed for the peace I make. 

Against this proud protector, with my sword l 

Glo. Faith, holy uncle, would ’twere come to that I 

[Aside to Car. 

Car . Marry, when thou dar’st, [/hide to Glo. 

Glo . Make up no factious numbers for the matter \ 

In thine own person answer thy abuse, [Aside to Car , 

Car . Ay, where thou dar st not peep: an if thou dar’st, 
This evening* on the east side of the grove. [Aside to Glo. 
1C Hen. How now, my lords t 

Car, Believe me, cousin Gloster, 

Had not your man put up the fowl so suddenly, 

We had had more sport.—Come with thy two-hand sword. 

[Aside to do. 

Glo . True, uncle.(* 3 ) 

Car. Are ye advis’d?—the east side of the grove? 

[Aside to Glo. 

Glo . Cardinal, I am with you. [Aside to Car , 

1C lien . Why, how now, uncle Gloster I 

Glo. Talking of hawking; nothing else, my lord.— 

Now, by God’s mother, priest, I’ll shave your crown for tin's. 
Or all my fence shall fail. [Aside to Car . 

Car. Mcdice Uipsim; 

Protector, see to’t well, protect youiself. [Aside to Glo, 
1C Hen. The winds grow high; so do your stomachs, loids. 
How irksome is this music to my heart! 

When such strings jar, what hope of harmony ? 

I pray, my lords, let me compound this strife. 

Entcv a Townsman of Sainl Albans, cryiiuj l{ A miracle l” 

Glo. What means this noise? 

Fellow, wliat miracle dost thou proclaim ? 

Towns. A miracle! a miracle! 

Suf, Come to the king, and tell him what miracle. 

Towns. Forsooth, a blind man at Saint Alban’s shrine, 
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Within tliig half-hour, hath receiv’d his sight; 

A man that ne’er saw in his life before. 

K. Jfen. Now, Cxod be prais’d, that to believing souls 
(jives light in darkness, comfort in despair t 

Euhr the Mayor of Saint Albans and his brethren; and Simfcox, 
home between two 2>erson£ in a chair, his Wife and a multitude 
folloicin/j. 

Car. Here come the townsmen on procession, 

To present your highness with the man. 

K. Jlen . Great is his comfort in this earthly vale, 
Although by his sight his sin be multiplied. 

Ufa. Standby, my mastersbring him near the king ; 
ilis highness 1 pleasuie is to talk with him. 

if. lien. Good fellow, tell us here the circumstance. 

That we for thee may gloiify the Lord. 

AVhat, hast thou been long blind, and now restor’d ? 

Simp. Born blind, an’t please your grace. 

W ife. Ay, indeed, was lie. 

Suf. What woman is this ? 

Wife. His wife, an’t like your worship. 

G\o, IJaiUt thou been his mother, thou couldst have bet¬ 
ter told. 

K . lien. Where wert thou born ? 

Simp. At Berwick in the 1101th, an’t like your grace. 

K . Hen. Poor sold, God’s goodness hath been great to thee: 
Let never day nor night unhallow’d pass. 

But still lemember what the Lord hath done. 

Q. Mar. Tell me, good fellow, cam’st thou here by chance. 
Or nf devotion, to this holy slnine ? 

Simp. God knows, of pure devotion; being call’d 
A hundred times and oftener, in my sleep, 

By good Saint Alban; who said, u Smvpcox,^ 3 ) come,— 
Como, oiler at my slnme, and I. will help thee.” 

W [fe. ‘Most true, forsooth; and many time and oft 
Myself have heard a voice to call hmi so. 

Cur. What, art thou lame? 

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me! 

Snj. How ctiinst thou so ? 
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Simp, A. fall off of a tree, 

Wife, A plum-tree, master. 

Glo, How long hast thou been blind ? 

Simp . 0, born so, master. 

Glo . Wliat, and wouldst climb a tree ? 

Simp, But that in all my life, when I was a youth. 

Wife, Too true ; and bought liis climbing very dear. 

Glo, Mass, thou lov'dst plums well, that wouldst venture so. 

Simp. Alas, good master, my wife desir’d some damsons, 
And made me climb, with danger of my life. 

Glo, A subtle knave! but yet it shall not serve.— 

Let me see thine eyes:—wink now;—now open them :— 

In my opinion yet thou see'st not well. 

Simp*. Yes, master, clear as day, I thank God and Saint 
Alban. 

Glo . Say’st thou me so? Wliat colour is this cloak of? 

Shnp. Red, master *, red as blood. 

Glo . Why, that’s well .said. What colour is my gown of? 

Simp. Black, foisooth ; coal-black as jet. 

K, Wen. Why, then, thou know’st what colour jet is of? 

Snf. And yet, I think, jet did he never see. 

Glo . But cloaks and gowns, before this day, a many. 

Wife . Never, before this day, in alibis life. 

Glo . Tell me, sirrah, what's my name ? 

Simp, Alas, master, I know not. 

Glo, What’s his name ? 

Simp . I know not. 

Glo. Nor his ? 

Simp, No, indeed, master. 

Glo, What’s thine own name ? 

Simp, Sounder Si nip cox, an if it please you, master. 

Glo. Then, Sami dor, sit there, the ly ingest knave in 
Christendom. If thou liadst been born blind, thou miglitst 
as well have known all our names as thus to name the several 
colours we do wear. Sight may distinguish of colours ; but 
suddenly to nominate them all, it is impossible.—My lords. 
Saint Alban here hath done a miracle; and would ye not 
think his( 24 ) cunning to be great, that could restore this 
cripple to his legs again ? 
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Sim}). 0 master, that you could! 

Cfl(K j\Ty masters of Saint Albans, have you not beadles 
in your town, and tilings called whips? 

May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. 

Glo. Then send for oue presently. 

May. Simh, go fetch the beadle hither straight. 

[Exit an Attendant. 

Glo. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by. [A stool 
brought cm*.] Now, sin ah, if you mean to save yourself from 
whipping, leap me over this stool and run away. 

Simp* Alas, master, I am not able to stand alone: 

You go about to torture me in vain. 

Hinder Attendant, with the Beadle. 

Glo. Well, sir, wc must have you find your legs.-—Sirrah 
beadle, whip him till he leap over that same stool. 

Bead. I will, my lord.—Come on, sirrah; off with your 
doublet cpiickly. 

Simp. Alas, master, what shall I do? I am not able to 
stand. 

[After the Beadle has hit him once, he leaps over 
the stool and rims away , and the people fol¬ 
low and cry, u A miracle !’' 

K. Hen . 0 God, seesfc thou this, and beav^sfc so long ? 

Q. Mat'. It made me laugh to see the villain run. 

Glo. hollow the knave; and take this drab away. 

Wife. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need. 

Glo. Let them be whipped through every market-town, 
till they come to Beiwick, from whence they came. 

[Exeunt Mayor , Beadle } lFife, §c. 

Car . Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to-day. 

Suf. True; made the lame to leap and fly away. 

Glo. But you have done more miracles than 1 \ 

You made in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly. 

Enter Buckingham. 

K. lien. What tidings with our cousin Buckingham ? 

Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to wwfoid. 

A fcort of naughty persons, lewdly bent,— 

Under the countenance and confederacy 
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Of Lady Eleanor, the protector's wife* 

The ringleader and head of all this rout,— 

Have practis’d dangerously against your state, 

Healing with witches and with conjurers ; 

Whom we have apprehended in the fact 5 
Raising up wicked spirits from under ground, 

Demanding of King Henry’s life and death, 

And otiler of your highness* privy-council, 

As more at large your grace shall understand. 

Car. And so, my lord protector, hy this means 
Your lady is forthcoming yet at London. 

This news, I think, hath turn’d your weapon's edge; 

'Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour. 

[Abide to Gfoster* 

Glo . Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict my heart: 
Sorrow and grief have vanquish’d all my powers; 

And, vanquish’d as I am, I yield to thee, 

Or to the meanest groom. 

K. Hen. 0 God, wliat mischiefs work the wicked ones. 
Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby! 

Q . Mar . Gloster, see here the tainture of thy nest; 

And look thyself be faultless, thou wert best. 

Glo . Madam, for myself, to heaven I do appeal, 

How I have lov’d my king and commonweal: 

And, for my wife, I know not how it stands; 

Sorry I am to hear what I have heard: 

Noble she is; but if she have forgot 
Honour and virtue, ancl convers’d with such 
As, like to pitch, defile nohility, 

I banish her my bed and company, 

And give her, as a prey, to law and slmme, 

That lmtli dishonour’d Gloster 5 s honest name. 

K. Hen. Well, for this night we will repose us here: 
To-morrow toward London back again, 

To look into this business thoroughly, 

And call these foul offenders to their answers; 

And poise the cause in justice* equal scales. 

Whoso beam stands sure, whose rightful cause prevails. 

[Flourish. Exeunt . 
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Scene II. London. The Duke of Yoiik's garden, 

Eider York, Salisbury, and Warwick. 

York. Now, my good Lords of Salisbury and Warwick* 
Our simple supper ended, give me leave. 

In this close walk, to satisfy myself, 

In craving your opinion of my title, 

Which is infallible, to England’s crown. 

Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full* 

7/7/r. Sweet York, begin : and if tliy claim bo good, 

The Kurils are thy subjects to command. 

York. Then thus;— 

Edwnid the Third, my lords, had seven sons : 

The filst, Ed waul the Black Piince, Prince of Wales; 

The second, William of Hatfield; and the third, 

Lionel Luke of Clarence; next to whom 
Was John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaster ; 

The fifth was Edmund Langley, Duke of York; 

The sixth was Thomas of Woodstock, Cuke of Gloslor; 
William of Windsoi was the seventh and last. 

Eduard the Black Prince died before his father; 

And left behind him Richard, his only son. 

Who, after Edward the child's death, reign’d as king; 

Till Ilcnvy Buimghroke, Duke of Lancaster, 

The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt, 

Clown’d by the name of Henry the fourth, 

Seized on the realm, depos'd tile rightful king, 

Sent Ins poor queen to Fiance, from whence she came, 

And him to Povnfvct,—where, as all yon know, 

Harmless Richard was murder’d traitorously. 

Win. Father, the duke hath told the truth; 

Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown, 

lork. Y Inch now they hold by force, and not by right; 
Fov Richard, the first son’s heir, being dead, 

Hit* issue of the next son should have reign’d. 

Sal. But William of Hatfield died without an heir. 

I oik, i lie thinl son, Duke of Clarence (from whose line 
I claim the ciuwn), had issue, Philippe, a daughter, 
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Who married Edmund Mortimer, Earl of March : 

Edmund had issue, Roger Earl of March; 

Roger had issue, Edmund, Anno, and Eleanor. 

Sal* This Edmund, in the reign of B olingbrokc, 

As I have read, laid claim unto the crown; 

And, but for Owen Gfleiulovver, lmd been king, 

Who kept him in captivity till lie died. 

But, to the rest. 

York. His eldest sister, Anne, 

My mother, being heir unto the crown, 

Married Richard Earl of Cambridge; wlio was son 
To Edmund Langley, Edward tlie third's fifth sou J 25 ) 

By her I claim the kingdom: she was heir 
To Roger Earl of March; who was the son 
Of Edmund Mortimer ; who married Philippe, 

Sole daughter unto Lionel Duke of Clarence: 

So, if the issue of the elder son 
Succeed before the younger, 1 am lung. 

War. What plain proceeding isf aft ) more plain than this? 
Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt, 

Tlie fourth son; York claims it from the third. 

Till Lionel’s issue fails, his should not leign: 

It fails not yet, hut flourishes in thee, 

And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock.— 

Then, father Salisbury, kneel wo together; 

And, in this private plot, he wc the first 
That shall salute our rightful sovereign 
With honour of his birthright to the crown. 

Both. Long live our sovereign Richard, England’s king! 
York. We thank you, lords. But I am not your king 
Till I he crown’d, and that my sword be stain’d 
With heait-blood of the house of Lancaster; 

And that’s not suddenly to be perform’d, 

But with advice and silent secrecy. 

Do you as I do in these dangerous days: 

Wink at the Duke of Suffolk’s insolence, 

At Beaufort’s pride, at Somerset’s ambition, 

At Buckingham, and all die crew of them. 

Till they have snar’d the shepherd of the flock, 
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That virtuous prince, the good Duke Humphrey: 

Tis that they seek \ and they, in seeking that, 

Shall find their deaths, if York can prophesy. 

Sal My lord, break we off; we know your mind at full. 
War, My heart assures me that the Dari of Warwick 
Shall one day make the Duke of York a king. 

YorL And, Nevil, this I do assure myself,— 

Richard shall live to make the Earl of Wav wick 

The greatest man in England hut the ldng, [Exeunt, 


Scene I IT. The same, A hall of justice. 

Trumpet* sounded, Enter King Hanky, Queen Maiigaiiet, G-lon- 
Tfut, Youk, Suffolk, and Salisbury ; tho Duchess of Glosteu, 
Makgehy Jquudain, Southwell, Hume, and Boijngdkokis, 
with r guard, 

K, lien . Stand forth, Dame Eleanor Coblunn, Glostcr’s 
wife; 

In sight of God and us, your guilt is great: 

Receive the sentence of the law, for sins( 27 ) 

Such as by God’s book are adjudg’d to death.— 

You four, from hence to prison back again \ [To Jounlain , fye. 
Prom thence unto the place of execution : 

The witch in Smith held shall be turn’d to ashes, 

And you three shall be strangled on the gallows,— 

You, madam, for you are more nobly born, 

Despoiled of yutir honour iu your life. 

Shall, after three days’ open penance done, 

Dive an your country here, m banishment, 

With Six John Stanley, iu the Isle of Man, 

Duck, Welcome is banishment \ welcome weie my death. 
Glo, Eleanor, the law, thou seest, hath judged thee: 

I cannot justify whom the law condemns.— 

[Exeunt the Duchess and the other yrisoneiS) guarded , 
Mine eyes are full of teal's, my heart of grief. 

Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in tliine age 
Will bring thy head with sorrow to the ground 1— 

I beseech your majesty, give me leave to go; 
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Sorrow would solace, and mine age would ease. 

JC lien . Stay, Humphrey Duke of Gloster: ere tliou go. 
Give up thy staff: Henry will to himself 
Protector be ; and God shall be my hope, 

My stay, my guide, and lantern to my feet: 

And go in peace, Humphrey,—no less belov'cl 
Than when thou wevt protector to thy king. 

Q. Mar. I see no reason why a king of years 
Should be to be protected like a child.— 

God and King Henry govern England's helm!—( M ) 

Give up your staff, sir, and the king his realm. 

Glo . My staff! here, noble Henry, is my staff'; ( 39 ) 

As willingly do I the same resign 
As e’er thy father Heniy made it mine; 

And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it 
As others would ambitiously receive it, 

Pare well, good king : when I am dead and gone. 

May honourable peace attend tliy throne! [72.iv/. 

Q, Mar. Why, now is Henry king, and Margaret queen; 
And Humphrey Duke of Gloster scarce himself, 

That bears so shrewd a maim ; two pulls at once,— 

His lady banish'd, and a limb lopp’d off; 

This staff of honour raught, there let it stand 
Where it best fits ta be,—in Henry’s hand. 

Snf \ Tims droops this lofty pine, and hangs his sprays ; 
Thus Eleanor's pride dies in her youngest( 30 ) days. 

York Lords, let him go.—Please it your majesty, 

This is fhc clay appointed lor the combat; 

And ready are the appellant and defendant, 

The armorer and Ins man, to enter the lists, 

So please your highness to behold the fight. 

Q. Mav t Ay, good my loul; for purposely therefore 
Left I the court, to see this quarrel tried. 

AT, Hen, O’ God’s name, see the lists and all things lit; 
Here let them end it; and God defend the right! 

York. I never saw a fellow worse bested. 

Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant, 

The servant of this armorer, my lords. 
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/Wert 0/i o/ie s«fr, IFoumku, and. hU Neighbours, d.inhngto hm 
so oivch Ihd he is dW\- «w* *« mUf» bearing i» mth a 
Jiisiuictf to it; a drum before him: on the other side, 
I'i-ren, vitk n drum and a similar staff, accompanied by Frcn- 
tlct‘s fhinliiVj to hivi . 

First Neigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink to you in 
a cup of sack: mul fear not, neighbour, you shall do v&\ 
enough. 

See. Neigh. And hero, neighbour, bores a cup ot char- 

ueco. „ , , i i 

Thinl Neigh. And here's a pot of good double-beer, 

neighbour : drink, and fear not your man. 

Jlor. Let it come, i’ faith, and I'll pledge you all; and a 
fig for Peloi! 

First Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to tlieo: and be not 
afraid. 

Sec. Vren. 13e merry, Peter, and fear not thy master: 
fight for credit of the prentices. 

Peter. I thank you all : drink, and pray for me, I pray 
you; for I think I have taken my last draught in this world. 
—Heie, Kokin, an ifl die, I give tlieo my apron:—and, Will, 
tJum shalt have my hammer:—and here, Tom, lake all the 
money that I have.—0 Lord bless me, I pray God ! for 1 
am nevei able to deal with my master, lie hath learnt so much 
fence aheady. 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows.—Sir¬ 
rah, what's thy name ? 

Peter . Peter, forsooth. 

SaL Peter! wliat more ? 

Peter - Thump, 

SaL Thump! then see thou thump thy master well. 
llor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were, upon my 
man’s instigation, to piove him a knave, and myself an honest 
man : and touching the Duke of York, I will take my death, 
I never meant him any ill, nor the king, nor the queen: and 
thcrcfoiCj Peter, have at thee with a dow nright blow! 

York* Dispatch :—this knave’s tongue begins to double.— 
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Sound, trumpets, alarum to the combatants! 

\Alarum . Theyjlght , and Peter strikes do ini Jlorner * 
llor . Hold, Peter, hold ! I confess, I confess treason. 

[Dies* 

York . Take away his weapon.—Fellow, thank God, and 
the good wine in thy master’s way, 

Peter . 0 God, ha\ e I overcome mine enemy( 31 ) in this pre¬ 
sence ? O Peter, thou hast prevailed in right! 

I{. lien* Go, take lienee that traitor from our sight; 

For by his death we do perceive his guilt: 

And God in justice hath reveal’d to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow. 

Which lie had thought to have murder’d wrongfully.— 
Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward, [Pxeunt* 


Scunf IV. The same. A street* 

Enter Gloster and Servants, in mourning cloaks* 

Glo . Thus sometimes hath the brightest day a cloud \ 
And after summer evermore succeeds 
Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold: 

So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet.— 

Sirs, what’s o’ clock ? 

Serv. Ten, my lord. 

Glo . Ten is the hour that was appointed me 
To watch the coming of my punish’d duchess: 

Uneath may she endure the flinty streets, 

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet, 

Sw r eet Nell, ill can thy nohle mind abrook 
The abject people gazing on thy face, 

With envious looks,( 32 ) laughing at thy shame. 

That erst did follow' thy proud chariot-wheels 
When thou didst ride in triumph through the streets. 
But, soft! I think she comes; and I’ll prepare 
My tear-stain’d eyes to see her miseries. 


VOL. IV. 


K 



130 


SECOND DART OP 


[act II. 


£We/‘ the Duchess of GtosTER in ii> vdtih J sheets with papers pinned 
Mpijii hr back, her fed bare, and a taper burning in her hand; 
Sir John Stanley, a Shorift and Oflims. 

Sew* So please your grace, we’ll take her from the sheriff. 
(jlo. No, stir not, for your lives; lot her pass hy. 

Duch* Come you, my lord, to see my open shame? 

Now thou dost penance too. Look how they gaze! 

See how the giddy multitude do point, 

And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee [ 

Ah, Grloster, hide thee from their hateful looks, 

And, in thy closet pent up, rue my shame, 

And ban thine enemies, both mine and thine I 
Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell; forget this grief. 

Ditch* Ah, GXoster, teach ine to forget myself! 
lor, whilst I think I am thy married wife, 

And thou a prince, protector of this laud, 

Me thinks X should not thus ho led along, 

Mail'd up in shame, with papers on my hack, 

Arul follow’d with a rabble, that rejoice 
To see my tears and hear my deep-fet groans. 

The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet; 

And when I stmt, the envious people laugh, 

And bid me be advised how I tread. 

Ah, Humphrey, can 1 bear this shameful yoke ? 

Urow st thou that eec 111 look upon tlic world, 

Or count them happy that enjoy the sun ? 

No* dark shall he my light, and night my day; 
lo think upon my pomp shall be my hell. 

Sometime XU say, I am Duke Humphrey’s wife; 

And he a prince, and ruler of the land: 

^.efc so lie rul'd* and such a prince he was. 

As he stood hy, whilst I, his forlorn duchess, 

Vv ns made a wonder and a pointing-stock 
To every idle rascal follower. 

But be thou mild, and blush not at my shame; 

Noy stir at nothing, till the axe of death 
Hang oyer thee, as, sure, it shortly will • 

Vox Suffolk,—lie that can do all in alL 
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"VVitli her that hatcth thee and hates us all,— 

And York, and impiojis Beaufort, that false priest, 

Have all lim’d bushes to betray thy wings, 

And, fly thou how thou canst, they’ll Langle thee: 

But fear not thou, until thy foot be snar’d, 

Nor never seek prevention of thy foes. 

Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear! thou almost all awry; 

I must offend before I be attainted: 

And had X twenty times so many foes, 

And each of them had twenty times their power, 

All these could not procure me any scathe, 

So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeless. 

Wouldst hare me rescue thee from tin's reproach ? 

Why, yet thy scandal were not wip'd away, 

But I in clanger foi the breach of law. 

Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell: 

I pray thee, sort thy hemt to patience ; 

These few days wonder will be quickly worn. 

Eater a Herald. 

Jfei\ I summon your grace to his majesty’s parliament, 
holden at Bury the first of this next month. 

Glo . And my consent ne’er ask’d herein before! 

This is close dealing.—Well, I will be there. [Exit Herald . 
My Nell, I take my leave :—and, master sheriff, 

Let not her penance exceed the king's commission. 

Sher* An’t please yonr grace, here my commission stays; 
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now 
To take her with him to the Isle of Man. 

Glo. Must you, Sir John, protect my lady here ? 

Stan, So am I given in charge, may’t please your grace. 
Glo . Entreat her not the worse, in that I pray 
You use her well: the world may laugh again ; 

And I may live to do you kindness, if 
You do it her: and so, Sir John, farewell. 

Duck. What, gone, my lord, and bid me not farewell \ 
Glo, Witness my tears, I cannot stay to speak* 

[Exeunt Gloster ami Servants, 
Duck, Art thou gone too ? all comfort go with thee! 
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For none abides with me; niy joy is death,— 

Death, at whose name I oft have been aieav’d. 

Because 1 wish'd this world's eternity.— 

Stanley, I prithee, go, and take me hence; 

I care not whither, for I beg no favour, 

Only convey me where thou ait commanded. 

Stan . Why, madam, that is to the Isle of Man ; 

There to be us’d according to your state, 

Duc/i. That’s bad enough, for I am but reproach,— 

And shall I, then, be usM reproachfully ? 

Stan, hike to a duchess, and Dulce Humphrey’s lady; 
According to that state you shall be us’d. 

Duck* Sheriff, farewell, and better thaw I fare,— 
Although thou hast been conduct of my shame. 

Slier, It is my office ; and, madam, pardon me. 

Bitch. Ay, ay, farewell; thy office is discharg’d.— 

Come, Stanley, shall we go ? 

Sian. Madam, your penance done, throw off this sheet, 
And go >vc to attiie you for our journey. 

Ditch. My shame will not be shifted with my sheet; 

No, it will hang upon my richest robefc. 

And show itself, attire me bow I can. 

Go, lead the way j I long to see my prison. [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

Scene L The Abbey at Bury . 

Sennd, Bmter, to the Tarliament i King Henry, Queen Majiga-Uet, 
Cardinal Beaufort, Suffolk, York, Buckingham, cml others, 

A. Hen* I muse my Lord of Gloster is not come: 

*Tis not his wont to be the hindmost man, 

Whate ev occasion keeps him from us now. 

Q. Mar» Can yon not see ? or will ye not observe 
The strangeness of his alter’d countenance ? 
iVjth what a majesty he bears himself; 

How insolent of late he is become. 
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How pioud, how peremptory, and unlike himself? 

We know the time since he was mild and affable 5 
And, if we did but glance a far-off look, 

Immediately he was upon his knee, 

That all the couit admir’d him for submission : 

But meet him now, and, be it in the morn. 

When every one will give the time of clay, 

He knits his brow, and shows an angry eye, 

And passeth by with stiff unbowed knee, 

Disdaining duty that to us belongs. 

Small curs are not regarded wlieu they grin ; 

But great men tremble when the lion roars,— 

And Humphrey is no little man in England, 

First note, that he is near* you in descent; 

And, should you fall, he as the next will mount. 

Me seemetli, then, it is no policy,— 

Respecting what a rancorous mind he bears, 

And his advantage following your decease,— 

That he should come about your royal person, 

Or be admitted to your highness’ council. 

By flattery hath he won the commons' hearts ; 

And when lie please to make commotion, 

’Tis to be fear’d they all will follow him. 

Now ’tis the spring, and weeds are shallow-raoted; 
Suffer them now, and they’ll o’ergrow the garden, 

And choke the herbs for want of husbandry. 

The reverent care I bear unto my lord 
'Made me collect these clangers in the duke. 

If it he fond, call it a woman’s fear ; 

Which fear if better reasons can supplant, 

I will subscribe, and say I wrong’d the duke. 

My Lord of Suffolk,—Buckingham,—and York,— 
Reprove my allegation, if you can ; 

Or else conclude my words effectual, 

Suf. Well hath your highness seen into this duke j 
And, had I first been put to speak my mind, 

I think I should have told your grace’s tale. 

The duchess, by his subornation, 

Upon my life, began her devilish practices : 
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Or, if he were not privy t0 tljose faulty 
Yet, by reputing of liis high descent. 

As, next the king, he ay as successive heir, 

And such high vaunts of his nobility,'*— 

Did instigate the bedlam brain-sick duchess 
I3y nicked means to frame our sovereign’s fall. 

Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep; 

And in his simple show he harbours treason. 

The fox barks not when he would steal the lamb. 

No, no, my sovereign; Grins ter is a man 
Unsounded yet, and full of deep deceit. 

Car. Did he not, contrary to form of law, 

Devise strange deaths for small offences clone ? 

York , Aiul did he not. In his protectorship, 

Levy great sums of money through the realm 
For soldiers* pay in France, and never sent it ? 

By means whereof the towns eacli clay revolted. 

Such Tut, these are petty faults to faults unknown, 
Which time will bring to light in smooth Duke Humphrey, 
K, lien* My lords, at once —the caie you have of us, 

To mow down, thorns that would annoy ouv foot, 

Is worthy praise; but shall I speak my conscience ? 

Our kinsman Glostcr is as innocent 
From meaning treason to our royal person 
As is the sucking lamb or harmless dove : 

The duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given 
To dream on evil, or to work my downfall. 

G, Mar. Ah, what’s more dangerous than this fond affi¬ 
ance ! 

Seems ho a dove ? his feathers are but borrow’d, 

For lie’s disposed as the hateful raven : 

Is he a lamb ? his skin is surely lent him, 
hor he’s inclin’d as is the ravenous wolf.{ sa ) 

W ho cannot steal a shape that means deceit ? 

Take heed, my lord; the welfare of us all 
Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man. 


Enter tfoamascT 

Sow. All health unto my giacious sovereign ! 
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IC lien . Welcome, Lord Somerset. What news from 
France ? 

Sam. That all your interest in those territories 
Is utterly bereft you ; all is lost, 

K. Hen . Cold news, Lord Somerset: but God’s will be done! 
York. Cold news for me; for I had hope of France 
As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 

Thus are my blossoms blasted in the bud, 

And cafcerpillais eat my leaves away: 

But I will remedy this gear ere long, 

Or sell my title for a glorious grave. [Aside* 

Enter Glosteh. 

Glo . All happiness unto my lord the king ! 

Pardon, my liege, that I have stay’d so long. 

j Suf. Nay, Glostcr, know that thou art come too soon, 
Unless thou werfc more loyal than thou art: 

I do arrest thcc of high treason here. 

Glo . Well, Suffolk,( 31 ) thou slialt not sec me blush 
Nor change my countenance for this arrest: 

A heart unspotted is not easily daunted. 

The purest spring is not so free from mud 
As I am clear from treason to my sovereign : 

Who can accuse me ? wherein, am I guilty ? 

Yor/c. ’Tis thought, my lord, that you took bribes of 
France, 

And, being protector, stay’d the soldiers’ pay; 

By means whereof his highness hath lost France. 

Glo . Is it but thought so ? what are they that think it? 

I never robVd the soldiers of their pay, 

Nor ever had one penny bribe from France. 

So help me God, as I have watch’d the night,— 

Ay, night by night,—in studying good for England! 

That doit that e’er I wrested from the king, 

Or any groat I hoarded to my use, 

Be brought against me at my trial-day \ 

No; many a pound of mine own proper store, 

Because 1 would not tax the needy commons, 

Have I dispursM to the garrisons, 
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And never a&k'd for restitution. 

Car. ]t serves you well, my lord, to say so much. 

Gin. X say no more than truth, &o help me God { 

York. In your pro tectoi ship you did devise 
Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of, 

That England was defam'd hy tyranny. 

(flu . Why, well known that, whiles I was protector, 
Tity was all the fault that was in me; 

Tor I should melt at an offender’s tears, 

And lowly words were ransom for their fault. 

Unless it were a bloody murderer, 

Or foul felonious thief that fleec’d poor passengers, 

I never gave them condign punishment: 

Murder, indeed, that bloody sin, I tortur’d 
Above the felon or what trespass else. 

»y uf+ My lord, these faults are easy, quickly answer'd: 

But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge, 

"Whereof you cannot easily purge yourself. 

I do arrest yon in his highness 1 name j 
And here commit you to my lord cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of trial* 

K. Hen . My Lord of Glostei, *tis my special hope 
That you will clear yourself from all suspect: ( a0 ) 

My conscience tells mo you aie innocent. 

Glo. Ah, gracious lord, these days are dangerous ! 

Virtue is chok'd with foul ambition, 

And charity chas’d lienee by rancour's hand 4 
Toul subornation is predominant, 

And equity exil’d your highness* land. 

I know their complot is to have my life ; 

And, if my death might make this island happy, 

And piove the period of their tyranny, 

I would expend it with all willingness: 

But mine is made the piologue to their play ; 
bor thousands more, that yet suspect no peril, 

Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. 

Beaufort's red sparkling eyes blab Uis heart's malice. 

And Suffolks cloudy brow his stormy hate ; 

Sharp Buckingham unburdens with his tongue 
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The envious load that lies upon his heart j 
And dogged York, that reaches at the moon, 

Whose overweening arm I have pluck'd back. 

By false accuse doth level at my life:— 

And you, my sovereign lady, with the rest, 

Causeless have laid disgraces on my head, 

And with your best endeavour have sbirr'd up 
My liefest liege to be mine enemy :—■ 

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together 
(Myself had notice of your conventicles); 

And all to make away my guiltless life, 

I shall not want false witness to condemn me. 

Nor store of treasons to augment my guilt; 

The ancient proverb will be well effected,— ( 3C ) 

A staff is quickly found to beat a dog. 

Car. My liege, his railing is intolerable : 

If those that care to keep your royal person 
From treason’s secret knife and traitors’ rage 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 

And the offender granted scope of speech, 

'Twill make them cool in zeal unto your grace. 

Suf. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady here 
With ignominious words, though clerkly couch’d, 

As if she had suborned some to swear 
False allegations to o’er throw his state? 

<3. Mar. But I can give the loser leave to chide. 

(?fo. Far truer spoke than meant: I lose, indeed ;— 
Beshrew the winners, for they play’d me false ! 

And well such losers may have leave to speak. 

Ruck. He’ll wrest the sense, and hold us here all day 
Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner. 

Car* Sirs, take away the duke, and guard him sure. 

Glo . Ah, thus King Henry throws away his crutch, 
Before his legs be firm to bear lus body ! 

Thus is the shepherd beaten fiom thy side, 

And wolves are gnarling who shall gnaw thee first. 

Ah, that my fear were false ! ah, that it were I 
For, good King Henry, thy decay [ fear. 

\T£xeimb Attendants with Glosten 
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K> Hen. My lords, what to your wisdoms seemeth best, 
Do or undo, as if ourself were liere. 

Q t Mar . What, will your highness leave the parliament ? 
K. lien . Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown’d with grief, 
"Whose flood begins to flow within mine eyes; 

My body round engirt with misery,— 

I'or wlutts more miserable than discontent?— 

Ah, uncle Humphrey, in tliy face I see 
The map of honour, truth, and loyalty! 

And yet, good Humphrey, is the horn 1 to come 
That e’er I piov’d thee false, or fear’d thy fait]). 

AVhat lowering star now envies thy estate, 

That these great lords, mid Margaret our queen. 

Do seek subveision of thy harmless life ? 

Thou never didst them wrong, nor no man wrong: 

Arid as the butcher takes away the calf, 

And binds the wretch, and beats it when it strays, 

Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house; 

K\ en so, remorseless, have they borne him hence: 

And as the dam runs lowing up and down, 

Looking the way her harmless young one went, 

And can do naught but wail her darling’s loss; 

Even so myself bewails good Glower's case 
With sad unhelpful tears; and with dimm’d eyes 
Look after him, and cannot do him good,— 

So mighty are his vowed enemies. 

His fortunes I will weep; and, ’twixt each groan, 

Say, “ Who’s a traitor, Gloster lie is none.” [Exit. 

Q. Mar, Free( a7 ) lords, cold snow melts with the sun’s hot 
beams. 

Henry my lord is cold in great affairs, 

Too full of foolish pity : and Gloster’s show 
Beguiles him, as the mournful crocodile 
With sorrow snares relenting passengeis; 

Or as the snake, roll’d in a flowering bank, 

Will) shining checker’d slough, doth sting a child, 

That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 

Bc*hc\c me, lords, were none more wise than X 
(And yet herein I judge mine own wit good), 
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This G-loster should be quickly rid the world. 

To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

Car. That lie should die is worthy policy ; 

But yet wo want a colour for his death : 

*Tis meet lie be condemn’d by course of law, 

Suf. But, in my mind, that were no policy: 

The king will labour still to save his life; 

The commons haply rise to save his life } 

And yet we have but trivial argument. 

More than mistrust, that shows him worthy death. 

York . So that, by this, yon would not have him die. 
Suf. Ah, York, no man alive so fain as I! 

York, *Tis York that hath more reason for his death,— 
But, my lord caidinal, and you, my Lord of Suffolk,— 

Say as you think, and speak it from your souls,— 

Were’t not all one, an empty eagle were set 
To guard the chicken from a hungry kite, 

As place Duke Humphrey for the king’s protector ? 

<3. Mar. So the poor chicken should be sure of death. 
Suf. Madam, Tis true; and werc't not madness, then, 
To make the fox surveyor of the fold? 

Who being accus'd a crafty murderer, 

His guilt should be but idly posted over, 

Because his purpose is not executed. 

No ; let him die, in that he is a fox, 

By nature prov’d an enemy to the flock, 

Before his chaps be stain'd with crimson blood,— 

As Humphrey, ( 3B ) proved by reasons, to my liege. 

And do not stand on quillets how to slay him : 

Be it by gins, by snares, by subtlety, 

Sleeping or waking, ’tis no matter liow. 

So he be dead; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him first that first intends deceit. 

Q. Mar. Thrice-noble Suffolk, ’tis resolutely spoke. 
Suf. Not resolute, except so much were done j 
For things are often spoke, and seldom meant: 

But, that my heart accordcth with my tongue,— 

Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

And to preserve my sovereign from his foe,— 
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Say but the word, anti I will be bis priest. 

Car. But I would have him dead, iny Lord of Suffolk, 
Ere you can take due ordeis for a priest: 

Say you consent, and censme well the deed, 

And I'll provide his executioner,— 

I tender so the safety of my liege. 

Suf. Here is my baud, the deed is worthy doing. 

<3. Mar. And so say I. 

York* And I: and now we three have spoke it, 

It skills not greatly who impugns our doom. 

Enter a Messenger 

Mess, Great lords, from Ireland am I come amain, 

To signify that rebels there are up, 

And put the Englishmen unto the sword : 

Send succours, loids, and stop the rage betime, 

Before the wound do grow uncurable; 

For, being green, there is great hope of help. 

Car . A breach that craves a quick expedient stop ! 

What counsel give you in this weighty cause? 

York, That Someiset he sent as regent thither *. 

*Tis meet that lucky ruler be employ'd ; 

Witness the fortune he hath had in France. 

Sam. If Yojk, with all his fnr-fet policy, 

Ilad been the lcgent there instead of me, 

He never would have stay'd in France so long. 

York . No, not to lose it all, as thou hast done : 

I rather would have lost my life betimes. 

Than bring a burden of dishonour home, 

By staying thei e so long, till all were lost. 

Show me one scar character’d on thy skin : 

Men's flesh preserv'd so whole do seldom win. 

(3. Mar, Nay, then, this spark will prove a raging Are, 

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with 
No more, good York sweet Somerset, be still 
Thy fortune, York, luidst thou been regent there, 

Might happily have prov’d far worse than his, 

1VA. What, worse than naught? nay, then, a shame take 
all! 
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Som . And, in the number, thee that wishest shame! 

Car . My Lord of York, try wliafc your fortune is. 

The uncivil kerns of Ireland are in arms, 

And temper clay with blood of Englishmen : 

To Ireland will you lead a band of men. 

Collected choicely, from each county some, 

And try your hap against the Irishmen? 

York . 1 will, my lord, so please his majesty. 

Sufi Why, our authority is his consent; 

And what we do establish lie confirms : 

Then, noble York, take thou this task in hand, 

York . I am content: provide me soldieis, lords, 

Whiles I take order for mine own affairs. 

Suf. A charge, Loid York, that I will see perform’d, 

But now return we to the false Duke Humphrey. 

Car. No more of him; for I will deal with him. 

That henceforth he shall trouble us no move. 

And so break off; the day is almost spent: 

Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that event, 

Yo;7c. My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days 
At Bristol I expect my soldiers; 

For there I’ll ship them all for Ireland, 

Sufi I'll see it truly done, my Lord of York. 

[Exeunt all except York. 

York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful thoughts, 
And change misdoubt to resolution: 

Be that thou liop’st to be ; or what thou art 
Resign to death,—it is not worth the enjoying: 

Let pale-fac’d fear keep with the mean-born man, 

And find no harbour in a royal heart. 

Faster than spring-time showers conies thought on thought; 
And not a thought but thinks on dignity. 

My brain, more busy than the labouring spider, 

Weaves tedious snaies to trap mine enemies. 

Well, nobles, well, *tis politicly done, 

To send me packing with an host ol men: 

I fear me you but warm the starved snake, 

Who, cherish'd in your breasts, will sting your hearts. 

'Twas men I lack’d, and you will give them me; 



second i ? j \ n r r of 


[ACT 1IJ. 


1 12 


I take it kindly j yet be well assur'd 

You put sharp weapons in a madman’s hands. 

"Whiles I in Ireland nouiish ( 39 ) a mighty band, 

I will shr up in England some black storm, 

Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven or hell; 
And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage 
Until the golden circuit on my head, 

Like to the glorious sun’s transparent beams, 

Do calm the fury ot‘ this mad-bred flaw. 

And, for a minister of my intent, 

I have seduc'd a headstrong Kentislimnn, 

John Cade of Ashford, 

To make commotion, as full well lie can, 

Under the title of John Mortimer. 

In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade 
Oppose himself against a troop of kerns. 

And fought so long, till that his thighs with darts 
Were almost like a sharp-quill'd porpeiitine ; 

And, in the end being rescu'd, I have seen 
Him caper upright like a wild Morisco, 

Shaking the bloody darts as he his bells. 

Pull often, like a shag-hair’d crafty kern, 

Hath he conversed with the enemy, 

And, undiscovered, come to me again, 

And given mo notice of tlieir villanies. 

This devil here shall be my substitute ; 

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead, 

In face, hi gait, in speech, he doth resemble : 

Ily this I shall perceive the commons’ mind, 

IIow they affect the house and claim of York. 

Say he be taken, rack’d, and tortured, 

I know no pain they can inflict upon him 
Will make him say I mov’d him to those arms.( i0 ) 
Say that lie thrive (as *tis great like he will), 

Why, then fiom Ireland come I with my strength. 
And reap the harvest which that rascal sow’d; 

For, Humphrey being dead, as he shall be, 

And Ilemy put apart, the next for me. 


[Exit, 
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Scene II* Bury . // room in the palace. 

Enter certain Murderers, hastily. 

First Mur• Run to my Lord of Suffolk; let liim know 
We have dispatch’d the duke, as lie commanded. 

Sec . Mur. 0 that it were to do l — Wlmt have wo 
done ? 

Didst ever hear a man so penitent ? 

First Mur . Here comes my lord. 

Fntcr Suffolk. 

Si{f. Now, sirs, have you dispatch'd tin's thing ? 

First Mur . Ay, my good lord, lie’s dead. 

Suf> Why, that’s well said. Go, get you to my house; 

I will reward you for this venturous deed. 

The king and all the peers aro here at hand: — 

Have you laid fair the hod ? aro all tilings well. 

According as I gave directions ? 

First Mur. ’Tis, my good lord. 

Suf. Away I he gone. [F,vomit Murderers . 

Tnmpcts sounded. Enter King Henry, Queen Mauoauut, Cardinal 
Beaufort, Somihihht, Lords, and others. 

K, Tien, Go, call dux undo to our presence straight; 

Say wo intend to try his grace to-day, 

If he he guilty, as 5 tis published. 

Si/f, Ml call him presently* my liable lord* [Exit. 

Ah ITcn. Lords, lake your places; and, I pray you all. 
Proceed no straitor ’gainst our uncle (iloator 
Than from true evidence, ol‘ good esteem, 
lie he approv’d in practice culpable. 

Q. Mar. God forbid any malice should prevail, 

That faultless may condemn a nobleman I 
Pray God he may acquit him of suspicion ! 

IC Ken. I thank thee, Margaret ;( ,Jl ) those words content 
me much. 

h'o-enter Suffolk. 

IIow now! why look’sl thou pule? why tremblesl thou? 
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Where is our uncle? w hat's the matter, Suffolk? 

Sitf. Dead in his bed, my lord; trios ter is dead, 

Q. Mar. Marry, trod foiffend! 

Car, God’s secret judgmentI did dream to-night 
The duke was dumb, and could not speak a word, 

[The King 

Q t Mar, How fares my lord ?—Help, lords! the king is 
dead, 

Sent. Rear up Ida body \ wring him by the nose, 

Q. Mar . Run, go, help, help !—0 Henry, ope thine eyes 1 
Suf. He doth revive Again madam, he patient. 

A\ Hen * O heavenly God! 

Q. Mar . Ho>v fares my gracious lord ? 

Suf. Comfort, my sovereign ! gracious Henry, comfort! 
K. Hen . What, doth my Lord of Suffolk comfort me ? 
Came he right now to sing a raven’s note, 

Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers; 

And thinks lie that tile chirping of a wren. 

By crying comfort from a hollow breast, 

Can chase away the first-conceived sound? 

Hide not thy poison with such sugar'd words; 

Lay not thy bands on me; forbear, I say; 

Their touch affrights me, as a serpent's sting. 

Thou baleful messeugei, out of my sight! 

Upon thy eye-balls murderous tyranny 
Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world. 

Look not upon me, for thine eyes aie wounding:— 

Yet do not go away:—-com c, basilisk. 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight ; 

For in the riiade of death I shall And joy,-— 

In life hut double death, now (Hester's dead. 

Q. Mar, Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk thus ? 
Although the duke was enemy to him, 

Yet lm, most Chiistian-hke, laments liis death: 

And for myself,—foe as he was to me,— 

Might liquid tears, or heart-offending groans, 

Or blood-consuming sighs recall his life, 

I would be blind with weeping, *>ick with groans. 

Look pale a$ primrose with blood-drinking sighs, 
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Ami all to have the noble duke alive. 

What know I how the world may deem of ine X 
For it is known we were hut hollow friends ; 

It may be judg’d I made the duke away; 

So shall my name with slander's tongue be wounded, 

And princes' courts be fill’d with my reproach. 

This get I by his death: ay me, unhappy! 

To be a queen, and crown’d with infamy ! 

K, Hen . Ah, woe is me for Grlostci, wretched man ! 

Q, Mar, Be woe for me, more wretched than he is. 

"VVhat, dost thou turn away, and hide thy face ? 

I am no loathsome leper,—look on me. 

What, art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf X 
Be poisonous too, and kill thy forlorn queen. 

Is all thy comfort shut in Glostci’s tomb ? 

Why, then, Dame Margaret ( 43 ) was ne’er thy joy ; 

Erect his statua,( 43 ) and worship it, 

And make my image but an alehouse sign. 

Was I for this nigh wreck’d upon the sea, 

And twice by awkward wind from England's bank 
Drove back again unto my native clime ? 

What boded this but well-forewarning wind 
Did seem to say,—Seek not a scorpion's nest, 

Nor set no footing on this unkind shore ? 

What did I then but curs'd the gentle ( 4i ) gusts, 

And he that loos'd them forth their brazen caves; 

And bid them blow towards England's blessed shore, 

Ox tnm wax sAfcxn npon u dxewKvd xoek X 
Yet TEolus would not be a murderer, 

But left that hateful office unto thee: 

The pretty-vaulting sea refus’d to drown me; 

Knowing that thou wonldst have me drown’d on shove, 

With tears as salt as sea, through thy unkmdness’. 

The splitting rocks cower'd in the sinking sands, 

And would not dash me*with their ragged sides ; 

Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they, 

Might in tliy palace perish Margaret ,( 45 ) 

As far as I could ken thy chalky cliffs, 

When from thy shore the temjiest beat us hack, 

VOL. IV. L 
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I stood upon die hatches in the storm; 

And when the dusky sky began to rob 
My earnest-raping sight of thy land s view, 

I took a coatly jewel from my neck,* 

A heart it uas, hound in with diamonds,— 

And threw it towards thy land — the sea recei\ d it j 
And so I wish’d thy body might my heart; 

And even with this I lost fair England's view, 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart, 

And call'd them blind and dusky sj>ectaclt!s, 

Tor losing ken of Albion's wished coast. 

How often have I tempted Suffolk’s tongue 
(The agent of thy foul inconstancy) 

To sit and witch( 46 ) me, as Ascanius did, 

When he to madding Dido would unfold 
His father's acts, commenc’d in burning Troy! 

Am I not witch’d like her ? or thou not false like him ? 
Ay me, I can no more ! die, Margaret! ( 47 ) 

For Henry weeps that thou dost live so long. 


Noise within. Entrr Warwick and Salisbuby. The Commons 
2*r&t a fo the door. 

War, It is reported, mighty sovereign, 

That good Duke Humphrey traitorously is murder’d 
By Suffolk and the Cardinal Beaufort's means, 

The commons, like an angry hive of bees 
That want their leader, scatter up and down, 

And care not who they fating in his revenge. 

Myself have calm’d their spleenful mutiny, 

Until they hear the older of his death. 

JC lien. That lie is dead, good Warwick, 'fcis too true \ 
But how lie died God knows, not I-lenvy; 

Enter his chamber, view his breathless corpse, 

And comm out then upon his sudden death. 

^hat shall I do, my liege.—'Stay, Salisbury, 

With the rude multitude till I return. 

[JVanvick goes into an inner chamber.—Salisbury 
retires to the Commons at the door.( 48 ) 

A. lieu. 0 Thou that judges t all things, stay my thoughts,— 
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My thoughts, that labour to persuade my soul 
Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey's life l 
If my suspect be false, forgive me, God j 
For judgment only doth belong to thee. 

Fain would I go to chafe his paly Ups 
With twenty thousand kisses, and to drain ( 40 ) 

Upon his face an ocean of salt tears; 

To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk. 

And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling: 

But all in vain are these mean obsequies; 

And to survey his dead and earthy image. 

What wore it but to make my sorrow greater? 

[The folding-doors of an inner chamber cue 
thrown open> and Gloster is discovered 
dead in Jtis bed ; Warwick and others 
standing by 

V r ar . Come hither, gracious sovereign, view this body. 

Ah lfen. That is to sec how deep my grave is made; 

For with Ills soul lied all my worldly solace, 

For( 51 ) seeing him, I sec my life in death. 

(Far. As surely as my soul intends to live 
With that dread King that took our state upon him 
To free us iiom his Father's wrathful curse, 

I do believe that violent hands were laid 
Upon the life of this tlnice-famed duke. 

Snf A dieadful oath, sworn with a solemn tongue! 

What instance gives Lord Warwick for his vow ? 

War. See how the blood is settled in his face! 

Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost, 

Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale, and bloodless, 

Being all descended to the labouring heart; 

Who, in the conflict that it holds with death. 

Attracts the same for aidance 'gainst the enemy; 

Which with the heart there cools, and ne’er returned! 

To blush and beautify the cheek again. 

But sec, his face is black and full of blood; 

His eye-balls further out than when he liv’d, 

Staring full ghastly like a strangled man; 

His hair upvear’d, his nostrils stretch’d with struggling; 
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His hands abroad display'd, ns one that grasp'd 
And tugg'dfor life, and was by stiength subdu'd: 

Look on the sheets his hair, you. see, is sticking \ 

His wcll-propovtion'd beard made rough and rugged, 

Like to the summer's corn by tempest lodg’d. 

It cannot be but he was murder’d hero; 

The least of all these signs were probable. 

Suf, Why, Warwick, who should do the duke to death ? 
Mvself and Beaufort had him in protection; 

And we, I hope, sir, are no mmderers. 

War. But both of you were vow’d Duke Humphrey’s foes, 
And you, forsooth, had the good duke to keep: 

*Tis like you would not feast him like a fricncl; 

And \U well seen he found nn enemy. 

Q. Mar. T hen you, belike, suspect these noblemen 
As guilty of Duke Humphrey’s timeless death* 

War* Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding flesh, 

Ami secs fast by a butcher with an axe, 

But will suspect ’twas lie that made the slaughter l 
Who finds the partridge in the put lock's nest, 

But may imagine how the bird was dead, 

Although tlie kite soar with unbloodied beak ? 

Lieu so suspicious is this tragedy. 

Q* d far, Arc you the butcher. Suffolk ?—where's vour 
knife ? 

Is Beaufort term'd a kite?—where are Ids talons? 

Suf, I wear no knife to slaughter sleeping men ; 

But here’s a vengeful sword, rusted with ease, 

That shall he scoured m Ins rancorous heart 
That sdaftdexs me with murder’s crimson badge :■— 

Say, if thou dm’st, proud Lord of Warwickshire, 

Hint I am faulty in Duke Humphrey’s death. 

[Exeunt Cardinal , Somerset, and others. 
War* What dares not Warwick, if false Suffolk dare 
him 7 

Q. JT(n , He dares not calm his contumelious spirit, 

>h>r cease to he an arrogant controller, 

1 hough Suffolk diue him twenty thousand times. 

// ar* Madam, be still,—with reverence may I say ; 
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For every word you speak in Ms behalf 
Is slander to your royal dignity. 

Suf. Blunt-wittecl lord, ignoble in demeanour I 
If ever lady wrong’d her lord so much, 

Thy mother took into her blameful bed 

Some stem untutor'd churl, and noble stock 

Was graft with crab-tree slip 5 whose fruit thou art, 

And never of the Nevils’ noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers thee, 

Aucl I should rob the deathsman of his fee, 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames, 

And that my sovereign's presence makes ine mild, 

I would, false murderous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech, 

And say it was thy mother that thou meantst,— 

That thou thyself wast born in bastardy; 

And, after all this fearful homage done, 

Give thee thy hire, and send thy soul to hell, 

Pernicious blood-sucker of sleeping men! 

Suf. Tliou slialt be waking while I shed thy blood, 

If from tin’s presence thou dtur'st go with me. 

War. Away even now, or I will drag tliee hence; 
Unworthy though thou art, I’ll cope with thee, 

And do some service to Duke Humphrey's ghost. 

[Exeunt Suffolk and JFai wick . 
AT. Ilcn, What stronger broastplato than <a heart untainted I 
Thrice is lie arm’d that hath his quarrel just; 

And he but naked, though lock'd up in steel, 

Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 

\A noise 2 vilhin, 

Q. Mar. What noise is this ? 

Itc-cnter Suffolk and Warwick, with their weapons draum. 

1 C Hen, Why, how now, lords! your wrathful weapons 
drawn 

Here in our presence \ dare you be so bold ?— 

Why, wliat tumultuous clamour have we here ? 

Suf, Tlie traitorous Warwick, with the men of Bury, 

Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. 
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Sal. [to the Commons at the door} Sirs, stand apart ; the 
king shall know your mind.— 

[lie comes forward . 

Dread lord, the commons send you word by me, 

Unless faUe( M ) Suffolk straight be done to death. 

Or banished fair England’s territories. 

They will by violence tear him from your palace, 

Aiid torture him with grievous lingering death. 

They say, by him the good Duke Humphrey died \ 

They say, in him they fear your highness’ death ; 

And moie instinct of love and loyalty,— 
bree from a stubborn opposite intent, 

As being thought to contradict your liking,— 

Makes them tlius forward in his banishment. 

They say, in care of your most loyal person, 

That if your highness should intend to sleep, 

And chatge that no man should disturb your rest. 

In pain of your dislike, or pam of death ; 

Yet, notwithstanding such a strait edict, 

Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue, 

That slily glided towards your majesty. 

It were but necessary you were wak’d ; 

Lest, being suffer’d in that harmful slumber. 

The mortal worm might make the sleep eternal : 

And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 

That they will guard you, wher you will or no, 

1 ’Tom such fell serpents as false Suffolk is; 

“With whose envenomed and fatal sting, 

Your loving undo, twenty times his worth, 

They say, is shamefully beieft of life. 

CoittHums [ within ]. An answer from the king, my Lord 
of Salisbury! 

Snf like the commons, rude unpolish’d hinds. 

Could send such message to their sovereign: 

But you, my lord, were glad to be employ’d, 

To Sahow bow quaint an orator you are: 

But all the honour Salisbury hath won 
Is, that ho was the lord ambassador 
Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king. 
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Commons [ 'within ]. An answer from the king, or wo will 
all break in! 

1C lien . Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 

I thank them for tlieir tender loving care; 

And had I not been cited so by them, 

Yet did I purpose as they do entreat; 

For, sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy 
Mischance unto my state by Suffolk's means: 

And therefore,—by His majesty I swear, 

Whose far unworthy deputy I am,—■ 

He shall not breathe infection in this air 
But three days longer, on the pain of death. 

[Exit Salisbury. 

Q. Mar * 0 Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffolk) 

1C Hen . Ungentle queen, to call him gentle Suffolk! 

No more, X say; if thou dost plead for him. 

Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath. 

Had I but said, I would lmve kept my word; 

Bat when I swear, it is irrevocable,— 

If, after three days 1 space, thou here be’st found 
On auy ground that I am ruler of, 

The world shall not be ransom for thy life,— 

Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with me; 

I have great matters to impart to thee, 

[Exeunt King Henry , Warwick , Lords t §c. 
Q. Mar , Mischance and sorrow go along with you! 
Heart’s discontent and sour affliction 
Be playfellows to keep you company! 

There’s two of you ; the devil make a third! 

And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps! 

Suf* Cease, gentle queen, these execrations. 

And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave, 

Q, Mar. Fie, coward woman, and soft-hearted wretch ! 
Hast thou not spirit to curse tliinc enemies ?( 63 ) 

Suj\ A plague upon them! wherefore should I curse 
them ? 

Would curses lull, as doth the mandrake’s groan, 

I would invent as bitter-searching terms, 

As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear, 
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Deliver’d strongly though my fixed teeth, 

With full as many signs of deadly Kate, 

As kau-fhc’d Jinvy in her loathsome cave: 

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words; 

Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint; 

Mme hair be fix'd on end, as one distract; 

Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban: 

And e\eu now my burden’d heart would break, 

Should I rot curse them. Poison be their drink! 
trail, woise than gall, the daintiest that they taste! 

Their sweetest shade a grove of cypress-trees! 

Their cliicfrst jnospect murdering basilisks ! 

Tlicir softest touch as smart as lizards 1 stings \ 

Tlicii music frightful as the serpent’s hiss; 

And boding screech-owls make the cousort full! 

AH the foul terrors in dark-seated hell— 

Q, Mar* Enough, sweet Suffolk; thou tornient’st thy¬ 
self - 

And these dread curses,—like the sun ’gainst glass, 

Or like an overcharged gun,—recoil, 

And turn the force of them upon thyself. 

Suf* You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave '( 

Now, by the ground that 1 am banish’d lioni, 

Well could I curse away a winter's night, 

Though standing naked on a mountain-top, 

Where biting cold would never let grass grow, 

And think it hut a minute spent in sport. 

Q. Mat. 0, let me entreat thee, cease! Give mo thy 
hand. 

That I may dew it with my mournful tears; 

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place. 

To wrsh away my woful monuments. 

0, could this kis* be printed in thy hand, [Kisses his hand . 
'That thou mightst think upon these by the seal, 

Tlnough whom a thousand sighs are breath’d for thee J 
Mo, get thee gone, that I may know my grief; 

Tis but surmis’d whiles thou art standing by, 

As one that surfeits thinking on a want. 

I will lepeul thee, or, he well assur’d, 
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Adventure to be banished myself: 

And bauished I am, if but from thee. 

Go ; speak not to me; even now be gone.— 

O, go not yet!—Even thus two friends condemn'd 
Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves, 

Lotiler a hundred tunes to part than die. 

Yet now farewell; and farewell life with thee! 

Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banished,— 

Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee. 

Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence ; ( G4 ) 

A wilderness is populous enough, 

So Suffolk had thy heavenly company : 

Eor where thou art, there is the world itself. 

With every several pleasure in the world ; 

And where thou art not, desolation. 

I can no more:—live thou to j oy thy life; 

Myself to( 56 ) joy in naught but that thou liv’&t. 

Enter Vaux. 

( 2 . Mar. Whither goes Vaux so fast ? what news, I prithee ? 
Vaux. To signify unto his majesty 
That Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death; 

Vor suddenly a grievous sickness took him. 

That makes him gasp, and stare, and catch the air, 
Blaspheming God, and cursing men on earth. 

Sometime he talks as if Duke Humphrey's ghost 
Were by his side; sometime he calls the king, 

And whispers to his pillow, as to him, 

The secrets of his overcharged soul: 

And I am sent to tell his majesty 
That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Q . Mar. Go tell this heavy message to the king. 

[Exit Vaux. 

Ay me ! what is this world! what news are these! 

But wherefore grieve I at an hour's poor loss, 

Omitting Suffolk's exile, my soul’s treasure ? 

Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 

And with the southern clouds contend in tears,*— 

Theirs for the eaitil's increase, mine for my sorrows ? 
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Non get thee hence: the Icing, thou know'st, is coming;— 

If tliou he found by me, thou art hut dead. 

Snf. If I depart from thee, I cannot live; 

And in thy sight to die, what were it else 
But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap? . 

Here could I breathe my soul into the air, 

As mild and gentle ns the cradle-babe 
Hying with mother’s dug between its lips: 

"Where, from thy sight, I should be raging mad. 

And cry out for thee to close vtp mine eyes, 

To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth; 

So shouldst thou either turn my dying soul. 

Or I should breatha it so into thy body, 

And then it liv'd in sweet Elysium. 

To die by thee were but to die in jest; 

1'roin thee to die were torture more than death: 

0, let me stay, befall what may befall l 

6. Mar- Away! though parting be a fretful corrosive, 

It is applied to a dcathful wound. 

To Trance, sweet Suffolk: let me hear from thee; 

Tor wheresoe’er thou art in this world’s globe, 

I’ll have sin Iris that shall find thee out. 

Suf. I go. 

(L Mar* And take my heart -with thee. 

Suf. A jewel, lock’d into the wofull’st cask 
That ever did contain a thing of vroitli. 

Even as a splitter! bark, so sunder we: 

This way fall I to death. 

Q. Mar. This way for mo. 

[Exeunt severally. 


Schxb HE London, Cardinal Beaufout’s bedoliaynbor. 

Kntcr King Henry, Salisbury, Warwick, and others The Cardinal 
hi bed ; Attendants %mth 7dm. 

K. lien . Ilow fares my lord? speak* Beaufort, to thy 
sovereign, 

Cur. If Hum Wst death. I'll give thee England's treasure, 
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Enough to purchase such another island, 

So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain, 

1 C lien . Ah, what a sign it is of evil life, 

Where death’s approach is seen so terrible I 

War . Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to thee. 

Car , Bring me unto my trial when you will. 

Died he not in his bed? where should he die ? 

Can I make men live, wher they will or no ? 

0, torture me no more! I will confess.— 

Alive again ? then show me where he is: 

I’ll give a thousand pound to look upon him,— 

He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them.— 

Comb down his hair $ look, look! it stands upright. 

Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul!— 

Give me some drink; and bid the apothecary 
Bring the strong poison that I bought of him. 

1 C lien. 0 thou eternal Mover of the heavens. 

Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch! 

O, beat away the busy meddling fiend 
That lays strong siege unto this wretch’s soul, 

And fiom his bosom purge this black despair ! 

War* See how the pangs of death do make him grin! 
Sat Disturb him not, let him pass peaceably. 

1 C Hen . Peace to his soul, if God's good pleasure be!— 
Lord cardinal, if thou think’st on heaven’s bliss, 

Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope,— 
lie dies, and makes no sign:—O God, forgive him! 

Wav . So had a death argues a monstrous life. 

1 C Hen , Forbear to judge, for we are sinners all.— 

Close up his eyes, and diaw the curtain close 5 
And let us all to meditation. 


[Exeunt, 
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ACT IV. 

Sc ;:nii I. Kent . 27^ Sca-shoie near Dover. 

Finny luard at sea Then enter, from ft boat , ft Captain, ft Mastei, 

a MustcrVttatc, Waltub Whitmoud, and others; 'with them 
Suffolk disyuiud, and other Gentlemen, prisoners. 

Cap. The gaiuly, blabbing, and remorseful day 
Is crept into the hosom of the sea; 

Ami now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades 
That drag the tiagie melancholy night; 

Who, with their drowsy, slow, and flagging wings, 

Cliji dead men's graves, and from their misty jaws 
Urea the foul contagious darkness m the air. 

Therefore bring forth the soldiers of our prize; 

.For, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 

Here shall they make their ransom on the sand, 

Or with their blood stain this discolour'd shore.— 

Master, this prisoner freely give I thee;— 

And thou that art his mate, make boot of this;— 

Tlie other [pointing to Suffolk], Walter Whitmore, is thy 
share. 

First Gent, What is my ransom, master ? let me know. 
Mast. A thousand citrons, or else lay down your head. 
Mate. And so much shall you give, or off goes yoms. 

Cap. What, think you much to pay two thousand crowns, 
And bear the name and port of gentlemen ?— 

Cut both the villains’ throatsj^for die you shall:— 

The lives of those which we have lost in fight 
Ik* counteipofc’tl with such a petty sum ?( 56 ) 

First Gent. I’ll give it, hit’; and therefore spare my life. 
See. Gent. And so will I, and write home for it straight. 
W7 lit. X lost mine eye in laying the prize aboard, 

And therefore, to revenge it, duUt thou die ; [To Suf. 

And so should these, if I might have my will. 

Cap. Be not so rash; take ransom, let him live. 

Au/. Look on my George,—I am a gentleman: 

Rate meat what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid. 
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Whit . And so am I; my name is AValter Whitmore, 
flow now j why start’st thou ? what, doth death affright? 

Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whose sound is death. 

A cunning mail did calculate my birth, 

And told me that by loafer I should die: 

Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded; 

Thy name is Gaultier, being rightly sounded. 

Whit. Gaultier or Walter , which it is, I care not: 

Never yet did base dishonour blur our name, 

But with our sword we wip’d away the blot; 

Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge, 

Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defaced, 

And I proclaim’d a coward through the world i 

[Lays hold on Suffolk . 

Suf. Stay, Whitmore; for thy prisoner is a prince, 

The Duke of Suffolk, William do la Poole. 

Whit. The Duke of Suffolk muffled up in rags! 

Suf Ay, but these rags are no part of the duke: 

Jove sometime went disguis’d, and why not I ?( ,rj7 ) 

Cap. But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt be, 

Suf. Obscure and lowly swain, King Henry's blood,( 58 ) 
The honourable blood of Lancaster, 

Must not he shed by such a jaded groom* 

Hast tliou not kiss’d thy hand, and held my stirrup ? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule. 

And thought thee happy when I shook my head? 

How often hast thou waited at my cup, 

Bed from my trencher, kneel’d down at the board. 

When I have feasted with Queen Margaret? 

Remember it, and let it make thee cresl-fallhi; 

Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride ; 

How in our voidmg-lobby hast thou stood, 

And duly waited for my coming forth? 

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf, 

And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue. 

Whit. Speak, captain, shall I stab the forlorn swain ? 

Cap . First let my words stab him, as he hath me. 

Suf. Base slave, thy words are blunt, and so art thou. 
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Cap , Convoy him hence, and on our long-boat’s side 
Strike off his head. 

Suf. Thou clar’st not, for thy own. 

Cap. Yes, Poole# 

S»f. Poole !( 59 ) 

C{jp t Poole ! Sir Poole ! lord ! 

Ay, kennel, puddle, sink; whose filth and dirt 
Tioubh> the silver spring where England drinks. 

Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth 
For swallowing the treasure of the realm : 

Thy lips, that kiss’d the queen, shall sweep the ground; 
And thou, that smil'dst at good Duke Humphrey’s death, 
Against the senseless winds shall grin in vain, 

Who, in contempt, shall hiss at thee again : 

And wedded bo thou to the hags of hell, 

For daring to affy a mighty lord 
Unto the daughter of a worthless king, 

Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem. 

By devilish policy art thou grown great, 

And, like ambitious Sylla, overgorg’d 
With gobbets of thy mother's bleeding heart. 

By thee Anjou and Maine were sold to France; 

The false revolting Normans thorough thee 

Disdain to call us lord; and Picardy 

Hath slain their governois, suipris’d our forts, 

And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home. 

The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all,—. 

Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in vain,— 

As hating thee, are( r ") rising up in arms: 

And now the house of York,—thrust from the crown 
By shameful murder of a guiltless king 
And lofty proud encroaching tyranny, — 

Burns with revenging fire; whose hopeful colours 
Advance our half-fac’d sun, striving to shine, 

Under the which is writ Invitis nnbibus* 

Uie commons here in Kent me up in anus; 

And, to conclude, reproach and beggary 
H crept into the palace of our king, 

And till by dice.—Away l convey him hence. 
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Suf, O that I were a god, to shoot forth thunder 
Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges! 

Small tilings make base men proud: this villain here, 

Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more 
Than Bargulus( fll ) the strong Illyrian pirate. 

Drones suck not eagles' blood, but rob bee-hives: 

It is impossible that I should die 
By such a lowly vassal as thyself. 

Thy words move rage and not remorse in me: 

I go of message from tlie queen to France ; 

I charge thee waft me safely cross the Channel, 

Cap. Walter,—■ 

Whit Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy death. 

Suf. Gelidns thnor occupat arias —it is thee I fear. 
Whit Thou shalt have cause to fear before I leave thee. 
What, arc ye daunted now? now will ye stoop ? 

First Gent . My gracious lord, entieat him, speak him 
fair. 

Suf. Suffolk’s imperial tongue is stern and rough. 

Us’d to command, untaught to plead for favour. 

Far be it we should honour such as these 
With humble suit: no, rather let my head 
Stoop to tlie block, than these knees bow to any, 

Save to the God of heaven and to my king ; 

And sooner dauce upon a bloody pole, 

Than stand uncover’d to the vulgar groom. 

True nobility exempt from fear i— 

More can I bear than you dare execute. 

Cap . Hale him away, and let him talk no more. 

Suf Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye can,( Gf1 ) 

That this my death may never be forgot!— 

Great men oft die by vile bezonians ; 

A Homan sworder and banditto slave 
Murder’d sweet Tally; Brutus’ bastard hand 
Stabb’d Julius Cassar; savage islanders 
Pompey the Great \ and Suffolk dies by pirates. 

[Exit Suffolk with Whitmore and others, 
Cap . And as for these whose ransom we have set. 

It is our pleasure one of them depart:— 
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Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 

[Exeunt all except the First Gentleman, 


Re-enter Wttrraottc with Suffolk^ body* 

JHiiL There let liis head and lifeless body lie, 

Until the queen his mistiess bury it. [Exit. 

First Gent, 0 barbarous and bloody spectacle J 
His body will I bear unto the king: 

If he revenge it not, yet will bis friends 5 
So will the queen, that living held him dear. 

[Exit with the body. 


Scene II. JBlackheath . 

Etd*r George Beyh and John Houland. 

Geo . Come, and get thee a sword, though made of a lath; 
they have been up these two days. 

Joluu They have the more need to sleep now, theu. 

Geo, I tell thee, .Tack Cade the clothier means to dress the 
commonwealth, and turn it, and set a new nap upon it. 

John, So he had need, for *tis threadbare. "Well, I say it 
was never merry world in England since gentlemen came up. 

Geo, O miserable age! virtue is not regarded in handi- 
crafts-men, 

John. The nobility think scorn to go in leather aprons. 

Geo. Kay, more, the king's council are no good workmen. 

John, True; and yet it is said,—labour in thy vocation; 
which is as much to say as,—let the magistrates be labouring 
men ; and therefore should we be magistrates. 

Geo . Thou hast hit it; for there’s no better sign of a 
brave mind than a hard hand. 

John . I see them! I see them! There’s Best’s son, the 
tanner of IrVinghain,—• 

Geo. He shall have the skins of our enemies, to make 
dog’s-leather of. 

John. And Dick die butcher,^— 

Geo, I ben is sin struck down like an ox, and iniquity’s 
throat cut like a calf. 
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t/oZui. And Smith ( 64 ) the weaver,— 

Geo . Argo, their thread of life is spun. 

John . Come, come, let's fiill in with them. 

Drum. Euler Cade, Dick the Butcher, Sjiitii the Weuier, and 
others in g* eat number, 

Cade . We John Cade, so termed of our supposed father,— 
Dick, Or rather, of stealing a cade of hei rings. [Aside. 
Cade . For our enemies shall fall( ro ) befoie us,—insphed 
with the spirit of putting down kings aud princes,—Com¬ 
mand silence. 

Dick . Silence! 

Cade, My father was a Mortimer,— 

Dick, He was an honest man, and a good bricklayer. 

[/hide. 

Cade, My mother a Plantagenet,— 

Dick, I know her well ; she was a midwife. [Aside. 

Cade. My wife descended of the Lacies,— 

Dick, She was, indeed, a pedler’s daughter, and sold many 
laces. [Aside, 

Smith, Put now of late, not able to travel with her furred 
pack, she washes bucks here at home. [Aside. 

Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable house. 

Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable; and there 
was he boin, under a hedge,—for his father had never a house 
but the cage. [jhide. 

Cade . Valiant I am. 

Smith, 'X must needs ; Sor beggary is valiant. fyiside. 
Cade, I am able to endure much. 

Dick, No question of that; for I have scon him whipped 
three market-days together. [Aside. 

Cade. I fear neither sword nor fire. 

Smith, lie need not fear the sword; for his coat is of proof. 

[Aside, 

Dick, But me thinks lie should stand in fear of fire, being 
burnt i 1 the hand for stealing of sheep. [Aside, 

Cade, Be brave, then j for your captain is brave, and vows 
reformation. There shall be in England seven halfpenny 
loaves sold for a penny : tlic three-liooped pot shall have ten 
vor,. iv. m 
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l wmn . a)l d [ -V^ill make it felony to drink small beer: all the 
realm shall he in common j and in Chcapside shall iny panic} 
ga to grass: and nl.cn 1 am Icing-,—as king I will be— 
jh. Oo(l wive your majesty' 

Cade, I thank you, good people:—there shall ho no 
money; all shall cat and drink on my score; and I will 
apparel them all in one livery, that they may agree like bro¬ 
thers, and woiship mo their lord. 

J)ich The lirst thing we do, let’s kill all the lawyers. 
Cfi'ld. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lamentable 
thinu, that of the skin of an innocent lamb should bo made 
parchment ? that parchment, being scnbbled o’er, should undo 
a man ? Some say the lmo stings: hut I say, ’tis the bee’s 
wax; for I did but seal once to a thing, and I was never 
mine own man since.—How now! who’s there ? 


JZnti? soint, bringing hi the Clerk of Chatham, 

Smith. The clerk of Chatham: lie can write aiul read and 
cast acconipt. 

Cade. 0 monstrous 1 

Smith. We took him sotting of boys' copies. 

Cade. Heie’s a \illain 1 

Smith. Has n hook in his pocket with red letters in’t. 

Cade. Nay, then, he in a conjuror. 

Dick. Nay, he can make obligations, and write court- 
hand. 

Cade* I am sony for'fc: the man is a proper man, of mine 
honour; unless I find him guilty, he dial] not die.—Como 
hither* sirrah, I must examine thee: what is thy name ? 

Clerk w Emmanuel. 

])icl\ They use to write* it on the top of letters:—Twill 
go bard with jou, 

Cade. Let me alone.—-Dost thou use to write thy name? 
or lm^t thou a nuik to thyself* like an honest plain-dealing’ 
mrm ? 

Cletl. Sir, I thauk God : I have been bo well brought up 
tli.it I can write my name. 

All , lie hath confessed; away with him l lie’s a viUdivv 
and a traitor. 
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Cade. Away with him, J say ! hang him with his pun and 
ink-hoin about his neck. [fixeniit some with the Clerk . 

Enter ItldfALL. 

Mich . Where’s our general ? 

Cadc» ITere I am, thou particular fellow. 

Mich, Fly, fly, fly! Sir Humphrey Stallbrd and his bro¬ 
ther are hard by, with tlte king’s Forces, 

Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or I’ll fell thee down. IFe 
shall be encountered with a man as good as himself: he is 
hut a knight, is ’a? 

Mich . No. 

Cade . To equal him, I will make mjself a knight pre¬ 
sently. [Kneel,9 .] Rise up Sir John Moi timer. [lime/t.'] Now 
have at him ! 

Enter Sir Hum: in cite y StalFord tend "Willi ui hU htutfo r, infh 
dmni and f/iw. 

Staf 1 Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of Kent, 
Mark’d for the gallows, lay your weapons down ; 

Home to your cottages, forsake this groom :— 

The king is merciful, if you revolt. 

IF. Staf\ Rut angry, wrathful, and inclin’d to blood, 

If you go forward; therefore yield, or die. 

Cade . As for these silken-coated slaves, I pass not: 

It is to you, good people, that I speak, 

Over whom, in time to come, I hope to reign; 

For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

Staf Viliam, thy father was a plasterer; 

And thou thyself a shearman,—art thou not? 

Cade. And Adam was a gaulener. 

IF. Staf. And what of that? 

Cade , Many, this;—Edmund Mortimer, Earl of March, 
Married the Duke of Clarence 1 daughter,—did he not? 

Staf. Ay, sir. 

Cade. By her he had two children at one bii th. 

IF. Staf. That’s false. 

Cade , Ay, theie’s the question; but I say, ’tis tmo . 

The elder of them, being put to nurse, 

Was by a beggar-woman stofn away , 
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And, ignorant of Ids birth and paientagc, 

I became a biicklayer when he came to age : 

Ilk son am 15 deny it, ii you can. 

J)ich Nay, v tis too txue; therefore he shall be king. 

Smith. Sir, lie made a chimney in my father’s house, and 
the bricks are alive at this day to testify it; therefore deny 
it not. 

Staf. And will you credit this base drudge’s words, 

That speaks he knows not what? 

AIL Ay, marry, will we j therefore get ye gone* 

/J r . St((f. jack Cade, the Duke of York hath taught you 
this. 

Cade. He lies, for I invented it myself. [Aside. 

Cfo to, si li oli, tell the king from me, that, for his father’s 
sake, Henry the fifth, in whose time boys went to span- 
counter for French crowns, I am content he shall reign \ but 
Til be protector over him, 

J)irk. And furthermore, "well have the Lord Say’s head 
for selling the dukedom of Maine. 

Cade, And good reason; for thereby is England inained,( fi0 ) 
and fain to go with a staff, but that my puissance holds it up. 
Fellow kings, X tell you that that Lord Say hath gelded the 
commonwealth, and made it au eunuch: and more than that, 
he can speak French ; and therefore he is a traitor. 

StaJ\ 0 gro^s and miserable ignorance! 

Cade. Nay, answer, if you can :■—the Frenchmen are our 
enemies \ go to, then v X ask but fhis t —can lie that speaks 
with the tongue of an enemy be a good counsellor, or no ? 

AIL No, no , and therefore we’ll have his head. 

IV. Slaf. "Well, seeing gentle words will not prevail. 
Assail them with the army of the king. 

titaf. Herald, away; and throughout every town 
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade; 

That those which fly befoie the battle ends 
Mayj even in their wives’ and children's sight, 
lie lung d up for example at their doors:— 

And you that be the king’s friends, follow me. 

[Lxeunt the iwo Slaffoi ds s and Jb? ces. 

Cade. And you that love the commons, follow me. 
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Now show yourselves men; 'tis for liberty* 

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman; 

Spare none but such as go in clouted slioon ; 

For they are thrifty honest men, aiicl such 
As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 

Diclc, They aie all in order, and march toward us. 

Cade, But then are we in order when we are most out of 
order. Come, march forward! [Exeunt, 


Scene III. Another part of Blackheath . 

AZhm/ts, The two parlies enter attdfigld, and both the Stattoiids 

are slain 

Cade, Where's Dick, the butcher of Ashford ? 

Dick, Here, sir. 

Cade, They fell before thee like sheep and oxen, and thou 
behavedst thyself as if thou liad&t been in thine own slaugh¬ 
ter-house : therefore thus will 1 reward thee,—the Lent shall 
be as long again as it is; and thou slialt have a license to kill 
for a hundred lacking one, a \veek.( 67 ) 

Diclc, I desire no more. 

Cade . And, to speak truth, thou deservest no less. This 
monument of the victory will I hear [putting on part of Sir 
TL StaffouVs armoui ]; and the Bodies shall be draggedat my 
horse' heels till I do come to London, where we will have the 
mayor's sword borne before ns* 

Diclc, If we mean to thrive and do good, break open the 
gaols, and let out the prisoners. 

Cade > Fear not that, I warrant thee.—Come, let's march 
towaids London. [Exeunt, 


Scene IV. London, A room in the palace, 

Enter King IIenky, reading a supplication; the Duko of Bucking¬ 
ham and Lord Say with him: at a distance, Queen Margaret, 
mourning over Suffolk’s head. 

Q . Mar. Oft have I heard that grief softens the mind, 
And makes it fearful and degenerate; 
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Think theioibre on revenge, and cease to weep, 

But who can cease to weep, and look cm this? 
llcio may his head lie on my throbbing bicast; 

But where's the body that I should embrace? 

Buck. What nnswei makes your grace to the rebels’ aup- 
pljiution { 

K, lien. I’ll send some holy bishop to entreat; 

Tor God foilud so many simple souls 
Should pevidi by the sword ! Aud I myself, 
lJathei than bloody wai shall cut them short, 

Will parley with Jack Cade their general:— 

Hut stay, I’ll read it over once again. 

Q. Mar. Ah, barbarous villains! hath this lovely face 
Bui ( 1 , like a wandering planet, over me. 

And could it not enforce them to relent, 

Xluit weie unworthy to behold the same ? 

K, Hen. Laid Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to have thy 
head. 

Say. Ay, but I hope your highness shall have his. 

K. lien . IIow now, madam! 

Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolk’s death ?( 0H ) 

I fear me, lovc,( bJ ) if that I had been dead. 

Hum wouldest not have mourn’d so much for me. 

Q . Mar. No, my love, I should not mourn, but die for 
thee. 

J'J/th'i a Measeugei. 

Ah lien. How now! what news ? why com'st thou in such 
haste ? 

Mess. The rebels are in Southwark; fly, my loid 1 
Jack Cade proclaims himself Lord Mortimer, 

Descended fiom the Duke of Clarence 5 house ; 

And calls your grace usurpei openly, 

And \ows to eiuwn himself m Westminster. 

lhs army is a ragged multitude 

Ol hinds and peasants, rude and merciless: 

Nil Humphrey Stafford and his brother’s death 
Hath ghen them heart and courage to proceed: 

All sehokas, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, 

They call false caterpillars, and intend their death. 
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/C. 7/e^. O graceless men! they know not what they do. 
Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Killingworth, 

Until a power be lais’d to put them clown, 

Q. Mar. Ah, were the Duke of Suffolk now alne, 

These Kentish rebels would be soon appeas'd! 

1C Hen . Lord Say, the traitors hate tliec;( T0 ) 

Therefore away with us to Killing worth. 

Bay. So might yuur grace’s person be in danger ; 

The sight of me is odious m their eyes: 

And therefore in tins city will I stay, 

And live alone as secret as I may. 

Eidu a second Mcdi.cn gur. 

Sec. Mess. Jack Cade hath gotten Lonclon-briilgo ; 

The citizens fly( 71 ) and forsake their houses: 

The lascal people, thus ting after prey, 

Join with the traitor; and they jointly swear 
To spoil the city and your royal court. 

Buck. Then Unger not, my lord; away, take horse. 

1C Hen. Come, Margaret; God, our hope, will succour us. 
Q. Mar . My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceas’d. 

1C lien. Farewell, my lord [/o Loul Say ]: trust not the 
Kentish rebels. 

Buck. Trust nobody, for fear you be betray’d. 

Say. The trust I have is in mine innocence, 

And therefore am I bold and resolute, [Exeunt. 


Scene V. The same. The Tower . 

Enter Lord Scales, and others, on the wads. Then enter certain 
Citizens, bdow. 

Scales, IIovv now! is Jack Cade slain? 

First CiL No, my lord, nor likely to be slain; for they 
have won the bridge, killing all lIkkg that withstand them : 
the lord mayor craves aid of your honour from the Tower, to 
defend the city from the rebels. 

Scales. Such aid as I can spare, you shall command; 
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But I am troubled here with them myself, 

The rebels Iuho assay’d to win the Town. 

But gat you to Smithfield, and gather head, 

AiicUliitiicr 1 will send you Matthew Gough : 

Fight fin your king, your country, and your lives; 

And so, farewell, for I must hence again. [Exeunt. 


SenNi: VI. The same . Cannon-sired. 

Enter Jack Cade and Ms followers. He strikes his staff on 
London-stone 

Code. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And hero, sit- 
ling upon London-stone, I charge and command, that, of the 
city’s cost, the pissing-conduit run nothing but claret wine 
this first year of our reign. And now henceforward it shall 
be treason lor any that calls me other than Lord Mortimer. 

Enter a Soldier, running. 

Sold . Jack Cade ! Jack Cade! 

Cade. Knock him down there. [ They kill him . 

Smith, If this fellow he wise, he'll never call ye Jack 
Cade more: I think lie hath a very fair warning*. 

Dick, My lord, there's an nuny gathered together in 
SinithJicItL 

Cade. Come, then, let’s go fight with them: but -first, go 
anil set London-bridge on fire; and, if you can, bum down 
the Tower too. Come, let’s away, [ Exeunt . 


Scuke VII, The same, Southfield, 

Alarums. Enter , wi one side, Cade and his company ; on ihc other, 
Citi/ons, and the King’s forces, headed hy Matthew Gough, 
Tiny Jight; the Citizens are routed, and Matthew Gougii is 
slain. 

Cade. So, sirs:—now' go some and pull down the Savoy \ 
utheis to the inns of comt j down with them all, 

Dick. I have a suit unto your lordship. 
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Cade . Be it a lordship, thou shall luwe it for that word. 

Dick. Only, that the laws of England may come out of 
your mouth. 

John* Mass, ’twill be sore law, then; for he was tin list in 
the mouth with a spear, and *tis not whole yet. [Aside* 

Smith, Nay, John, it will be stinking law \ for his breath 
stinks with eating toasted cheese. * [Aside. 

Cade , I have thought upon it, it shall be so. Away, burn 
all the records of the realm: iny mouth shall be the parlia¬ 
ment of England. 

John . Then we are like to have biting statutes, unless his 
teetli be pulled out. [Aside. 

Cade . And henceforward all things shall be in common. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize! here’s the Lord Say, 
which sold the towns in Trance; he that made us pay one-and- 
Lwenty fifteens, and one shilling to the pound, the last subsidy. 

Enter George Bey is, with t[ie Lord Bat. 

Cade . Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten times.—All, 
thou say, thou serge, nay, thou buckram lord 1 now art thou 
within point-blank of our jurisdiction regal. What canst 
thou answer to my majesty for giving up of Normandy unto 
Monsieur Basimecu, the dauphin of France ? Be it known 
unto tliee by these presence, even the presence of Lord Mor¬ 
timer, that I am the besom that must sweep the couit clean 
of such filth as thou art. Thau hast most traitorously cor¬ 
rupted the youth of the lealm in erecting a grammar-school: 
and whereas, before, our forefathers had no other books but 
the score and the tally, thou hast caused printing to be used; 
and, contrary to the king, his crown, and dignity, thou hast 
built a paper-mill, It will be proved to thy face that thou 
hast men about tliee that usually talk of a noun and a verb, 
and such abominable words as no Christian ear can endure 
to hear. Thou hast appointed justices of j^eace, to call poor 
men before them about matters they were not able to answer. 
Moreover, thou hast put them in prison; and because they 
could not read, thou hast hanged them; when, indeed, only 
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far that cause they have been most worthy to Jive. Thou dost 
lide inf 72 ) a foot-cloth, dost thou not? 

Smj. What of that ? 

Cade. Many, thou ougbtest not to let ihy horse wear a 
cloak, w lieu hones ter men than thou go in their hose and 
doublets. 

Hick. And wovk in their shirt too ; as myself, for exam¬ 
ple, that am a butcher. 

Say* You men of ICent,— 

Did. What say you of Kent ? 

Sag, Nothing hut this,—''tis bona ten-a, mala gem. 

Cade . Away with him, away with him! lie speaks Latin. 
Say. Hear me hut speak, and bear me where you will. 
Kent, in the Commentaries Caesar writ, 

Is term’d the civill’st place of fill this isle; 

Sweet is the country, because full of liclies; 

The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy; 

Which makes me hope you are not void of pity. 

I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandyj 
Yet, to recover them, would lose my life. 

Justice with favour have I always done; 

Pray cm and tears have mov’d me, gifts could nevei. 

"When have I auglit exacted at your hands, 

Dut( 73 ) to maintain the king, the realm, and you? 

Large gifts have I bestow’d on learned clerks, 

Because my hook prefenVI me to the king*, 

And seeing iguoiauoe hs the curse of God, 

Knowledge the wing wherewith we ily to heaven. 

Unless yoxi he possess’d with devilish spirits. 

You cannot but forbear to murder me; 

This tongue hath pailey’d unto foreign kings 
For your behoof,— 

Ca0t\ Tut,when Mruckcst thou one blow in the field? 
Say. Great men have reaching bauds; oft have I struck 
Tho-c that I never saw, and struck them dead. 

(rco. O monstrous coward! wlmt, to come behind folks? 
Sny, rhe.se c]iceks are pale for watching for your good. 

£ adv. Give him a box o’ the ear, and that will make ’em 
led again. 
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Say . Long sitting to determine poor men’s causes 
Hath made me full of sickness and diseases. 

Cade . Ye shall have a hempen caudle, then, and the help 
of hatchet,(? 4 ) 

Dick. Why dost thou quiver, mail ? 

Say. The palsy, and not fear, provokes^) me. 

Cade . Nay, he nods at us, as who should say, I’ll be even 
with you: I’ll sec if his head will stand steadier on a pole, 
or no, Talce him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me wherein have I offended most 7 
Have I affected wealth or honour,—speak? 

Are my chests fill’d up with extorted gold ? 

Is my apparel sumptuous to behold? 

Whom have I injur'd, that ye seek my death ? 

These hands are free from guiltless blood-shedding, 

This breast from harhouiing foul deceitful thoughts, 

0, let me live 1 

Cade . I feel remorse in myself with lus words ; but I'll 
bridle it: lie shall die, an it be but for pleading so well for 
his life [aside]* —Away with him! lie has a familiar under lus 
tongue; lie speaks not o’ God’s name. Go, take him away, I 
say, and strike off his head presently; and then break into 
his son-in-law’s house, Sir James Cromer, and strike oif his 
head, and bring them both upon two poles hither, 

AIL It shall be done. 

Say. Ah, countrymen ! if when you make your prayers, 
God should be so obdurate as youiselves, 

How would it fare witli your departed souls? 

And therefore yet relent, and save my life. 

Cade . Away with him! and do as I command ye. 

[Exeunt some with Lord Say. 
The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear a head pn his 
shoulders, unless he pay me tribute; there shall not a maid 
be married, but she shall pay to me her maidenhead ere they 
have it: men shall hold of mo in capita ; and wc charge and 
command that their wives be as free as heart can wish or 
tongue can tell, 

Dick. My lord, when shall we go to Chcapside, and take 
up commodities upon our bills ? 
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Cade. Many, presently. 

AIL 0, buive! 

Rc-tuhf UebcH the heads of Lord Say and to Son-in-law. 

CV/Je. But is not this braver?—Let them bias owe ano¬ 
ther, for they loved well uhon they were alive. Now part 
them again, le&t they consult about the giving-up of some 
more towns in France. Soldiers, defer the spoil of the city 
until night t for with those borne before us, instead of maces, 
will we ride through the sheets; and at every corner have 
them hiss.—Away! [ Exeunt . 


Scene VIII. Southwark. 

Ahfi'hi, Enter Cadi: and oil his babblement. 

Code . Up Fish-street! down Saint Maguus’-coruei'! kill 
and knock clown 1 throw them into Thames 1 —[A parley 
sounded, then a retreat .] What noise is this I hear ? Dare 
any be so bold to sound retreat or parley, when I command 
them kill ? 

Enter UcoiaNOHAM ami old Clifford, with forces. 

IhieJc. Ay, here they be that dare and will disturb thee: 
Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the king 
Unto die commons whom thou hast misled; 

And here pronounce free pardon to them all 
That will forsake thee and go home in peace. 

Cl if. What say ye, countrymen ? will ye lelent, 

And yield to mercy whilst Tib offer’d yon; 

Or let a rebel( 7fi ) lead you to your deaths ? 

Who loves the king, and will embrace his pardon, 

Fling up bis cap, and say, God save his majesty ! 

Who hateth him, and honours not his father, 

Henry the fifth, that made all France to quake, 

Shake lie Ids weapon at us, and pass by. 

AIL God save the king! God save the king ! 

Cade, Wlmt, Buckingham and Clifford, arc ye so brave? 
And you, base peasants, do ye believe him ? will you needs 
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lie hanged with your pardons about your necks? Hath my 
sword therefore broke through Loudon gates, that you should 
leave me at the White Hart in Southwark? L thought ye 
would never have given out these arms till you had recovered 
your ancient freedom: but you are all recreants and das¬ 
tards, and delight to live in slavery to the nobility* Let 
them break your backs with burdens, take your houses over 
your heads, ravish your wives and daughters before your 
laces: for me, I will make shift for one ; and so, God’s curse 
light upon you all! 

AIL We’ll follow Cade, we’ll follow Cade! 

Clif. Is Cade the son of Henry the fifth, 

Uliat thus you do exclaim you’ll go with him ? 

Will he conduct you through the heart of France, 

And make the meanest of you earls and dukes? 

Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to; 

Nor knows he how to live, but by the spoil, 

Unless by robbing of your friends and us. 

Were’t not a shame, that whilst you live at jar, 

The fearful French, whom you late vanquished, 

Should make a start o’er seas, and vanquish you? 

Metliinks already in this civil broil 
I see them lording it in London streets. 

Crying f, Yiliaco!”( 77 ) unto all they meet. 

Better ten thousand base-born Cades miscarry 
Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman’s mercy* 

To France, to France, and get what you have lost; 

Spare England, for it is your native coast: 

Henry hath money, you are strong and manly ; 

God on our side, doubt not of victory. 

AIL A Clifford! a Clifford! we’ll follow the king and 
Clifford. 

Cade* Was ever feather so lightly blown to and fro as 
this multitude? the name of Henry the fifth hales them to 
an hundred mischiefs, and makes them leave me desolate. I 
see them lay their heads together to surprise me: my swoul 
make nay for me, for here is no staying [aside ],—In desjiite 
of the devils and hell, have through the very middest of 
you! and heavens and honour be witness, that no want of 



Laot IV 


17 V SECOND 1'AttT OP 

resolution in me, but only my followers' base and ignomini¬ 
ous treasons, makes mo betake me to my heels. [Exit. 

Jinvk. Whvit, w be lied ? Go ^me, awl follow liiui * 

And lie that bungs his head unto the king 
Shall have a thousand clowns for bis reward.— 

[Exeunt some of them . 

Follow me, soldieis: we'll devise a mean 

To lcconcilc you all unto the king. [Exeunt. 


Scene IX. Killing worth Castle. 

Trvhtyo (3 awiifoth finite King HrasuY, Cjncon Haticuvuet, ami 
fkjxHisr/r, on the terrace of the castle. 

K. Uen. Was ever king that joy'd an earthly throne, 
And could command no more content than I ? 

No sooner was I crept out of my cradle 
Hut I was made a king, at nine months old: 

Way never subject long’d to be a king 
As I do long and wish to be a subject. 

/folk* I'clkint; riAn and old Cmitohd. 

Jtuck. Health and glad tidings to your majesty! 

K. Hon* Why, Iluekingham, is the traitor Cado sur¬ 
pris'd ? 

Or is lie but ic til'd to make liim strong ? 

Enttr, below, it numlc) of CUdeVi followers, with halters about 
limn' nechs. 

Cl if ITe is fled, my lord, and all his powers do yield ; 
Ami humbly thus, with halters on their necks, 

Expect your highness’ doom, of hfe or death. 

A. lien. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting gates, 

To entertain my vows of thanks and piaise !— 

Soldiers, this day have you redeem'd your lives, 

And bit ow’d how well you love your prince and country: 
Continue still in this so good a mind, 

Ami Hairy, though he be in for tun ate, 

A^>>u^ ynuwolves v>Ul neve? be unkind: 
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And so, with thanks and pardon to you all, 

I do dismiss you to your several countries. 

All . God save the king! God save the king! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Please it your grace to be advertised 
The Duke of York is newly come fiom Ireland j 
And with a puissant and a mighty powci 
Of gallowglasses aud stout kcrns( 7a ) 

Is marching hitherward in proud array ; 

And still proclaimstli, as he comes along, 

His arnis( 70 ) are only to remove from thee 
The Duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor. 

X, lien. Thus stands my state, 'twrxt Cade and York 
distress'd; 

Like to a ship that, having scap'd a tempest, 

Is straightway calm’d,( 80 ) and hoarded with a pirate : 

But now is Cade driven hack, his men dispers’d ; 

And now is York in arms to second him.— 

I pray thee, Buckingham, go and meet him ;( 81 ) 

And ask him what’s the reason of these arms. 

Tell him I’ll send Duke Edmund to the Tower ;— 

And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither, 

Until liis army he dismiss’d from him. 

Sovi. My lord, 

I’ll yield myself to prison willingly. 

Or unto death, to do my country good. 

K. ZZcuv I\\ auy case, he uat too rough in terms ^ 

For lie is fierce, and cannot brook hard language. 

Bitch . I will, my lord; and doubt not so to deni 
As all things shall redound unto your good. 

IC Hen . Come, wife, let's in, and learn to govern better; 
For yet may England curse my wretched reign, [Exeunt, 


Scene X, Kent. Idea's garden. 

Enter Cadi:, 

Cade. Eie on ambition!(* 2 J lie on myself, tlmthave a sword, 
aud yet am ready to famish i These five days have X hid me 
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in these woods j and durst not peep out, for all the country is 
laid for me; but now am 1 so hungry, that if I might have a 
lease of my life for a thousand years, I could stay no longer, 
Wherefore, on a brick-wall have I climbed into this garden, 
to see if I can eat grass, or pick a sallet another while, which 
is not amiss to cuol a man's stomach Lhis hot weather, And 
l think this word "sallet” \vos horn to do me good: for many 
tv time, but for a pallet, my brain-pan had been cleft with a 
brown bill *, and many a time, when I have been dry, and 
bravely marching, it hath served mo instead of a quart-pot to 
drink in; and now the word "sallet” must serve me to feed on* 


Abiftv Idkn, with Servants behind ( w ) 


Men, Lord, who would live tunnoiled in the court, 

And may enjoy such quiet walks as these ? 

This small inheritance my father left n\c 
Con ten tc tlx me, and! 84 ) woith a monarchy. 

I seek not to wax great by others’ waningi( 86 ) 

Or gather wealth, I care not with what envy: 

Snfficcth that I have maintains my state. 

And sends the poor well pleased from my gate, 

Cfide, Here b the lord of the soil comes to mo for a 
stray, for entering his fee-simple without leave [««'&].— All, 
villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a thousand crowns of 
the king by carrying my head to him! but I’ll make tlxce eat 
iron like m ostrich, and swallow my sword like a great pin, 
ere thou and I part. 


Jdfjju Why, rude companion, whatsoe’er thou be, 

I know tlice not ; why, then, should I betray thee ? 

Is t not enough to break into my garden, 

Axulj like a llucf, to come to rob my grounds, 

Climbing my walls in spite of me the owner, ’ 

But thou niU brave me with these saucy terms ? 

Cade. Ham tl.ee! ay, by the best blood that over 
broached, and board tl.ee too. Look ou me well I have Cflt 
no moat these five days; yet, come thou and thy five men, 
and . i do not leave you all a 3 dead as a door-nail, I my 
tioct i may never eat gmss vm.ve, 

Lk n . Kay, it shall ne ' c v l,c said, while England stands, 
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That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent, 

Took odds to combat a poor famish’d man. 

Oppose thy steadfast-gazing eyes to mine, 

See if thou canst outface me with thy looks: 

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser; 

Thy hand is but a finger to my fist; 

Thy leg a stick compared with this truncheon ; 

My foot shall fight with all the strength thou hast; 

And if mine arm be heaved in the air, 

Thy grave is digg’d already in the earth. 

As for words, whose greatness answers words, 

Let this my sword report what speech forbears. 

Cade . By my valour, the most complete cl mm pi on that 
ever I heal’d.—Steel, if thou turn the edge, or cut not out 
the burly-boned clown in chines of beef ere thou sleep in thy 
sheath, I beseech Jove,( 8G ) on my knees, thou mayest be 
turned to hobnails. [They fight . Cade falls O, I am slain! 
famine and no other hath slain me: let ten thousand devils 
come against me, and give me but the ten meals I have lost, 
and I’d defy them all. Wither, garden ; and be henceforth 
a burying-place to all that do dwell in this house, because 
the unconquered soul of Cade is fled, 

Iden. Is’t Cade that I have slain, that monstrous traitor? 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 

And hang thee o’er my tomb when I am dead: 

Ne’er shall this blood be wiped from thy point; 

But thou shalt wear it as a herald’s coat. 

To emblaze the honour that thy master got* 

Cade . Iden, farewell; and be proud of thy victory. Tell 
Kent from me, she hath lost her best man; and exhort all the 
world to he cowards,—for I, that never feared any, am van¬ 
quished by famine, not by valour. [Dies. 

Iden . How much thou wrong’s!: me, heaven he my judge. 
Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that bare thee ! 

And as I thrust thy body in with my sword, 

So wish I, I might thrust tliy soul to hell. 

Hence will I drag thee headlong- by the heels 
Unto a dunghill, which shall be thy grave, 

And there cut off thy most ungracious head; 

N 
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Which I will hear in triumph to the king. 

Leaving thy trunk for crows to iced upon. 

[ E:ceunt } Iden (bagging out the hody y and Servants, 


ACT V. 

Scene I. Fields between Hartford and Blackheatk, 

The, King’s camp on one side. On the other, enter York attended , 
U'ifh drum and colours ; his form at some distance. 

York. Prom Ireland thus comes York to claim his right, 
And pluck the crown from feeble Hemy's head: 

Ring, hells, aloud ; burn, bonfires, clear and. bright} 

To entertain great England’s lawful king. 

All, sancta majestas / who would not buy thee dear ? 

Let them obey that know not how to rule ; 

This hand was made to handle naught but gold. 

I cannot give due action to my words, 

Except a sword or sceptre balance it; 

A sceptre shall it have,—have I a sou],— 

On which I’ll toss the flower-de-luce of Prance. 

Enter Buckikoiiatu. 

Whom have we here l Buckingham, to disturb me? 

The king hath sent him, sure : 1 must dissemble. [Aside. 
Buck, York, if thou meanest well, I greet thee well, 
Yorl\ Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting. 
Art thou a messenger, or come of pleas me ? 

Bucl. A messenger from Henry, our dread liege, 

To know the reason of these arms in peace; 

Or why thou, being a subject as I am, 

Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn, 

Shouldst raise 5 o great a power without his leave, 

Or dare to bring thy force so near tile court, 

lori. Scarce can I speak, my choler is so great: 

0, I could hew up rocks, and fight with flint, 
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I am so angry at these abject terms; 

Aiul now, like Ajax Telamonius, 

On sheep or oxen could I spend my fury ! 

I am far better bom than is the king; 

More like a king, more kingly in my thoughts : 

But I must make fair weather yet awhile, 

Till Henry he more weak, and I moie strong.— [shulc. 

Buckingham,( a? ) I prithee, pardon me. 

That I have given no answer all this while; 

My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 

The cause why I have brought this army hither 
Is, to remove proud Somerset from the king, 

Seditious to his grace and to the state, 

Buck* That is too much piesumption on thy part • 

But if thy arms be to no other end. 

The king hath yielded unto thy demand ; 

The Duke of Somerset is in the Tower. 

York » Upon thine honour, is he prisoner ? 

Buck, Upon mine honour, lie is prisoner, 

York, Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my poweia.— 
Soldiers, I thank you all, disperse yourselves ; 

Meet me to-morrow in Saint George’s field, 

You shall have pay and every thing you wish,— 

And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry, 

Command my eldest son, nay, all my sons, 

As pledges of my fealty and love ; 

1*11 send them all as willing as I live: 

Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing I have, 

Is his to use, so Somerset may die. 

Buck . York, I commend this kind submission : 

We twain will go into his highness’ tent. 

Enter King JIenhy, attended. 

K, lien, Buckingham, doth York intend no harm to us, 
That thus he mat die tli with tliee arm in arm ? 

York, In all submission and humility, 

York doth present himself unto your highness. 

IC Hen . Then what intend these forces thou dost bring ? 
York, To heave the traitor Somerset from hence; 
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Ami fight against that monstrous rebel Cade, 

Who since I heard to be discomfited. 

Enter Iden, with Cade’s head, 
lien. If one so rude and of so mean condition 
May pass into the presence of a king, 

Lo, 1 present your grace a traitor's head. 

The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew* 

IC . lien . The head of Cade!—Great God, how just art 
thou!— 

0, let me view hits visage, being dead, 

That living wrought me such exceeding trouble.'— 

Tell me, my friend, art thou tlve man that slew him? 
lien, I was, nnT like your majesty, 

K, Hen. How art thou call'd? and what is thy degree? 
Iden. Alexander I den, that’s my name 5 
A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king. 

Buck. So please it you, my lord, ’twere not amiss 
He were created knight for his good service. 

/C Hen . Idon, kneel down. [He kneels.) Rise up a 
knight. 

Wc give thee for lewaid a thousand marks; 

And will that tliou henceforth attend on us. 

Iden. May Iden live to merit such a bounty. 

And never live hut true unto his liege! 

K. Hen. See, Buckingham! Somerset comes with the 
queen: 

Go, bid her hide him quickly from the duke. 


Enter Queen Makoaiiet and Somerset, 

(1 Mar. Bov thousand Yorks he shall not hide his head, 
But boldly stand, and front him to his face. 

How now ! is Somerset at liberty ? 

Then, lork, unloose thy long-imprisond thoughts, 

Ami let thy tongue be equal with thy heart. 

»Slmll I endure the sight of Somerset?— 

False kmg! why hast tl.ou broken faith with me, 

Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse ? 

Kmg did f call thee ? no, thou art not king; 
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Not fit to govern and rule multitudes, 

Which dav’st not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor. 

That head of thine doth not become a crown; 

Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer’s staff. 

And not to grace an awful princely sceptre. 

That gold must iound engirt those brows of mine ; 

Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles* spear, 

Is able with the change to kill and cure. 

Here is a hand to hold a sceptre up, 

And with the same to act controlling laws. 

Give place: by heaven, thou slialt rule no more 
O v er him whom heaven created for thy ruler. 

Som . O monstrous traitor !—I arrest thee, York, 

Of capital treason ’gainst the king and crown: 

Obey, audacious traitor •> kneel for grace. 

York, Wouldst lmve me kneel ? first let me ask of these,(^) 
If they can brook I kov r a knee to man.— 

Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail: [Exit an Attendant . 
I know, ere they will have me go to ward, 

They’ll pawn their swords for( 89 ) my enfranchisement. 

< 2 . Mar . Call hither Clifford ; bid him come amain, 

To say if that the bastard boys of York 
Shall be the surety for their traitor father. [Exit an Attendant , 
York . 0 bloocVbespotted Neapolitan, 

Outcast of Naples, England’s bloody scourge ! 

The sons of York, thy betters in their birth. 

Shall be their father’s hail; and bane to those 
That for my surety will refuse the boys! 

Sec where they come i I’ll warrant they'll make it good. 

Q. Mar . And here comes Clifford to deny their bail. 

Enter, on one side , Edward and Picharp Plan tag enet, with forces; 
on the other, old Clifford and his Son, with forces also. 

Olif Health and all happiness to my lord the king 1 

[ Kneels . 

York . I thank thee, Clifford: say, what news with thee? 
Nay, do not fright us with an angry look: 

We are thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again; 

Pur thy mis hiking so, w r c pardon tliec. 
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Clif> Tliis in in y king, York, I do not mistake ; 

But thou mis folk’s t me much to think I do: — 

To Bedlam with him! is the man grown mad? 

£ t j [ en . Ay, Clifford ; a bedlam and ambitions humour 
Makes him oppose himself against his king. 

C/if. Ho is a traitor; let him to the Tower, 

And chop away that factious pate of liis. 

Q, Mur. He is arrested, hut will not obey; 

Ilis sons, he says, shall give their words for him. 

YoU\ Will you not, sons ? 

J£dw. Ay, noble father, if our words will serve. 

Rich. And if words will not, then our weapons shall. 

Cl if. Why, what a brood of traitors have we here ! 

York, Look in a glass, and call thy image so: 

I am thy king, and thou a false-lieart traitor.— 

Call hither to the stake my tsvo brave hears, 

That with the very slinking of their chains 
They may astonish these fell-lurking^) curs : 

Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me. 

iVumts. Kilter Wauwick md Salisbuiiv, with forces, 

Chf Are these thy bears ? we’ll bait thy bears to death, 
And manacle the bear-ward in their chains, 

If thou dar'st bring them to the baiting-place. 

Rich. Oft have I seen a Jiot o’er weening cur 
Run back and bite, because he was withheld ; 

Who, being ( yl ) suffer'd with the bear’s fell paw, 

Hath clapp’d his tail between his legs and cried: 

And such a piece of service will you do, 

If you oppose yourselves to match Lord Warwick. 

Glij\ Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested lump, 

As crooked in thy manners as thy shape I 

York, Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly anon, 

Clif, Take heed, lost by your heat you burn yourselves. 
A", Hen, Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot to how?— 
Old Salisbury,—shame to thy silver hair. 

Thou mad misleador of thy brain-sick sou 1 — 

What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian, 

And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles?— 
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0 , where is faith? O, where is loyalty? 

If it he banish'd from the frosty head. 

Where shall it find a harbour in the earth ?— 

Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 

And shame thine honourable age with blood ? 

Why art thou old, and want’&t experience ? 

Or wherefore dost abuse it, if tliou hast it? 

For shame! in duty bend thy knee to me, 

That bows unto the grave with mickle age, 

Sal. My lord, I have consider'd with myself 
The title of this most renowned duke j 
And in my conscience do repute his grace 
The rightful heir to England’s royal seat, 

IC lien . Hast thou not sworn allegiance unto me ? 

Sal, I have, 

IC, lien . Canst thou dispense with heaven for such an 
oath ? 

Sal, It is great sin to swear unto a sin; 

But greater sin to keep a sinful oath. 

Who can he bound by any solemn vow 
To do a murderous deed, to rob a man, 

To force a spotless virgin’s chastity, 

To reave the orphan of his patrimony. 

To wring the widow from her custom'd right; 

And have no other reason for this wrong, 

But that lie was hound by a solemn oath ? 

Q . Mar, A subtle traitor needs no aophister, 

IC. Hen . Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himself. 
York. Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou hast, 

I am resolv'd for death or( D2 ) dignity. 

Ctif, The first I warrant thee, if dreams piove true. 

War. Yon were best to go tu bed and dieam again, 

To keep tliee from the tempest of the field. 

Clif . I am resolv’d to bear a greater storm 
Than any thou canst conjure up to-day; 

And that I’ll write upon thy burgonet, 

Might I but know thee by thy household^ 3 ) badge. 

War* Now, by my father's badge, old Nevil’s crest, 

The rampant bear chain'd to the ragged staff, 
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This day I’ll wear aloft my burgonet 
(As on a mountain'top tlio cedar shows, 

That keeps his leaves in spite of any storm), 

1 hen to affright thee with the view thereof. 

Clifm And from thy burgonet 1*11 rend thy bear, 

And tread it under foot with all contempt. 

Despite the bear-ward that protects the hear, 

K Clif. And so to arms, victorious ( pl ) father, 

To quell the rebels and their complices. 

Rich. Fie! charity, for shame! speak not in spite. 

For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night, 

T. CUj\ Foul sLigmatie, tlmt's more than thoii can at toll. 
Rich . If not in heaven, you’ll surely sup in hell. 

[Exeunt severally » 


Scene II, Saint Albans, 

Aktrums: excursions, Enter Warwick. 

Jf r ar. ClifFord of Cumberland, Tis Warwick calls ! 

And if thou dost not hide time from the bear, 

Now,—when the angry trumpet sounds alarum, 

And dead cues do fill the empty air,— 

Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with me ! 
lhoud northern loid, Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arms, 

Enter Your 

How now, my noble lord! wliat, all a-foot ? 

lot/c. The deadly-lninded Clifford slew my steed; 

But match to match I have encounter d him, 

And made a prey for c air ion kites and crows 
liven of the bonny beast ho lov'd so well. 

Enter old Clijffoup. 

War, Of one or both of us the time is conic. 
lank. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some other cliasc, 
For I myself must huut this deer to death. 

Jhir, Then, nobly, York; ’tis for a crown thou fight st,— 
Ab l intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day, 
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It grieves my soul to leave thee unassail'd. {Exit, 

Cl if. What seest thou in me, York? why dost thou pause? 

York . With thy brave bearing should I bo in love. 

But that thou art so fast mine enemy. 

Clif Nor should thy prowess want praise and esteem, 

But that ’tis shown ignobly and in treason. 

York* So let it help me now against thy sword. 

As I in justice and true right express it! 

Clif My soul and body on the action both! 

York, A dreadful lay l—address thee instantly, 

Clif La Jin couronne les esuvres, 

{They fight, anil Clifford falls and dies. 

York. Thus wav hath given thee peace, for thou, art still. 
Peace with liis soul, heaven, if it be thy mil! {Exit. 

Enter young Clifford. 

Y. Clif Shame and confusion! all is on the rout; 

Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds 
Where it should guard. 0 war, thou son of hell, 

Whom angry heavens do make their minister, 

Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part 
Hot coala of vengeance!—Let no soldier fly : 

He that is truly dedicate to war 

Hath no self-love j nor he that loves himself 

Hath not essential^, but by circumstance. 

The name of valour.—O, let the vile world end, 

{Seeing his father's body. 
And the premised flames of the last day 
Knit earth and heaven together! 

Now let the general trumpet blow his blast, 

Particularities and petty sounds 

To cease!-—Wast thou ordain’d, dear father, 

To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve 
The silver livery of advised age, 

And, in thy reverence and thy chair-days, thus 
To die in ruffian battle ?—Even at this sight 
My heart is turn’d to stone ; and while Tis mine. 

It shall be stony. York not our old men spares; 

No more will I their babes ; tears virginal 
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Shall be to me even as the dew to five; 

And beauty, tlmfc the tyrant oft xedainw, 

Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax, 

Henceforth I will not have to do with pity: 

Meet I an infant of the house of York, 

Into as many gobbets will I cut it. 

As wild Medea young Absyrtus did: 

In cruelty will I seek out my fame.— 

Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford’s house : 

[Taking up the body . 

As did iEneas old Anchises bear, 

So bear I thee upon my manly shoulders; 

Hut then JEneas hare a living load, 

Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. [Exit, 

Enter Rich Ann Plan tag enet and Somerset > fighting, and 
Somerset is killed. 

Mich, So, lie thou there ;— 

Bor underneath an alehouse’ paltry sign, 

The Castle in Saint Albans, Somerset 
Hath made the wizard famous in his death.— 

Sword, hold tliy temper; heart, be wrathful still: 

Puests pray for enemies, but princes kill, [Exit, 

Alarums . excursions. Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, 
atul others> rdreatiny . 

Q. Mar. Away, my lord! you are slow; for sbnme, away! 
K. Jlcn. Cun wo outrun the heavens? good Margaret, 
stay. 

Q. Mar, What are you made of? you’ll nor light nor fly: 
Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence/ 

To give the enemy way; and to secure u s 
By what we can, which ciiu no more but fly. 

[Alarum afar o(f\ 

If you be ta'en, we then should see the bottom 
Of all our fortunes: but if we haply scape 
(As well we may, if not through your neglect), 
shall to London get; where you are lov’d ; 

And where this breach, now in our fortunes made, 

May readily be stopp’d. 
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lie-eater young Clifford. 

Y, Clif\ But that my heart’s on future mischief set, 

I would spcalt blasphemy ere bid you fly: 

But fly you must; uucurabie discomfit 
Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts. 

Away, for your relief! and we will live 
To sco their day, and them our fortune give: 

Away, my lord, away! [lixeunl. 


Scene III, Fields near Saint Albans . 

Alarum, retreat. Flourish; then enter York, "Richard Pl anta- 
genet, Warwick, and Soldiers, with drum and colours. 

York. Of( u5 ) Salisbury, who can report of him,— 

That winter lion, who in rage forgets 
Aged contusions and all brush of time, 

A nd, like a gallant in the brow of youth, 

Repairs him with occasion ? This happy day 
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot, 

If Salisbury be lost. 

Rich, My noble father. 

Three times to-day I holp him to his horse, 

Three times bestrid him, thrice I led him off, 

Persuaded him from any further act: 

But still, where danger was, still there I met him; 

And like rich hangings in a homely house, 

So was his will in his old feeble body. 

But, noble as he is, look where he comes. 

Enter Salisbury, 

Sal . Now, by my sword, well hast thou fought to-day ; 
By the mass, so did we all.—I thank you, Richard: 

God knows liow long it is I have to live ; 

And it hath pleas’d him that three times to-day 
You have defended me from imminent death.— 

Well, loids, we have not got that which we have : 

'Tis not enough our foes are this time iled, 
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Being opposites of such repairing nature, 

York . I know our safety is to follow them ; 

For, as I hear, the king is fled to London, 

To call a present court of parliament. 

Let us pursue him, ere the writs go forth :— 

What says Lord Warwick ? shall we after them ? 

War. After them! nay, before them, if we can. 
Now, by myhand,( 9fi ) lords, Twaa a glorious day: 
Saint Albans’ battle, won by famous York, 

Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come*-— 

Sound drums( 07 ) and trumpets;—and to Loudon all 
And moie such clays as those to us befall! 


[Exeunt* 
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P. 90. (0 

“ The Dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretagne, anil Alenfonf &c. 

I may observe that Shakcspcaie lifts allowed this line to stand just as he 
found it m The First Part of the Contention, &u,- and, Indeed, even in the 
plays which arc wholly Ins own, he, like other caily dramatists, considered 
him&elf at liberty occasionally to disregard tho laws ofmetio in giving a list 
of proper names; e,g, n, bhiiilc-veise speech in liichaul II, act u. sc 1 (vol iii. 
p 299), contains tho following hue,— 

“Sir John Korbery, Sir Bobert Wateifcon, and Francis Quoint.” 

(Hove the editor of tho second folio throw out the "and") 


P. 100. 0 15 Item, that the duchy of Anjou and the county of Maine shall 

be rdertstd and deh^red fi? t ” &e. 

“When the Cardinal afterwards reads this article, he says: 1 Item, It is 
further agreed between them , that tiro duchies of Anjou and Maine slmll bo 
released and delivered over to/ &c. But the words in the instrument could 
not thus vary, whilst it was passing from tho hands of the Duke to those of 
tho Cardinal, For the inaccuracy Shnlccgpeare Juugt answer, the author of 
the original play not having been guilty of it, This kind of inaccuracy is, I 
believo, peculiar to our poet/ 5 &c. Malone.— Hr. Kniglit and Mr. Collier 
suppose that Grloster’s “sudden qualm 15 prevents him from giving the exact 
woids of tbe document: but—not to mention the utter improbability that, if 
such had beon Shakespeare's intention, he would have left us In nny doubt 
about the matter,—the occurrence of precisely similar inconsistencies in a 
later part of the play is alone sufficient to prove that they are mistaken. Seo 
no to (*). 


P. 101. ( a ) “ And hath his highness in his infancy 

Been crown'd m Paris, m despite of foes?'* 

Here Slecvcns inseited the “Been" (and so Mr, Collier's Ms, Corrector).— 
Itowo in mted, 

“ And was his highness in his infancy 
Crowned in Pans” &c. 

Mr. White Grant (Shafiespeai e's Scholar, Sco, p.334) very ingeniously pro- 
poses (making these lines a contnvuniion of the pie ceding sentence),—- 
“And had his highness in his infancy 
Crowned m Pans" See, 

(“have we studied, and ant in council, and had his highness crowned in Paris,” 
&c ). But I cannot think that there is any conniption in the first line: and tlie 
present passage rends like one of a scries of questions,—“ What! did my 
brother Henry/* &c ,-'“And did my brother Bedford/ 5 &c .,—“Have you 
yourselves/ 5 &c ,—“Or hath mine uncle Beaufort and myself/ 5 &c .,—“And 
hatk Jus highness in his infancy/ 5 &c.? (To object to the alteration, “Been 
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crown'd” &c., IjpcausQ it Involves the elision of a syllable, is hypercritical 
another line of the present play, p, 110, stands thus in the folio, 

“ Are brazen Images of Canonized Saints,”— 
where the Inst syllable of “ Canonized" ought to have been elided,) 


V 102 (') “the duchy of jbpou aiui Maine? &c. 

We liwe had n little before (p. 100) " the duchy of Anjou and tho county of 
Maine,'’ ns also 41 the duchies of Anjou and Maine and here tho move recent 
editors (Up. Collier excepted) silently alter 11 duchy" to 41 duchies,’—rather 
lips lily pel haps- in 77/e Fit si Purl of Henry Vi, p. 73, “tho county Maine 
mul Anjou’ 1 are, immediately after, spoken of ns “ those two counties," 

V. 104. (?) 44 -un/J ie piotictor,” &c. 

The folio has u - wdl fa Protectory?' &e, 

P. ini, (?) 

" Then let's mtke haste uway y and look u ?ito the mam," 

From this line sesercd of the modem editor* have thrown out" aivai/ M 

P. 10 C- ( 7 ) 

"My troublous dt earn this myht doth mcihe mr sad" 

7 lie folio hns "My troublous dreaniGS this night” 

P U}7. (*) 

lt Andm that chan U'het e kings and queens are crown'd," &c\ 

Tlio folio has "- ivcr com,cl," foe. (Mi. Collier prints “ — woie 

< ro« n'd," So., and observe* thot " model'll editor a have substituted id'c for 

‘ ' u ' n ‘’ a o rmrist o’ 1 authority.” None, siuely, was lcquiml, yet they hull flint 
of the original play,— 

“mul floated in the clian-e 
"Where Kings and Queenca me cvomvkIg,” &e. 


1. 109. (?) 


our supplications m the quill, 1 


rethapi “in (he SfUifP' may be equivalent to penned (ns «m print" monnn 

r't “ }, i"‘ rSrMtly d °" ht “y Pew Notc *> &f - p. 99,1 have show., 

that <,mU cannot mean have, a, Mi. Himtoi mfor., from a linn In Sylvester's 

JL, "7"?’ l[ VTT P!,SSasc Unough wlnoh the Piotcctor was to pass. 

; !J, ' , ' P , 100 > Ii-ccoHuitoiuka that We should ycad“ m the coil” (i.c. in 

"mor'il !« S p 6 ' , CrMl ” ll0i T 8 gftcn "' ,Uton “ qucil,”—for which 

ZZ : , ? Y ,a,Sl,r ," lt) ’ 1 " ns n0t Biva ™ that to. Singer had anticipated 
me in h, s 1820.-Mr. Colhcis Ms. Co.rector substitutes t/, e 
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sequel;*' and, in explanation of that lection, Mr. Collier sap, "sequel is used 
lgnovimtly for segncuce” But why should the Petitioner, whose language n 
elsewhere correct enough, wo this one word lf ignorantly ?” Besides, when a 
dramatist puts a wrong word into the mouth of a comic character, there is 
always something ludicrous, 01 inclining to tbo ludicrous, m the mistake of 
the speaker according to the Ms. Conector’s alteration, as explained by 
Mr. Collier, there is nothing of the kind here. 


P. 101 ). ( I0 ) To my Lord Protectoi t* h 

Capell reads, with groat probability, “ For my lord piotector!" making Mnr- 
garot echo the wouls of tlie last speaker. 

P J10. ( ,1 ) “ That my master was?'* 

The folio has “ That my Mistresse was?'* 


P. 110. ( 12 ) "Is this the fashion,” kr. 

The folio has "Is this the fashions f &c. 


p, ill. c 13 ) 

"Beside the haughty protector, have we Beaufoi if &c 
The editor of the second folio altered 11 haughty" to (< huught ’’ 


P. 113. CO 

11 Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 

Pd set my ten emmundments in yarn face'* 

The folio has “7 could set," &c ,—n reading which, on the score of expression 
at least, is not indefensible: but since we may suspect that “could’* is an 
crior occasioned by tho same word occurring immediately nbov'o, and since 
the First Part of the Contention, &e. t in the corresponding passage, has "Ide 
hot,” &c., I adopt, with tho modern editors, tho latter reading. 


P. 113, ( lfi ) " her fume needs no spurs," &c 

The editor of the second folio substituted “can need” for "needs," (I find 
that I liiwe queued on the margin of my Shahevpeure —“Cnn 'fume* bo n raw- 
print fur ‘ftiue*?") 


P. 113. ( ,0 ) “ Shell gallop fast enough to her destruction." 

So Pope (and Mr, Collier’s Ms, Corrector).—Tho folio 1ms “ Shce'le gallop 
fnrro enough f &c, 
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r. us. ('?) 

11 It Hew. Then be if eo. —My Lord of Somerset 
We maha your grace regent oucr tfte French.'* 

Th o$o two lines were insetted by llieobnld from The First Fart of the Conlen - 
lion, Sl c. } because “without then*, the King hag not declared Ins assent to 
Gloucester'* opinion* and the Duke of Somerset is made to (bank him for tlio 
Tcgcncy, before (lie king has deputed bint to it, 11 —Malone rejects the lines, 
drawing n most inconsequential conclusion from the variations in tins sccno 
between the old and the amended play, and supposing tlmfc 41 Shalcespearo 
thought tlcuty's might be expressed by a nod "!—Capell omits them i 

and nsln (with an ignorance of stago-busincss even grcntei than Malone's), 
“nwy not the King’s acquiescence bn conveyed by a Iwkf'l—'Nx. Collior 
throws them out, content with the old hypothesis of the nod —Mr. Knight ex¬ 
cludes them, for "Henry, having (Jncn the power of deckling to Ghster , bath m 
the ense of the armourer and of the regency, might bo intended by tho poet, 
on his ro^i’ial of the play, to speak by tlio mouth of tho protector,” But 
Henry has not “given tlio power of deciding to Glostei':" ho has merely pub 
to him the question,— 

'* Uncle, what shall ice say to tins in law?” 

Kow, why should Malone, Citpell, Mr. Collier, and Mr, Knight so obsti¬ 
nately refuse to be indebted to tho elder play hero, when afterwards they at e 
compelled to borrow from \L twice, in order to render the text intelligible? In a 
note on net iv, ec. 1, Mr, Collier writes, 11 This line, necessiuy to tlio congruity 
of the dialogue, is domed from the quarto," See. and Mr, Knight, ibd ,, ob¬ 
serves, “The passage in brackets is nut found in tho folio. Without it tho 
point of tho dialogue is W, Thcio can be no doubt that it was omitted by a 
typographical orroi,” &c,—What is moic,—in act n. sc 3, whore Iloinor says, 
“ntul therefore, Peter, have at thee with a downright blow," Malone aiul Mr, 
Knight add from the quarto, without the slightest necessity, “as Kovis of South¬ 
ampton fell upon Ascapart.” 

P. uc. 

“ Baling 1 Fwfit of the king: what shall of him become ?' 

[Reading out of a paper.” 

Here Mr. Collier omits the modern Mage-dilection, "Heading out ofupapcif 
uiul observes, ‘MYo need notsuppuati that Bolingbioke’s questions were writ- 
tan m thefir*t instance/* &c. But he appeals to lm\o forgotten that, at tho 
MunmauAt of tins scene, as given in The Fast Fart of the Contention , &e 
Iho Uachess says, 

i4 Hcre, Sir John, take this sa ole of paper hei e, 

Whtrin is writ the questions you shall ashe,” &e. 


P* 117. (™) " We'U s ee your tmhets htre all forthcoming.— 

All , aveuy 1" 

Hu. is evidently corrupt Wu ought, I behove, to rend, either,— 
c ‘- het e all forthcoming .— 

Away r 
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m,— 


Away!" 


lf -AereTbrtf/eflfliiwj nil. — 


for it would seem that either the “All" was repealed, by a mistake of the 
transcriber or competitor, from the preceding hue, —or that thu rending in the 
Jr? having been altered from 11 here all forthcoming'* to 41 here forthcoming all,’ 1 
the first-written “rtf/' 1 was allowed by mistake to retain as ploee, while the 
other was improperly transferred from the end of the first lino to tlio com¬ 
mencement of the second.—The more recent editors, with a violent Ami truly 
nhsmd punctuation, print,— 

“ We’ll see your trinkets hero all forthcoming, 

All.—Away!” 


P. 117. (*) 

,f 4 Tell me what fate rncaiU the Duke of Suffolk f 

What shall betide (he Duke of Somerset A ” 

But nt p. 11G, where Bolingbroko reads the very pa pet which York is now 
reading, ivc find,—* 

* " ‘ What fates await the Duke of Suffolk * 

What shall befall the Duka of Somerset /' ” 

Seo noto ( a ). 

P. 118. (- 1 ) ' k With such holiness can you do UY" 

Warburtou would read, 

" such holiness can you not do it/" 

Mr. Collier’s his. Corrector, 

"And until such holiness you well can do it A 
Mr. Singer (Shakespeare Vindicated , See, p 150), 

CI With such holiness you. can do itf 

But,—however unsatisfactory the old reading may be,—all the above emen¬ 
dations me opposed by the corresponding passage in The First Part of the 
Contention, &c,,—• 

“Churchmen so hote, Good vnckle can you doate* [in 4to, HUD, "can ym 
do't 


1\ 119. P) 

“Glo. True, uncle. 

Car. Are ye advis'd?—the east side of the grove? 

[Aside to GIo 

Glo. Cardinal I am with you . [Aside to Car.” 

In the folio the whole of this is assigned to “ G7o.”—Theobald made the pro 
pm di&tubution. 

YOI*. IV. ° 
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r, i2i> (>«} 

Tho folio bus “Syrnivrt,’’ &c 

1 J 121 . (*>) "• think his nuwngf &c. 

Sc The First Part <?/ the Conlntlion, &u—The folio ]m<j 11 tfuV<c it, Ctoumjp," 
&c.' t but m iht rest of the speech it agrees verbatim with the \to —The whole 
14 printer! ns prose in tlm older p/ay. Tho folio divides it into linos ofim- 
npial length (which, by tho by, Joes not prove dint the editor of tho folio 
touk tho speech for\orio r since ho afterwards allows several prose-specchos of 
Cade (o stand so divided), Boswell appiclionds that “no mefcio was intended” 
hero; hut I see every reason to Icliovo Unit the piosent speech was written 
bj tlic on L'in id author m voiso, and that Ins verse has baun corrupted into 
jnoso. X think, however, oitJi Hr. Knight, that proso is preferable to such 
iciao ds an attempt at metrical turnngcnicnt, without alterations of the text, 
produces hem, 

I’. 12,1, P) 

° Married Richard Earl of Cumin uhjei who was snn 
To iLVinuud Langley, JSdwaid the (hud's fifth sen.” 

The Mo has,— 

11 Marrycd JbcJwid, Earle of Cambridge 
^Vho it'a9 to Edmond Langley, 

Eduard the thirds Jift Sonnes Sonne," 


P. 121. (-") u ]Vhat plain proceeding is more plum that this f" 

The folio hoa pfcttae proceedings is wjore/ f &c. 

T. 126. ( 2T ) 11 for sms," &c. 

The folio lias '‘for sinno" Sec. 

r. 127. o 

“ Gotland King Henry govern England's helm 
Give up your staff', sir, and th c hind his realm* 

The folio has ‘ Enijfomh lo^rnoT—Tho eroendatton (an obvious one) 

wiu raiidc by Johnson. 

V . 127. ( f >) 

U ^1°' My s^tTl here, 7johk Henry, ts my stiff'." 

Afk-r thH line Mr, Collier's Jfs. Corrector inserts,-' 

“T 0 think I fain would keep it, ninkes me laugh)" 

»ml Mr Collier c»1H it « an mjmrHnt addition,"-but is it not inther «n„ 
for assmedty G [ester is in no Inning InL.n 

P. lar, (= 6 ) 

“ Vim Elciatoi’spride dies in her youngest dim ” 

.e«eprmh.\“ her younger ^.“-Mr. Colher’s Ms. Corrector s „b S l., 
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tutos 11 - her proudest days" mul Hr. Singer’s Ms, Coriecior {Shakespeare 

Vindicated, Sc c. p. 152) "- her strongest days" 

t\ 129. ( 31 ) " nunc enemy" &c 

So tho second folio,—The first folio lias “mine Enemies,” &c. 


P. 129. C 32 ) 11 With envious looks, laughing at thy §hame" 

So the line stnnds both in tho folio and m tho originQi play.*—Tlio editor of 
the second folio interpolated 14 still” before "laughing” &c. 


P. 134. ( J ' i ) 11 For lids i nchn'd rcs is the ravenous wolf" 

The folio has "- as is the rauemus Whines,”—I give the reading of Rove, 

ivInch (on account of wliat precedes,— 11 a dove,” " tho hateful raven, 1 ’ nml 11 a 

lamb”) is preferable to the moro recent alteration"-<r» arc the rate no us 

wohes.” 

p. i35. m 

11 IViri/, Sujfolk, thou shall not see me blush" Sec, 

The editor of the second folio printed M Well, Suffolk , yet them skull not " &e 
—Malone roads, "Well, Snffuik’s duke, thou shah not," &c.,—the cmresponding 
line in the original play being, "Why Suftolkes Duke thou shnlt not see me 
blush,” &c. (Qy "Well, Suffolk, well, ikon shalt not ” &c.? compare, at p. 141, 
" Well , nobles, well” &e.) 

P. 136. ( M ) "from all suspect" 

Tho folio has " from all susponcc.” 

P. 137, C 30 ) “ The ancient pro verb Will ha well effected ” & c. 

Here Mr. Knight puts a note; "effected—tho original affected, Mr, Collier 
made this pioper change.” Put 11 effected '* is tho reading both of the first nncl 
of the second folio; "affected” tho misprint of the Var, Shakespeare , 

P, 138, ( 37 ) t{ Free lords f Sc c. 

According to Warburton, heie “Free" means "not bound up to such precise 
regards of loligion ns is the king;” according to Cnpell, "free from such 
weaknesses as you see in tho king; 11 and Hr, Singer (in his Shakespeare, 
1820,) suggests that the word is perhaps to bo undo stood in its old significa¬ 
tion of "noble.”—But, smcly, the reading 11 Free" is very questionable — 
Ilainner printed "See, lords" &c.—Mr. Collier’s Mu. Corrector substitutes 
"Ptnv fords,” &c, (in The Thud Part of fleiuy VI* act in sc, 1, we have 
" How now, fair lords /”) 

P. 139. (° 3 ) “As Humph i ey t prov'd by reasons, to my liege f 
H a inner printed 11 A? Humphrey'3 prov'd by reasons to my hegc" 
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r. 1-12. p) 

“ WInkx I m 71efiuitf iwtrrtsft a mighty hand” &c. 

In Walker's Shakespeare's Verstfioalion f &c. p, 65, this lino is quoted to show 

ill at “ nouwA*’ h used hero as a monosyllable; n 0 v have any of Shakespeare's 
cuJnjneutatarji hesitated at the word. I am strongly inclined, however, to be~ 
liew that Mi. Collier’s Ms Corrector may have been right when he substituted 
“Whiles 1 tn Ireland march a myhty tarn//’ 4 tc.; and the move so, because in 
The Firsl Part of Hemp Vf 4 (see p l, and note ( 9 ), p, B3) r the reading 0 f 
tho folio, “a ifonvish of suh Tcwes” 49 undoubtedly a mistake foe “a mni'ish 
of salt teuYt" 


P. U2. ( 40 ) 11 lT r itfmaAe /ums«y / mmuV? Aim (o time arms ' 1 

We so frequently find “ aims'’ misprinted “ arm 9, 11 tlnd perhaps wo might sus¬ 
pect siK'h to bo the case heic, nere it not for tho corresponding passage of 
the original play;— 

“Ileele nej c confess^ Unit I did set him on, 

And thorcfoio . 


That so soono ns 1 am gono lie may begin 
To rise in Ames with tloupes of countvy swaines, 1 ’ &o 
And see note (? 5 ) 


r. U& ( 4J J "Margaret >' 

The folio has “Nell "—Cape 11 and Mr Collier substitute " Meg," 


P. 145 , ( A1 ) 41 Maryatcl” 

Tho fijfio lias “JSlianm 


I 1 . 145. ( n ) “direct his sfatuet, and worship it.” 

I be folio bfls “.Erect A15 statue/ 1 fee.—-Mr. Collier observes, ml “ Wc must 
recollect that 1 statue’ was sometimes pronounced as throe syllables, Modern 
editors, forgetting this, have all conspired to interpolate then into this Ime 
after 1 statue/without the slightest authority or notice”—lint >vo know for 
certain that tho Latin form sW^rt vras 4my frequently used, not only by 
writers of a)] descriptions dining the days of Shtvkespcftvc, hut also by those 
uhn flomisbed at a late period of the seventeenth century • several instance* 
of this are died by Todd (Johnson's Diet, tn v. Sfaf«e)«, and I could easily 
nddm'o a down others. I therefore t lllV0 UQt tlie s ligU tcst c \ oubt Lhafc _ 
ctlt statue occurs, while the metre requires three syllables it Is an error for 

U “ r * M P° eta no mo ™ thought of using statue as u trisyllable than 
rtifcrt, a third form of the void which is not unfrequently found- SC e my 
ItrmurfoonMr. Collier's and Mr, Knight's C iK of Shahcycaie, p. 1 BG. 
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V 14.1 ( [l ) 11 What boiled this but well-Jorenarning wind 

Did seem to say, ... 

What did J then hut curs'd the gentle gusts'' Bee. 

Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector reads “- the un gentle gusts/’ &c.j and so does 

Mr. Singer's Ms, Corrector (Shakespeare Vindicated, See, p. 352).—But Llio 
filtemtion could hardly have failed to occur to Theobald, ITnnmer, See f who 
nuibfc hare perceived that "gentle" was a very unusual epithet for *'gusts 
and yet they did not disturb the text 1 presume they understood Margaret 
(who 1ms just above spoken of the ,l well-fouwarnwg wind”) to mean.—that, 
'when sho cursed tho gusts, she w T as not anaie that they were really noting 
towards her with kindness, m keeping her freon the English shore. 


P. 145 ( Jj ) "Margaret" 

The folio has “Ehanor.” 


P. 146. ( ,a ) “ To sit and witch me" &i\ 

The folio hus 11 To sit and watch &c. 


P, 146 ( 47 ) "MaujaretT 

The folio has “Elianor.” 


V. 146 (**) “ [Warwick goes into nn inner chamber,” &c, 

Tilts is a modern addition, More tho folio lins no sfngeMirection. Jn the 
corresponding place of The First Part of ike Contention, &c, we find “ War- 
wiche drawes the cut tames and showes Duke Humphrey in his led" 


I J , 147. ( 49 ) " to dram 

u Upon his face (tn ocean of salt tearsf 

ftteovem would read “fo ram,” &e : which is also substituted by Mr. Collier’s 
Ms Corrector.—Malone thus defends the old lection.—-“This is one of our 
poet’s harsh expressions. As when tithing is drained,drops of water issue 
fiom it, he licentiously uses the wold here in tho sense of dropping or distill¬ 
ing" 


V. 147. ( 50 ) 

“[The folding-doors of an inner chamber are thrown open,” &c. 
Heio the folio lias merely 11 BedputfoiihT 

l> 147. C 51 ) u Toi 

Tor seeing him," See. 

Til ere scorns reason to suspect that tho second 11 Foi ” is un error caused by 
the occurrence of tho same word just above: Capell altered it to <f And.” 
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1*. ( 3i ) t( Dread /on/, dm commons sendyou maid by me, 

Unless fake SnJ)’i>lh ah itight” &o. 

The folicp has lt Vjifesse Lord Sufjolke straight” &c.: but thoro cannot bo a 
(luubfc that ‘'Lord” Was reported by mrstnko from tho line above; for the eoi 
responding passage of tho original play 

“31 y Lord, the Commons sends yon even'd by me, 

'I he [4to 1610, That] vnless e false buffo! kc horn bo done 
tu death/ 1 ftc- 

and towards the closo of the present speech , ns amended in the folio, we have, 
‘ l I r iam such fill serpents ns falsa BniVolk 13.” 


i\ 151, (^ 3 ) 11 Hast thou not spirit to Curse thine enemies ? 

Suf. A plague upon (hem l'* 

The folio has u - to cer&e thine enemy ?* which SLVLnil editors have retained, 

but the «‘oi responding words of The Pint Part of the Contention, &e„ mo 
‘‘Jb'ic womanish man, caii^E thou not mirse thy enemies?* 


1*. 153. ( ai ) u wert thou hence." , 

bo the second folio.—The first folio has thence.” 


P. 153. («) 11 1 can 710 more '—live thou to jot/ % life; 

hhpelf to jot/ m naught hit 0\ut thou hu'st” 

Iho folio liuy “My selfe no wy m nought” &c.— X adopt tho vary alight 
tdterfttbm of Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector- because (though double negatives 
menot m Shah^poino) the old mOing bn* a bkungo nwInvard- 

ness ol expression, and because, to all appearance, the '‘no" wns erroneously 
uprated from the preceding lino J 


U. 156. (“ 6 ) “ The lives of those winch we have lost in fight 
He CoutUejpois'd with such a petty sum ?* 

Uvic . Lfui totciuigatiBii-point wus, I belike, first introduced by Mi*. Knight - 
anil Uat least Millers Ihe passage intelligible. Ilut most motably S( „u P - 
thmg has ilrtpjod nut Horn 0,0 t^t,-whieh isrettamhj the ease with respect 
to IwPalher passages {» t/as mae « A , Jtven ih e/aho t sec the two next notes, 
(ttowe printed, ' 

“blur can <Ao S e lives which ire have lost in fight 
lie, counterpois'd,” See. 

31 alone, 

41 rj ^* {lUs °f those which we have lost in fight 
Caunrit le counterpois'd” _ 

abieh ,s nut »«■> Imppy.-M,. Collier’s Ms. Corrector , en d i( 
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“ Cun lives of those which we have lost in fight 
Be counterpois'd” 

which Mr, Collier thinks “is unobjectionable ? but. we may object, uml 
strongly, to the omission of “Me” before “lives”) 


V 157. Q 7 ) “Jove sometime went disguis'd, and why not I?" 

This line ia only found in The First Part of the Contention, &c,,—without it, 
the next speech has no meaning, 

P. 157, ( flB ) 

u Suf. Obscure and lowly swam. King Henry's blood? &c, 

In the Folio, this lino is by mistake made a portion of the preceding speech, 
uml " lowly" is misprinted M lowsie.” 


P. 158. ( 39 ) “ Cap. Yes, Poole. 

Suf. Pook}" 

Thcso two speeches are found only in The First Pm i of the Contention, feu 
That they were accidentally omitted in the folio is eudent. 


I\ 158. (*») u are rising? &o. 

Tho folio has " and rising? &e. 


1\ 159, ( 01 ) " Than Barg ulus t\e sttong Illyrian pirate? &c. 

In thu notes on this lino the commentators lmvc nil omitted to mention that 
“ BargnhuP is a corruption derived from the faulty rending in Cicero Ih Off, 
ii, 11,— “Bcogitlus, Illyiius latro, de quo est apiul TliGopompumi' &e. (a pns- 
fcftgo winch ’War bur toil 1ms adduced, and which, by a singular oversight, Mv. 
Collier 1ms given ns an extract from T/ieopompus,'— who wrote m Greek). Tho 
Li uu name is Burclylis (or Hardy 11 is). 


1* 150. ( M ) “Golldus timor uucupat avtus/ 1 

The folio hns “Bine gelulus timor/ 1 &c.—Tho editor of tho second folio, not 
knowing wlmfc to substitute for “Pme,” throw out tho word; so did It owe and 
several of his s»ucccssoi’s: and I consider it more advisable to follow Turn* 
example than to print, with Theobald, “Poena ? gelidus timor," ^ or, uith 
Malono (wlio thought that hero “ the meusuro is of iltfch consequence".'), 
“Pend gelidus timor," &c.—Concerning this quotation,—which, ns fnr ns 1 
know, lms not yet been traced to its source,—see the notes in tho Var . Stfiafie- 
s pcaic*. 

V 150, (° 3 ) “ Come , soldiers, show what cruelty ye can? &c. 

In tlie folio tills line is given by mistake to the preceding speaker. 
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1* IC1 ( sl ) " And Smith the weave ?,—” 

Ccipoll, licit? mill cjscwliere, boldly altered "Smith* to “Will. 1 ’-* fautwil ^ 
• 1 jV/ t ,w lie sajs, iu liis add style, “ tho folios and other copies fiom them gw> 
u.s 'Smth,' and when this Smith corner to speak, call him * IVeavnr,* but ua 
some of tills JrwiiTrVf speeches are pi efuccd by iKi/Zin the quartos, and those 
of nil his associates by Christian names only, reason pronounces Smith ft mis¬ 
take, and declares for Will, tho matter is fcnllnig" 


V. 161, ( w ) "shall fall? &c, 

The folio has 41 shall Me,” &c. (but the speaker te alluding to his name, Cade 
fu>m endo.) 


P. 164. ( M ) "/<» thereby is England manitid? &o. 

Here the modern editors (Cnpell excepted) alter “ mained" to 14 mnhned , M — 
The old reading ia quite right,— u To atAiNr, to lame,” JIuntor's llallam- 
shire Glossary. 


l\ 165 ( fi 0 

“ thou shah have a license lo fall for a hundred lacking one t (t week? 

The folio omits 44 a week ?—Tho conesponding passage in The First Pail of 
the Contention, See., is, “Thou $hnlt hauo liconco to kll for fourc score & ouo 
a neck."—See Malone's note ad l 


L J . lGfk ([ 6b ) 

“Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolk's death f 

Tlu> has been \aviously altered: but Shakespeare hove retains the \ovy words 
of tho original. 

P 1GG. ( 69 ) ** I fear me, love,” ike, 

The elder play has “ Ifcarc , my lone? &c, which se^cial editor* have adopted j 
and it certainly agree* better with tho reply of Margaret than tho vending of 
the faUo, which is pm Iuvps an accidental vaimtion 


( ;o ) lt Zord Safa the traitors hate thee? 

So the folio.—The drat folio has “- hatotli thee? (Capell very 

coolly pnn the traitor rebel hateth thee?) 


P, 1G7. ( 71 ) 44 The citizens Jly and fo)sake then houses? 

I ho second folio has 44 - Jly him, and forsake? &c.—In sovoral modem 

editicnb the words 11 The citizens” are made the concluding portion of tho pre¬ 
ceding line 
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l\ 170. C 7 -) “m afoot-cloth” &c. 

The original play ami the becond folio have 41 on a footchth,” &c. \ but tho 
v catling of the first folio is etpmlfy right. Compare Jons on's Case is altered, 
act iv. sc. 4 (IForAs, vi. 391, ed, Gifford), “I’ll go m my fool-cloth. I’ll turn 
gentleman*” 


P. 170. C 3 ) “When have I aught exacted at your hands, 

But to maintain the king , the realm , and you?” 

The folio lias “ Kent to flicrinfinue, the King” &c.,—tho ivovtl **Kent” lmviog 
crept in here by some mistake,—perhaps in consequence of its occurring three 
times a little above,—Stcevens conjectured “Dent to maintain the king” &c.j 
winch does not well suit the context—1 have no hesitation in adopting the 
correction of Johnson, u But to maintain the king” &e M —which (ns Mr, W. 
N. Lettsom informs me) tho late Mr. Sydnoy Walker thought 11 undoubtedly’* 
the right reading—Mr Singer and Mr, Collier print “Kent, to maintain the 
king” &c.,—supposing “Kent’* to bo addressed to the Kentish men: which 
appears to me no less strange than Air, Collior’s objection to Johnson's emen¬ 
dation u But '*'—that it makes Lord Say acknowledge himself guilty ofcxnc- 
Liou. 

J\ 171. (?') 

“ Ye shall have a hempen caudle, then, and the help of hatchet.” 

Tho folio 1ms “- a hempen Candlo then,” &c,,—which tlio editor of the 

'Second folio loft mi corrected, while lie inseited “a 1 * before fi hatchet” 

Parmer’s altoinkion, "- and the jmp of a hatchet bus been received into 

fclie text of moio tlinn ono edition: but, as Mr. Collier obsorvefl, tho old and 
very common emit phrase M was *pap with a hatchet/ and not 1 pap of a 
hatchet/"—Tho llov. J. Mitford {Gent's Magazine for Kov, 1841, p. IBS’) 

would rend “- and the helve qf a hatchet f* but why the hnndlo of that 

instrument ?—Steovons says that /Ac help oj a hatchet is little better than 
nonsense/—forgetting .that “a Acmpen caudle” properly comes under the head 
of nonsense also:—if wo allow of the latter prescription for Loul Say’s “sick¬ 
ness and diseases/’ wo surely need not ba q( leaded at tho former. 


P. 171. ( 7fi ) 11 The palsy, and not fcm, provokes me.” 

Most of the modem editoia (including My. Collier mid Mr* Knight, who arc 

generally opposed to such alterations) print ° -prouoAeth me” —though 

u\on the editor of the second folio made no change hero. 


3’. 172. ( 7 ") “ Or let a rebel had you to yout deaths ?” 

The folio has “Or let a rabble tortile/’ &c,—I give the emendation of the two 
Ms. Correctors,—Mr. Collier’s and Mr, Singer’s, and, though it requires no¬ 
thing tn confirm, it, I may mention that in tho corresponding speech of tho 
older play Ciulo is termed “tins monstrous Jicbcll hcie,” 
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P. 173. ('*) “ CiHmg 1 Viiiacot unto all they meet" 

The foUo has “ Crying yillixigo ,’ 5 &c.—Theobald’s alteration, “ Crying, Villa- 
geois,’* &c„ is mhoditced in all the more lccent editions, but Gftpoli (see Ins 
note) adopted it with hesitation, and Hr. ITnntor {New Must, of Shakespeare, 
n 73 ) has protested against It.—-The old reading "viUmgo* or moie properly 
“ vihttcof is a term ofrepionch which we not un Frequently find in our Curly 
writers So in Every Man out of fas Humour, act v. sc. 3 , “Now out, base 
vtlmcof where Gilford (Jonson’s IFoi ks, ii, 181 ) has the following note; 
“This word, occurs m Decker; ‘Before they camo near tho gioat hall, the 
faint-hearted vilhttcoes sounded at least thnco , 1 ZJntrumng tho Humorous 
Poet, In both places it mean* n worthless dastard: (from tho Kalian ugh- 
accoy’ (Hr. Hunter, ubi supia, is not quite correct when lie says that, 
“ Vffltayo is given by Jlorfo in Ms Hid. Plano has "Viyhacca, a rnaoall, 
u base varlct/ &c) 

P. 173. (*) u Of tjrifawglimes and stout kerns," &c, 

The Rev, J, Mitford {Gent, Magazine for Nov. 1844 , p. 458 ) and Mr. Collier’s 

Ms. Corrector rend “-- stoat Irish herns, 11 &c.- but if a word has dropped 

out (which is piobuble), it atu&ly was wot “Irish for why apply that 
opitKet especially to tlic ” kerns," and not to the «gallounjlnssesf who wo 
Jnsfaaho )t 


p* 175, C°) "Ill's arms are only to remove from thee 

The Duke of Somerset, whom he terms a Unitor" 

In iny Jiemai/ts on Mr, Collier’s and Mt. Knight's eds of SMespcare, p. 130, 
I mail) turned that wo ought to road hero "Jits aims me mil//" Sio ])ut I jiow 
soo that “mms" 11 undoubtedly the light word: compare uot only the next 
speech, but what accuis at p. 179 ,— 

** York . 

l'hc caviso why I have bought this army hither 
Is, (a remove proud Somcisct from (ho king, 41 &e. 

“Buck. That is too much presumption on thy part: 

But if thy onus be to no other cud” &c. 


I\ 175. («) <■ J s straightway calm'd,” &c. 

fen (he fourth folio, uud rightly.—The first folio has “ 
“ —- claimd,” the third “-claim’d ” 


-calino” tho second 


l*. 175. (•') "Ip,an thee, BuehUnjhm, 9 o and mnt hm - & c 


V ' ,7S - (W > "ambitionl" 

Ho the »econdfol,„._av fi 15t f olio h „ ,. a „ Mhum ,, 
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P. 176 ( B3 ) “Enter Itlon, with Servants behind,” 

The folio does not murk the entrance of tho Servanta; but it seeing to bo n 
necessary addition, as Cado presently speaks ofldon’s “fivo men”—In the 
original play, the corresponding stage diifiction is, “Enter Jacke Cade at one 
doorc , and at the other , maistei Alexander By den, and his men” See,; and tliero 
Iden concludes his third speech by saying to his men, **Sirrha, fetch mo 
weopona, and stand you nil aside.” 


X*. 176. ( H1 ) “ ami loorth a monarchy” 

llowc printed “and ’s woilhf Scc.i but tho text is elliptical, and bus the samo 
meaning. 

1’. 170. ( Hi ) “hi/ othei's’ waning. 11 

Bowo’s correction.—Tho folio has 11 by others warning.” 


P 177. ( BB ) “I beseech Jove” Sea. 

Instead of “Jove” the original play, in the c on csponding passage, has “God,” 
which Malone adopted, because, ho says, tho other reading “was undoubtedly 
introduced by tho editor of tho folio to avoid the penalty of tho statute, 3 Jac, 
cli. 2.” This may lmve been the case; but still wo frequently find “Jove” 
used by early wntois ns the name of tho God of Chris tifinsj e.g,— 

“Beneath our standard of Joues powerful! sonno [i,o, Chiist].” 

Mir. for Mag is hates, p. Gd2, cd, 1610. 
And see my ad. of Marlowe's Worhs y \o], ii, 21. 


P. 170. ( 07 ) “Buckingham” &e. 

Tlic editor of tlio second folio printed " 0 Buckingham” See. 


l\ 181, ( 88 ) “first let me ash of these” &c. 

The folio Ims “- ash of tlieo,” &e.—By “these” York “meuns oitlior his 

sons, or his troops, to whom ho may be supposed to point.” Malohl. 


L\ 181, ( 8<l ) “fur my enfranchisement.” 

So tho second folio.—Tho first lias *' of my” &c. 


P. 182. ( DD ) “fdl-ho'Mmj ems” &c. 

An error lu\s boon suspected hero: but qy. if justly ?—Heath proposed to 
vend inching curs ”'—which is little moro than an alteration of spelling 
(SCO Richardson's Did. m v. Anrc/i)', iui<l Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substi¬ 
tutes “/c/Mooking curs.” 
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r. Isa. p 1 ) 

“ Oft have I seen a hat o'er weening car 
Run hath and fate, because he was withheld; 

Who i being suffb V/ with the bear's foil pau>, 

Hath dapp'd his tail between his legs and c* iedf 

Mr. Collier’s 31s. Corrector substitutes u Who, having snffb'd with the hears 
fell pitwf &c.'~on which Mr. Singci {Shakespeare Vindicated, &c. p. 156) 
reintuks truly enough “that llio old copy needs no chungC;*' but he misses 
the truth when ha adds that 11 suffer'd is boro used pnssnely in the sense of 
pumfa'rlf —Nothing cun bo more evident tlmn that 41 being suffer'd? is put in 
opposition to “withheld,” and has litre the t;mvio weaning as it has cavUev in 
the play, p. 150, 

“Lest, bang suffered in that harmful slumber,” &c, 
and also in The Third Fart of Henry V/, activ, scene 8, 

^ A little; fifo is qtuchly tioWcn emtj 
Which, bbng suffer'd, rivers cannot quench 
The cur, when withheld t turned round and snapped Rt those who restrained 
hitnj hut, being suffer'd to engagu with the bear’s fell paw, &o. 


P* 183. ( 32 ) “ death Or dignity," 

Tbo folio has 0 (hath and dignitie” 

I\ 183. (<*) ”thy household badge," 

Ho The First Fan of the Contention, &e.—Tho folio lias « % housed Fudge." 


P. 184 ( D <) “And SO (0 arms, vicro> i&us father" Sc c . 
The second folio has 11 - victorious noble fatherf ko. 


I . fl €T, \ fi ) M Of Siifadiuif, wdo can report of/lmi ," $o. 

Ifoie, Mi Collier’s Ms, Coirector alters "Of” to —anrl with groat 

probability, lor in the corresponding speech of the original play York asks 
" But did you see old Sahsbuiy,” 


V. 189. (*) "How, by mg hand, bids? & c , 

Mahno roads, with (ho oldov play, “jVW, by my ffl.lh, hub,” fot U l0 tmn 
inontioJied in note (*). 


I 1 . 183. («) 


1 Sound drums and trumpets ’ 


So tUu oj-iglnnl plny.-floo tho folio J )fts «Sound Dmmmo and Tnmnet*,” 

t* 2J” rM ' ra "’ n “ to " *«. a 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


3£isq Henry the Sixth, 

Edward, Pm .nob op \Valbs, his son 
Louis XI. King or Prance. 

Duke or Somerset. 

Duke op Exeter, 

Earl op Oxford. 

Earl of Northumberland. 

EaRL OP 'WESTMOIIELANI). 

Loud Cljfiord. 

Bichaud Plantagenet, Duke of York. 

Edwluid, Earl of March, afterwards King - 
Edmund, Earl of Bulland, 

George, Afterwards Duke of Clarence, 

Richard, nftenvmcls Duke of Gloster, 

Duke of Norfolk. 

Marquis of Montague. 

Earl of Warwick. 

Earl op Pembroke. 

Lord Hastings. 

Lord Stafford. 

S.n Jo,IK M0Rin,En - 1 uncles to the Mco of York. 

Sir Htjcmi Mortimer, J 

Henry, EaiI of Richmond, a youth. 

Lord Divers, brother to Lruly Giey. 

Srit William Stanley. 

Sir John Montgomery. 

Sir John Somerville. 

Tutor to Rutland. Mayor of York. 

Lieutenant of the Tq\y<h\ A tfohlfunjui 
Two Keepers, A Huntsman. 

A Son that hag killed his fiitUav, 

A Father that liaq killed lus son. 

Queen Margaret. 

Lady Grey, afterwards Queen to Edward IV". 

Bona, sister to the Trench Queen. 

Soldiers, and other Attendants on King- Henry and King Edward, 
Messengers, Watchmen, &c- 

rcxii T)unntj part of the third act in Francei during the rest of (he play 
in England. 
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KING HENRY YI. 


ACT I, 

Scene L London. The Parliament-house* 

Drums, Some Soldiers of Yojut’a party break in. Then enter the 
Duke of York, Edward, Richard, Norfolk, Montague, 
Warwick, and others, with while roses m their hols. 

TVai\ I wonder liow the king escap'd our hands. 

York . While we pursued the horsemen of the north, 

He slily stole away, and left his men ■. 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 

Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat, 

Cheer'd up the drooping army ; and himself, 

Lord Clifford, and Lord Stafford, all a-breast. 

Charg'd our main battle's front, and, breaking in, 

Were by the swords of common soldiers slain. 

JSthv, Lord Stafford's father, Duke of Buckingham, 

Is either slain or wounded dangerous ; 

I cleft his beaver with a downright blow: 

That tbis is true, father, behold his blood, 

[Showing his bloody sword, 
Mont . And, brother,^) here's the Earl of Wiltshire's 
blood, [To York} showing his. 

Whom I encounter’d as the battles join'd. 

Rich, Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did. 

[Throwing down the Duke of Somerset's head . 
York, Richard hath best deserv'd of all my sons.— 

But, is your grace dead, my Lord of Somerset ? 
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tforf. Such hope have all the line of John of Gaunt! 

Rich . Thus tlo I hope to shake King Henry’s head. 

War. And so do I.—Victorious Prince of York, 

Before I see thee seated in that throne 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 

I vow by heaven these eyes shall never close, 

This is the palace of the fearful king. 

And this the regal seat: possess it, York ; 

For this is thine, anti not King Henry’s heirs', 

York. Assist me, then, sweet Warwick, and I will; 

For hither we have broken in by force, 

Norf* We’ll all assist you; he that flies shall die. 

York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk:—stay by me, my lords 
And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night. 

War. And when the king comes, offer him no violence, 
Unless he seek to thrust yon out perforce. [The Soldiers rebirr. 

York. The queen, this day, here holds her parliament, 
But little thinks we shall be of her council; 

By words or blows here let us win our right. 

Rich. Arm’d as we are, let’s stay within this house. 

War . The bloody parliament shall this be call’d. 

Unless Flan tag cue t, Duke of York, be king, 
i And bashful Henry depos’d, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemies. 

Yoik. Then leave me not, my lords; be resolute ; 

I mean to take possession of my light. 

Wau Neither the king, nor he that loves him best, 

The piondest he that holds up Lancaster, 

Dares stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells. 

I’ll plant Plantftgenet, root him up who dares:— 

Resolve thee, Richard; claim the English crown. 

[Warwick leads York to the throne } who seats himself. 


Flourish, Rnler King Henry, Clifford, Nortii umueriand, 
WESTjroREiiAND, Exeter, and others, with red rose s in their 
hals. 

K. Hen , My lords, look where the sturdy rebel sits, 

Even in the chair of state! belike he means 
(Backd by the power of Warwick, that false peer) 
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To aspire unto the crown, and reign as king.— 

Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father; 

And thine, Lord Clifford; and you both have vow’d revenge 
On him, his sons, his favourites, and his friends) 

North. If I he not, heavens be reveng'd on me 1 
Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in steel, 
West. What, shall we suffer this ? let’s pluck him down : 
My heart for anger burns; I cannot brook it. 

1C Hen . Be patient, gentle Earl of Westmoreland, 

Clif. Patience is for poltroons, such as he : ( a ) 

He durst not sit there, had your father liv’d. 

My gracious lord, here in the parliament 
Let us assail the family of York. 

North. Well hast thou spoken, cousin : be it so. 

IC Hen, Ah, know you not the city favours them, 

And they have troops of soldiers at their beck? 

Exe.i*) But when the duke is slain, they’ll quickly fly. 

I IC lien , Ear be the thought of this from Henry’s heart, 
|To make a shambles of the parliament-house ! 

Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats 
! Shall be the war that Henry means to use. 

[They advance to the Duke. 
Thou factious Duke of York, descend my throne, 

And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet; 

I am thy sovereign, 

York . I am thine.(*) 

Exe. 3?or shame, come down: he made thee Dvike of 
York. 

York, It was my inheritance, as the earldom( 5 ) was. 

Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown, 

War . Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown 
In following this usurping Henry. 

Clif. Whom should he follow but his natural king? 

War. True, Clifford; and( 6 ) that’s Richard Duke of York. 
1C Hen . And shall I stand, and tliou sit in my throne ? 
Yoik. It must and shall he so: content tliyself. 

War. Be Duke of Lancaster \ let him be king. 

West . He is both king and Duke of Lancaster ■, 

And that the Lord of Westmoreland shall maintain. 

VOL, lv. f 
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Jf'ar, And Warwick shall disprove H. You forget 
That \vc are those which chas'd you fiom the field, 

And slew your lathers, and with colours; spread 
March’d through the city to the palace-gates. 

JSfo)th. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my grief; 

And, by his soul, thou and thy house shall rue it. 

JFest, Plant a genet, of thee, and these thy sous. 

Thy kinsmen, and thy friends, I’ll have more lives 
Than drops of blood were in uvy father’s veins. 

Clif ; Urge it no more; lest that, instead of words, 

I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger 
As shall revenge his death before I stir. 

[Far. Poor Clifford t how I scorn his worthless threats ! 
Par k. Will you we show our title to the crown ? 

If not, our swords shall plead it in the held. 

K . Hen . What title hast tliou, traitor, to the crown? 
Tliyp) father was, as thou art, Duke of York ; 

Thy giandfather, Roger Mortimer, Earl of March: 

I am the sou of Henry the fifth, 

Who made the Dauphin and the French to stoop, 

And seiz'd upon their towns and provinces. 

[Far. Talk not of France, sit]) thou hast lost it all. 

A". lieu. The lord protector lost it, and not I: 

When I was clown’d 1 was but; nine months old. 

Rich . You are old enough now, and yet, methinks, you 
lose,— 

Father, tear the crown from the usurper’s head. 

Edu\ Sweet father, do so; set it on your head. 

Mont. Good brother [to Yorh\ as thou lov’st and hon¬ 
our’s t arms. 

Let's fight it out, and not stand cavilling thus. 

Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the king will ily. 
York, Sons, peace! 

K. Hen. Peace thou! and give King Henry leave to speak. 
F Ur. Plantagenet shall speak first: hear him, lords ; 

And be you silent and attentive too, 

For he that interrupts him shall not live. 

A. lien . Think'st thou that I will leave my kingly throne, 
Wherein my graudsire and my father sat ? 
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No: fust shall war unpeople this my realm ; 

Ay, and their colours,—often home in France, 

And now in England to our heart’s great sorrow,— 

Shall be my winding-sheet.—Why fault you, lords? 

My title’s good, and better far than his. 

War. Prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be king. 

K, lien . Henry the fourth by conquest got the crown. 
York. *Twas by rebellion against his king. 

IC Hen . I know not wliat to say ; my title’* weak. [Aside. 
Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir? 

York . What then ? 

K . Hen. An if lie may, then am I lawful king; 

For llichard, in the view of many lords, 

Resign’d the crown to Henry the fourth, 

Whose heir my father was, and I am his, 

York* He rose against him, being his sovereign, 

And made him to resign bis crown perforce. 

War . Suppose, my lords, lie did it unconstrain'd, 

Think you ’twere prejudicial to Ins crown ? 

Exe. No; for he could not so resign his crown, 

But that the next heir should succeed and reign. 

K . Hen. Art thou against us, Duke of Exeter ? 

Ease. His is the light, and therefore pardon me. 

York. Why' whisper you, my lords, and answer not? 

Exe. My conscience tells me he is lawful king. 

K. Hen. All will revolt from me, and turn to him, [Asklw 
North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay’st, 

Think not that Henry shall be so depos’d. 

War. Depos’d he shall be, iu despite of all. 

North. Thou art deceiv’d: ’tis not thy southern power, 

Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent,— 

Wlncli makes thee thus presumptuous and proud,— 

Can set die duke up, in despite of me. 

Chf. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 

Loid Clifford vows to fight in thy defence: 

May that ground gape, and swallow me alive, 

Where I shall kneel to him that slew my father! 

IC Hen. 0 Clifford, how thy words revive my heart! 
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York * Henry of Lancaster, resign thy(®) crown.— 

What mutter you, or what conspire you, lords? 

War, Do right unto this princely Duke of York; 

Or I will fill tire house with armed men, 

And over the chair of state, where now be sits. 

Write up his title with usurping Wood, 

[He stamps ♦ and the Soldiers show themselves* 

X. Hen. My Lord of Warwick, heai(°) hut one word:— 
Let me for this my life-time reign as king. 

York. Confirm the crown to me and to mine heirs, 

And thou dvalt reign in quiet while tliou liv’st. 

K. Hen. 1 am content: Richard Plan to genet, 

Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. 

Chf What wrong is this unto the prince your son! 

War* What good is this to England and himself! 

West* Base, fearful, and despairing Henry ! 

Clif How hast thou injur’d Loth thyself and us! 

West. I cannot stay to hear these articles. 

North . Nor I, 

Cl if. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these news. 

West. Pare well, faint-hearted and degenerate king, 

In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides. 

No7th. Be thou a prey unto the house of York, 

And die in hands, for this unmanly deed! 

CUf In dreadful war in ays t thou he overcome, 

Or lhe in ])eace, abandon’d and despis’d ! 

[Exeunt Northumberland) Clifford, and Westmoreland. 

War . Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not. 

Exe> They seek revenge, and therefore will not yield. 

K* Hen. Ah, Exeter! 

War . Why should you sigh, my lord ? 

IC Hen. Not for myself, Lord Warwick, hut my son, 
Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit. 

But, be it as it may:—I here entail 

The crown to thee, and to thine lieiis for ever; 

Conditionally, that here thou take au oath 
lo cease this civil war, and, whilst I live, 

I o honour me as thy king and sovereign, 
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And neither hy treason nor hostility 
To seek to put me down, and reign thyself. 

Yoik. This oath I willingly take, and will perform. 

[Coming from the throne f 
War. Long live King Henry!—Plantagenet, embrace him. 
K. lien. And long live thou, and those thy forward sons! 
York. Now York and Lancaster are reconcil’d. 

Exe . Accurs’cl be he that seeks to make them foest 

[Sennet. The Lords come forward. 
York , Farewell, my gracious lord; I’ll to my castle. 

War. And I’ll keep London with my soldiers. 

Norf. And 1 to Norfolk with my followers. 

Mont . And I unto the sea, from whence I came. 

[Exeunt York and his Sons , Warwick , Norfolk , 
Montague , Sol die) s, and Attendants. 

K. lien. And I, with grief and sorrow, to the court. 

Exe. Here conies the queen, whose looks bewray her 
' anger: 

I'll steal away. [Going. 

K. lien. Exeter, so will I. [Going. 

Enter Queen ILvugaukt and the Fiance of Wales. 

Q. Mar . Nay, go not from me; I will follow tliee v 
K. Hen. 13e patient, gentle queen, and I will stay. 

<3. Mar. Who can be patient in such extremes ? 

I Ah, wretched man! would I liad died a maid, 

Aay3 rotcf seen thee, eerer borne thee soo, 

, Seeing thou hast piovkl so unnatural a father! 

IIiatli he deserv’d to lose his birthright thus? 

1 Iiadst thou but lov’d him half so well as I, 
j Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 

[ Or nourish’d him as I did with my blood,— 
i Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood there, 

I Rather than have made that savage duke thine heir, 

And disinherited thine only son. 

Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me : 

If you be king, why should not I succeed ? 

K. Hen. Pardon me, Margaret*—pardon me, sweet sou;— 
The Earl of Warwick and the duke enforc’d me. 
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<2, Mar, Enforc’d thee! art thou king, and wilt he forc'd? 

1 shame to hear thee speak* Ah, timorous wretch I 
Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me; 

And given unto the house of York such head. 

As thou slmlfc reign but by their sufferance. 

To entail him and his heirs unto the crown, 

■What is it, but to make thy sepulchre, 

And creep into it far before thy time ? 

Warwick is chancellor, and the lend of Calais ; 

Stern Falconbmlge commands the narrow Seas ; 

The duke is made protector of the realm ; 

And yet sliaU thou be safe ? such safety finds 
The tiembling lamb environed with wolves. 

Had I been there, which am a silly woman. 

The soldiers should have toss’d me on their pikes 
Before I would have granted to that act. 

But thou preferr'at thy life before thine honour: 

And seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself 
Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed, 

Until that act of parliament be repeal'd, 

Whereby my son is disinherited, 

The northern lords that have forsworn thy colours 
Will follow mine, if once they see them spread; 

And spiead they shall be,—to thy foul disgrace. 

And utter ruin of the house of York. 

Thus do I leave thee.—Come, son, let’s away; 

Our army is ready; come, well after them. 

K. Men, Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me speak* 

Q. Mar. Thou hast spoke too much already: get thee 
gone. 

A. lien. Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay with mo ? 

Q* Mar* Ay, to be murder'd by his enemies. 

Prince* When I return with victory from( l °) the field, 

HI see yarn* grace; till then I’ll follow her. 

Q. Mar. Come, son, away ; we may not linger thus. 

[Ihxeunt Quoc?i Margaret and the Prince . 
A. Hen, Poor queen! how love to me and to her son 
Hath made her break out into terms of rage! 

Uouiig’d may she be on that hateful duke, 
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Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire, 

Will cost my crown, and like e an empty eagle, 

Tire on the flesli of me and of my sou { 

The loss of those three lords torments my heart: 

I’ll write unto them, and entreat them fair:— 

Come, cousin, you shall he the messenger. 

Exe. And I 4 I hope, shall reconcile them all. [Exeunt* 


Scitne II. A room in Sandal Castle , near Wakefield , 
in Yorkshire. 

Enter Edward, Richard, and Montague, 

Rich . Brother, though I be youngest, give me leave. 
Edw. No, I can better play the orator. 

Mont. But I have reasons strong and forcible. 

Enter Yoric, 

York. Why, how now, sons and brother! at a strife ? 
What is your quarrel ? how began it first ? 
j Edw. No quarrel, but a slight contention. 

York. About what ? 

Rich. About that which concerns your grace and us,— 
The crown of England, father, which is yours. 

York . Mine, boy ? not till King Henry be dead. 

Rich. Your light depends not on his life or death. 

Edw . Now you are lieir, therefore enjoy it now: 

By giving the bouse of Lancaster leave to breafclie, 

It will outrun you, father, in the each 

York. I took an oath that he should quietly reign, 
t Edw . But, for a kingdom, any oath may be broken : 

! I would break a thousand oaths to reign one year. 

Rich. No; (rod forbid your grace should be forsworn. 
York. I shall be, if I claim by open war. 

Rich. I'll prove the contrary, if you'll hear me speak. 
York. Tliou canst not, son \ it is impossible. 

Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful magistrate. 

That hath authority over him that swears: 
llcnvy had none, but did usurp the place; 
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I Then, seeing ’teas he that made you to depose, 

, y 0 ur oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous. 

Therefore, to arms. And, father, do but think 
How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown 5 
Within whose circuit is Elysium, 

And all that poets feign of bliss and joy* 

Why do we linger thus ? I cannot rest 
Until the white rose that I wear be dy’cl 
liven in the lukewarm blood of Henry’s heart, 

Richard, enough; I will be Icing, or die.— 
Brother, thou shalt to London presently, 

And whet on Warwick to this enterprise.— 

Thou, Richard, shall to( n ) the Duke of Norfolk, 

And toll him privily of our intent.— 

You, Edward, shall unto my Lord Cobham, 

With whom the Kentish men will willingly rise: 

\ In them I trust; for they are soldiers. 

Witty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit.— 

While you are thus employ’d, wlmt resteth more, 

But that I seek occasion how to rise, 

And yet the king not privy to my drift, 

Nor any of the house of Lancaster? 

Enter a Messenger, 

But, stay: what news?—Why eom’st thou in such post? 

Mens. The queen with all the northern carls and 1 01 els 
Intern!( l3 ) here to besiege you in your castle: 

8 he is hard by with twenty thousand men; 

And therefore fortify your hold, my lord, 

York. Ay, with my sword. What! think’st thou that 
we fear them ?— 

Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me~ 

My brother Montague shall post to London : 

Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest, 

Whom wo have left protectors of the king. 

With powerful policy strengthen themselves, 

And trust not simple Henry nor his oaths. 

Mont. Brother, I go \ I'Ll win them, fear it not; 

And thus most humbly I do take my leave. 


[Exit. 
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Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh Mobthteh, 

York . Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine uncles! 
You arc come to Sandal in a happy hour; 

The army of the queen mean to besiege us. 

Sir John, She shall not need, we’ll meet liev in the field. 

York, What, with five thousand men1 

Il'ich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need: 

A woman’s general; what should we fear ? 

[A march afar off. 

Edw. I hear their drums: let’s set our men in order, 

And issue forth, and bid them battle straight, 

York. Five men to twenty !—though the odds be great, 

I doubt not, uncle, ( 13 ) of our victory. 

Many a battle have 1 won in France, 

When as the enemy hath been ten to one: 

Why should I not now have the like success ? [Exeunt. 


Scene III, Plains near Sandal Castle. 

Alamm. Enter Rutland and his Tutor. 

/ Hut • Ah, whither shall I ffy to scape their hands l 

> Ah, tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes l 

Enter Cliftoud and Soldiers. 

Clif Chaplain, away l thy priesthood saves thy life. 

As for the brat of this accursed duke, 

Whose father slew my father,—he shall die. 

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 

Chf. Soldieis, awvay with liim! 

\ Tut. Ah, Clifford, muulcr not this innocent child, 

I Lest thou be hated both of God and man! 

[Exit, forced off hij Soldiers. 
< Chf. How now ! is he dead already ? or is it fear 
' That makes him close his eyes I—Til open them. 

, Hut. So looks the pent-up lion o’er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws ; 

And so he walks, insulting o’er his prey, 
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Aiul so he comes, to rend his limbs asunder.— 

All, gemtio Clifford, kill we with thy sword, 

And not with such a cruel threatening look! 

Sweet Clifford, hear rue speak before I die l— 

[ am too mean a subject for thy wrath: 

1 I3e thou reveng’d on men, and let me live. 

Clif. In vain thou speak’st, poor hoy *, my father’s blood 
Hath stopp’d the passage where thy words should enter. 

Rut, Then let my father’s blood open it again: 

He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 

Clif, Had I thy brethren here, their lives and thine 
Were not revenge sufficient for me; 

No, if l digg’cl up thy forefathers’ graves, 

And hung their rotten coffins up in chains, 

It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my heart. 

The sight of any of the house of York 
la an a fury to torment my soul \ 

And till I root out their accursed line, 

And leave not one alive, I live in hell. 

Therefore— [. Lifting Ms hand > 

Rut % O, let me pray before I take my death l— 

To thee I pray; sweet Clifford, pity me! 

Clifi Such pity as xuy rapier’s point affords. 

2iut. I never did thee harm : why wilt tliou slay me ? 

Clif Thy father hath. 

Rat, Hut ’twas ere I was born, 

i Thou hast one son,—for his sake pity me; 

Lest in revenge thereof,—sith 'God is just,— 

He be as miserably slain as I. 

Ah, let me live in prison all my days; 

And when I give occasion of offence, 

Then let me die, for now tliou hast no cause! 

Clif, No cause! 


Thy father slew my father; theiefore, die. 

Rut, Difacianty l uadis siimma sit ista tuce f 
Clif, Phmtagenct! I come, Plantagenet I 
And this thy son’s blood cleaving to my blade 
Shall mst upon my weapon, till thy blood. 
Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe off both. 


[Stubs him % 
[Dies. 


[Exit, 
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Scene IV, Another fart of the plains near Sandal Castle* 
Alarum. Enter York, 

York, The army of the queen hath got the field : 

My uncles "both are slain in rescuing me; 

And all nay followers to the eager foe 
Turn back, and fly, like ships before the wind, 

1 Or lambs pursu’d by hunger-starved wolves. 

My sons,—God knows what hath bechanced them : 

But this I know,—they have demean’d themselves 
Like men born to renown by life or death. 

Three times did Richard make a lane to me j 
And thrice cried, “ Courage, father! fight it out!” 

And full tvs oft came Edward to my side, 

With purple falchion, painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that had encounter’d him: 
i And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 

Richard cried, u Charge ! and give no foot of ground!” 

And cried, “ A crown, or else a glorious tomb ! 

1 A sceptre, or an earthly sepulchre !” 

With this, we charg’d again: but, out, alas! 

We Lodg’d again; as I have seen a swan 
With bootless labour swim against the tide. 

And spend her strength with over-matching waves, 

[A short alarum within . 
Ah, hark! the fatal followers do pursue; 

And I am faint, and cannot fly their fury: 

And were I strong, I would not shun their fury: 

The sands are number’d that make up my life ; 

Hero must I stay, and here my life must end. 

Enter Quecm Harciapet, Clifford, Northumberland, and 
Soldiers. 

1 Come, bloody Clifford,—rough Nor thumb erl and,— 

I dare your quenchless fury to more rage: 

' I am your butt, and I abide your shot. 

North . Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet. 

Cl if. Ay, to such mercy as his ruthless arm, 
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With downright payment, show'll unto ray father, 

Now Thao ton hath tumbled from Ills car, 

And made an evening at the noontide prick. 

York. My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring forth 
A. bird that will revenge upon you all: 

Aud in that hope I throw mine eyes to heaven, 

Scorning whatever yon can afflict me with. 

Why come you not ? what l multitudes, and fear ? 

Clif So cowards fight when they can fly no further; 

So doves do peck the falcon’s piercing talons ; 

So desperate thieves, all hopeless of tlicir lives, 

Breathe out invectives ’gainst the officers. 

York. O Clifford, but bethink thee once again, 

And in thy thought o’er-run my former time ; 

And, if thou caust for blushing, view this face, 

And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with cowardice 
Whose frown hath made tliee faint and fly ere this ! 

Clif. I will not handy with thee word for woid, 

But buckle ( H ) with thee blow's, twice two for one. [Draws. 

Q . Mar* Hold, valiant Clifford! for a thousand causes 
I would prolong awhile the traitor’s life.-— 

Wrath makes liim deaf:-—speak thou, Northumberland. 

North. Hold, Clifford ! do not honour him so much 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart: 

What valour were it, when a cur doth grin, 

Tor one to thrust liis hand between his teeth, 

When he might spuin him with his foot away ? 

It is war’s prize to take all vantages j 
And ton to one is no impeach of valour. 

[They lay hands o?i York , toho struggles. 
Clif Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with the gin. 

North* So doth the cony struggle in the net. 

[ York fa taken prisoner. 

York. So triumph thieves upon their conquer’d booty; 

So true men yield, with robbers so o’er-match’d. 

No? tlu What would your grace have done unto him now ? 
Q. Alar. Brave warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come, make him stand upon, this molehill here, 

That raught at mountains with outstretched arms. 
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Yet parted but the shadow with his hand,— 

Wlmtl was it you that would be England's king? 
j Was’t you that revolt'd in our parliament, 

1 And made a preachment of your high descent ? 
i Whore are your mess of sons to back you now ? 

The wanton Edward, and the lusty George ? 

And whole’s that valiant crook-back prodigy, 

Dicky your boy, that with his grumbling voice 
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ? 

Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland ? 

Look, York; I stain’d this napkin with the blood 
That valiant Clifford, with his rapier’s point, 

Made issue from the bosom of the boy; 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

1 give thee this to dry th}' cheeks withal. 

Alas, poor York! but that I hate thee deadly, 

I should lament thy miserable state. 

I prithee, grieve, to make me merry, York, 

What, hath thy fiery heart so parch’d thine entrails, 

That not a tear can fall for Rutland’s death ? 

Why art thou patient, man ? thou shouldst be mad; 

And 1, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 

Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and dance.( l5 ) 

Thou wouldst be fee’d, I see, to make me sport: 

York cannot speak, unless he wear a crown.— 

A crown for York!—and, lords, bow low to him :— 

Hold you his hands, whilst I do set it on,— 

[Putting a paper-crown on Ms head , 
Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king! 

Ay, this is he that took Ring Henry’s chair; 

And this is he was his adopted heir.—■ 

Rut how is it that great Plantagenet 
Is crown'd so soon, and broke his solemn oath ? 

As I bethink me, you should not be king 
Till our Ring Henry had shook hands with death. 

And will you pale your bead in Henry’s glory, 

And rob bis temples of the diadem, 

Now in his life, against your holy oath ? 

O, ’tis a fault tootoo unpardonable!— 
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OIF with the crown; and, with the crown, his head; 

And, whilst we breathe, take time to do him dead* 

Clif ‘ That is my office, for my father’s sake, 

Q % Maw Nay, slay; let’s hear the orisons he makes. 

Xork . Showolf of Prance, but worse than wolves of Franco, 
Whose tongue more poisons than the adder’s tooth I 
How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex 
To triumph, like an Amazonian trull, 

Upon their woes whom fortune captivates t 
But that thy face is, visard-like, unchanging, 

Made impudent, with use of evil deeds, 

I would assay, proud. Queen, to make thee blush; 

To tell thee whence thou cam’st, of whom deriv'd. 

Were shame enough to shame thee, Wert thou not shameless, 
Thy father bears the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the Sicds, and Jerusalem; 

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 

Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult ? 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen ; 

Unless the adage must be verified,— 

That beggars mounted run their horse to death. | 

’Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud j 
But, God he knows, thy share thereof is small: 
f Tis virtue that doth make them most admir’d; 

The contrary doth make thee wonder’d at: 

’Tis government that makes them seem divine; 

The want thereof makes thee abominable : 

Thou art as opposite to every good 
the Antipodes are unto us, 

Or as tlie south to the septentrion. 

O tiger’s heart wrapp'd in a woman’s hide! 

How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the child 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal. 

And yet he seen to bear a woman’s face ? 

Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible ; 

Thou stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless. 

BickVst thou me rage ? why, now thou hast thy wish : 

Wouldst have me weep ? why, now thou hast thy will: 

For raging wind blows up incessant showers, 
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And when the rage allays, the rain begins* 

These tears are my sweet Rutland's obsequies; 

And every drop erics vengeance for his death, 

'Gainst thee, fell Clifford, and thee, false Frenchwoman. 

North . Reshrew me, but liis passions move me so, 

That hardly can I check my eyes from tears. 

York, That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch’d, would not have stain’d with blood * 
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable,— 

O, ten times more,—than tigers of Hyrcania. 

See, ruthless queen, a hapless father's teais: 

This cloth thou dipp’dst in blood of my sweet boy, 

And I with tears do wash the blood away. 

Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this: 

[Giving hack the handkerchief . 

* And, if tliou toll'st the heavy story right, 

Upon my soul, the heavers will shed tears•, 

Yea, even iny foes will shed fast-falling tears, 

And say, Si Alas, it was a piteous deed!”— 

There, take the crown, and, with the crown, my curse; 

[Giving back the paper -.crown . 
And, in thy need, such comfort come to thee 
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand !— 

Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world: 

My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads! 

North . Had he been slaughter-man to all my kill, 

I should not for my life but weep with him, 

To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul. 

Q. Mar* What, weeping-ripe, my Lord Northumberland ? 
Thinlc but upon the wrong he did us all, 

And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 

Clif* Here's for my oath, here’s for my father’s death. 

[Slabbing him . 

Q. Mar* And here's to right our gentle-hearted king. 

[Stabbing him . 

York* Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God ! 

My soul flies through these wounds to seek out thee, [Dies. 

Q. Mar . Off with his head* mid set it on York gates; 

So York may overlook the town of York, [Flourish* Exeunt * 
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Scene I, A plain near Mortimer's Cross in Hertfordshire* 

Drums, Enter Bdvtaed and Biciiaiid, with their forces , mwchiny. 

Edit'u I wonder how our princely father scap’d, 

Or whether he be scap’d away or no 

Prom Clifford's and Northumberland's pursuit; 

Had lie been ta'en, we should have heard the news; 

Had lie been slain, we should have heard the news; 

Or had he scap'd, methinks vve should have heard 
The happy tidings of his good escape,— 

How fares xny brother ? why is he so sad ? 

Rich, I cannot joy, until T he resolv'd 
Where our right valiant father is become, 

I saw him in the battle range about; 

And watch'd him how he singled Clifford forth, 

Methought he bore him in the thickest troop 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat; 

Or as a beaij encompass'd round with clogs,— 

Who having pinch’d a few, and made them cry, 

The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him, 
vSo far’d our father with his enemies; 

So fled his enemies my warlike father: 

Methinks, ’tis prize enough to be lus son,— 

See how the morning opes her golden gates* 

And takes her farewell of the glorious sun ! 

How well resembles it the prime of youth, 

Tritnm'd like a younker prancing to his love! 

Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three suns ? 

Rich ■ Three glorious suns, each one a perfect sun ; 

Not separated with the racking clouds, 

But sever’d in a pale clear-shining sky. 

See, see! they join, embrace, and seem to kiss. 

As if they vosv'd some league inviolable: 

Now arc they but one lamp, one light, one sun. 

In this tlio heaven figures some event, 

ludw* Tis wondrous strange, the like yet never heard of, 
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1 1 think it cites us, brother, to the field,— 

That we, the sons of brave Plant agenet, 

1 Each one already blazing by our meeds, 

Should, notwithstanding, join our lights together, 

And over-shine the earth, as this the world. 

Whato'er it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my target three fair shining suns, 

J Rich* Nay, bear three daughters j—by your leave I speak 
it, 

You love the breeder better than the male. 


j Enter a Messenger, 

Hut what art thou, whose heavy looks foretell 
Some dreadful story hanging on thy tongue ? 

Mess. All, one that was a woful looker-on 
Whenas the noble Duke of York was slain, 

Your princely father and my loving lord l 

Ediv. O, speak no more! for 1 have heard too much. 
Rich , Say how he died, for I will hoar it all. 

Mess. Environed he was with many foes; 

And stood against them as the hope of Troy 
Against the Greeks that would have enter'd Troy. 

But Hercules himself must yield to odds; 

And many strokes, though with a little axe, 

Hew down and fell the hardest-timber’d oak. 

By many hands your father was subdu'd • 

But only slaughter’d by the ireful arm 
Of unrelenting Clifford, and the queen,— 

Who crown’d the gracious duke in high despite; 

Laugh’d in his face; and when with grief lie wept. 

The ruthless queen gave him to dry his cheeks 
A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 
Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford slain : 

And after many scorns, many foul taunts. 

They took his head, and on the gates of York 
They set the same; and there it doth remain, 

The saddest spectacle that e’er I view’d. 

Edw . Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean upon,— 
Now thou art gone, we have no staff, no stay !— 

VOL. iv. Q 
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O Clifford, boisterous Clifford, thou hast slain 
The flower of Europe for his chivalry; 

And treacherously hast thou vanquish’d him. 

For hand to hand he would have vanquish’d tlieo ! — 

Now my soul's palace is become a prison: 

Ah, would she break from hence, that this my body 
Might in the ground be closed up in rest I 
For never henceforth shall 1 joy again. 

Never, O never shall I see more joy! 

Rich. I cannot weep; for all my body’s moisture 
Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning heart: 

Nor can my tongue unload iny heart’s great burden; 

For selfsame wind that T should speak witlial 
Is kindling coals that fire all my breast, 

And burn me up with flames, that tears would quench. 

To weep is to make less the depth of grief: 

Tears, then, for babes \ blows and revenge for me!— 

Hi chard, I bear thy name; I’ll venge thy death, 

Or die renowned by attempting it. 

JSdw. His name that valiant duke hath left with thee ; 
His dukedom and his chair with me is left. 

Rich. Nay, if thou btf that princely eagle’s bird, 

Show thy descent by gazing ’gainst the sun: 

For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom say; 

Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his. 


March, Rater WaiiWIOk and Montague* with forces. 

War - IIow now, fair lords! What fare? what news 
abroad ? 

Rich, Great Lord of Warwick, if we should recount 
Our baleful news, and at each word’s deliverance 
Stab poniards in our flesh till all were told, 

The woids would add more anguish than the wounds. 

0 valiant lord, the Duke of York is slain! 

Rdw. O \Vaiwick, Warwick! Lhat Plan tag enet, 

Which held tliec dearly as Ins soul’s redemption, 

Is by the stern Lord Clifford done to death. 

If ui . Ten days ago I drown’d these news in tears ; 

And now, to add more measure to your woes. 
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I come to tell you things sith then befall’ll, 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your brave father breath'd his latest gasp. 

Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run, 

Were brought me of your loss and his depart. 

I, then in London, keeper of the king, 

Muster’d iny soldiers, gather’d flocks of friends. 

And very well appointed, as I thought^ 10 ) 

March’d toward Saint Albans to intercept the queen, 
Bearing the king in my behalf along; 

For by my scouts I was advertised 
That she was coming with a full intent 
To clash our late decree in parliament 
Touching King Henry’s oath and yoiu* succession. 

Short talc to make,—we at Saint Albans met, 

Our battles join’d, and both sides fiercely fought: 

But whether ’twas the coldness of the king, 

Who look’d full gently oil his warlike queen. 

That robb’d my soldiers of their heated spleen ; 

Or whether ’twas report of her success; 

Or more than common fear of Clifford’s rigour, 

Who thunders to his captives, Blood and death, 

Z cannot judge: but, to conclude with truth, 

Their weapons like to lightning came and went; 

Our soldiers’,—like the night-owl’s lazy flight. 

Or like a lazy( 17 ) thrasher with a Hail,— 

Fell gently down, as if they struck their fiiends. 

1 cheer’d them up with justice of our cause. 

With promise of high pay and great rewards: 

But all in vain ; they had no heart to fight, 

And wc, in them, no hope to win the day ; 

So that we lied; the king unto the queen; 

Lord George your biotlier, Norfolk, and ni 3 r self, 

In haste, post-haste, aie coiuo to join with you; 

For in the marches here, we heard, you were, 

Making another head to fight again. 

Echo . Whore is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle Warwick? 
And when came Geoigc from Bui gundy to England? 

War. Some tix miles oif the duke is with the soldiers; 
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Ancl for your brother, lie was lately sent 
From your laud aunt, Duchess of Buvgwucly, 

With aid of soldiers to this needful war* 

Rich 'Twas odds, belike, when valiant Warwick lied: 
Oft have 1 heard liis praises in pursuit, 

But ne'er till now his scandal of retire. 

JVar- Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thou hear; 
For thou shalfc know this strong right hand of mine 
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henrys head, 

And wring the awful sceptre from his fist. 

Were he as famous and as bold in war 

As he is fam'd for mildness, peace, and prayer. 

Rich, I know it well, Lord Warwick; blame me not: 
Tis love I bear thy glories makes me speak. 

Butin this troublous time what’s to he done? 

Shall wo go throw away our coats of steel, 

And wrap our bodies in black mourning-gowns, 
Numbering our Ave-Maries with our beads ? 

Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our devotion with revengeful arms ? 

If for the last, say Ay, and to it, lords. 

iVar. Wiiy, therefore Warwick came to seek you out; 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 

Attend ine, lords. The proud insulting queen, 

With Clifford and the Iiauglit Northumberland, 

And of their feather many more proud birds, 

Have wrought the easy-melting king like wax. 

He swore consent to your succession, 

His oath enrolled in the parliament; 

And now to London all the crew are gone, 

To frustrate both his oath, and what beside 
May make against the bouse of Lancaster, 

Their power, I think, is thirty thousand strong: 

Now, if the help of Norfolk and myself. 

With all the friends that thou, brave Eail of March, 
Amongst the loving Welshmen eaust procure. 

Will but amount to five-and-twenty thousand, 

Wliy, Via / to London will we march amain ;( 18 ) 

And onee again bestride our foaming steeds, 
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And once again cry, Charge upon our foes \ 

But never once again turn back and fly. 

Mich, Ay, now me thinks I hear great Warwick speak ; 
Ne’er may he live to see a sunshine day, 

That cries, Retiic, if Warwick bid him stay. 

Edw. Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I lean; 

And when thou fail’st( 19 ) (as God forbid the hour!), 

Must Eclwaid fall, which peril heaven foifend! 

War. No longer Bail of March, but Duke of York: 

The next degree is England’s royal throne; 

Ifor King of England shalt thou be proclaim’d 
In every borough as we pass along ; 

And he that throws not up his cap for joy, 

Shall for the fault make forfeit of Ins head* 

King Edward,—valiant Richard,—Montague,— 

Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown, 

But sound the trumpets, and about our task. 

Rich. Then, Chflbrd, wove thy heart as hard as steel 
(As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds), 

I come to pierce it,—or to give thee mine, 

Edw. Then strike up drums :—God and Saint George 
for us! 

Enter a Messenger. 

War. How now t what news ? 

Mess. The Duke of Norfolk sends you word by me, 

The queen is coming with a puissant host; 

And craves your company Cor speedy counsel. 

War . Why, then it sorts, brave warriors ; let’s away. 

[Exeunt, 


Scene II, Before Voile. 

Flourish, Euler King Henry, Queen M Mia must, the Prince of 
Wales, Cliutoud, and NoimiuMimuLAND, with forces 

(3. Mar . Welcome, my lord, to this brave town of York, 
Yonder’s the head of that arch-enemy 
That sought to be encompass’d with your crown: 

Doth not the object cheer youi heart, my lord ? 
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Hen, Ay, as the rocks eke or them that fear their 
wreck:— 

To see this sight, it irks my very souk— 

Withhold revenge, clear God! ’tis not my fault, 

Nor wittingly have I infring’d my vow. 

Ci/f. My gracious liege, this too much lenity 
And harmful pity must he laid aside. 

To whom do lions east their gentle looks ? 

Not to the beast that would usurp their don. 

Whose hand is that the forest hear doth lick? 

Not his that spoils her young before her face. 

Who scapes the lurking serpent’s mortal sting ? 

Not he that sets his foot upon her hack. 

The smallest worm will turn being trodden on, 

And doves will peck in safeguard of their brood. 

Ambitious York did level at thy crown. 

Thou smiling while he knit his angry brows : 

He, hut a duke, would have his son a king, 

And raise his issue, like a loving sire; 

Thou, being a king, bless d with a goodly son, 

Didst yield consent to disinherit him, 

Which argu’d thee a most unloving father. 

Unreasonable creatures feed then' young; 

And though mans face be fearful to Lhc*ir eyes. 

Yet, in protection of their tender ones. 

Who hath not seen them (even with those wings 
Which sometime they have us’d with fearful flight,) 

Make war with him that climb’d unto their nest. 

Offering their own lives in then youngs defence? 

For shame, my liege, make them your precedent! 

Were it not pity that this goodly boy 
Should lose liis birthright by his father’s fault, 

And long hereafter say unto his child, 

“What my great-grandfather and giandsirc got 
My cmcluss father fondly ga\e away”? 

Ah, what a shame were tins ! Look on the boy; 

And let his manly face, which promiseth 
Successful fortune, steel thy melting heart 
lo hold thine own, and leave thine own with Uiiu. 
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IC Ken . Full well hath Clifford play'd the orator. 
Inferring* arguments of mighty force* 

Bu.t, Clifford, tell me, didst thou never hear 
That things ill-got had ever had success ? 

And happy always was it for that son 
Whose father for his hoarding went to hell? 

I’ll leave my son my virtuous deeds behind j 
And would my father had left me no more i 
For all the rest is held at such a rate 
As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep 
Than in possession any jot of pleosuie.— 

Ah, cousin York! would thy best friends did know 
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here! 

Q. Mar . My lord, cheer up your spirits; our foes are 
nigh, 

And this soft courage( 20 ) makes your followers faint. 

You promis'd knighthood to our forward son: 

Unsheathe your sword, and dub him presently.— 

Edward, kneel down. 

K. Ken. Edward Plantagenet, arise a knight; 

And learn this lesson,—draw thy sword in right. 

Prince ♦ My gracious father, by your kingly leave, 

I’ll draw it as apparent to the crown, 

And in that quarrel use it to the death. 

Clip Why, that is spoken like a toward prince. 

Enter a Messenger 

Mess, Royal commanders, he in readiness: 

For with a band of thirty thousand men 
Comes Warwick, hacking of the Duke of York; 

And in the towns, as they do march along, 

Proclaims him king, and many fly to him : 

Darraign your battle, for they are at hand. 

Chf. I would your highness would depart the field : 

The queen hath best success when you are absent. 

Q . Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to our fortune, 
K. Ken . Why, that's my fortune too; therefore I’ll stay. 
Not tli. Be it with resolution, then, to fight. 

Prince. My royal father, cheer these noble lords, 
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And hearten those that fight in your defence: 

Unsheathe jour sword, good father; cry, “Saint George!” 

March* Junior Edwaito, Geobge, Richaru, Warwick, Norfolk, 
Montague, and Soldiers, 

Edit), Now, perjur'd Henry ! wilt thou kneel for grace, 
And set thy diadem upon my head ; 

Or bide the mortal fortune of the held ? 

Q, Mar* Go, rate thy minions, proud insulting boy! 
Becomes it thee to he thus hold in terms 
Before thy sovereign and ihy lawful king ? 

Edw . I am his king, and he should bow his knee; 

I was adopted heir by his consent: 

Since( 3x ) when, his oath is broke; for, as I hear. 

You, tlmfc are king, though ho do weai 1 tlio crown, 

Have caus'd him, by new act of parliament, 

To blot out me, and put lus own son in. 

CUf, And reason too: 

Who should succeed the father but the son ? 

Rich. Are you there, butcher?-— O, I cannot speak! 

Cl if* Ay, crook-hack, here I stand to answer thee, 

Or any he the proudest of thy sort. 

Rich* ’Twas you that kill’d young Rutland, was it not? 
Clf . Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied. 

Hick. Bor God's sake, lords, give signal to the fight, 

War* "What say *st thou, Henry, wilt thou yield the crown? 
Q. Mar* Why, how now, long-tonga’d Warwick! dare 
you speak ? 

When you and I met at Saint Albans last, 

Your legs did better service than your hands, 

W ar» Then Twas my turn to fly, and now *tis thine. 

Clif- You said so much before, and yet you fled. 

If hr. *Twas not your valour, Clifford, drove me thence. 
North* No, nor your manhood that durst make you stay. 
Ricks Northumberland, I hold thee reverently.— 

Break off the parley * for scarce I can refrain 
Tile execution of my big-swolw heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer. 

Chf* I slew thy father,—call’st thou him a child ? 
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Hi oh, Ay, like a dastard and a treacherous coward, 

As thou didst lull our tender brother Rutland ; 

But ere sunset I'll make thee curse the deed. 

K. Hen , Have done with words, my lords, and hear mo 
speak, 

Q. Mar. Defy them, then, or else hold close thy lips. 

K . 1-Ten . I prithee, give no limits to my tongue: 

I am a ldug, and privileg’d to speak, 

Clif. My liege, the wound that bred this meeting here 
Cannot be curd by words; therefore be still. 

Rich, Then, executioner, unsheathe thy sword: 

By him that made us all, I am resolv’d 
That Clifford's manhood lies upon his tongue. 

Edw, Say, Henry, shall I have my right, or no ? 

A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day, 

That ne'er shall dine unless thou yield the crown. 

War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head ; 

For York injustice puts his armour on. 

Prince, If that be right which Warwick says is right, 
There is no wrong, but every tiling is right. 

IUch,(®) Whoever got thee, there thy mother stands; 

For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother’* tongue. 

Q. Mar . But tliou art neither like thy sire nor dam; 

But like a foul mis-shapen stigmatic. 

Mark'd by the destinies to be ^voided, 

As venom toads, or lizards' dreadful stings. 

Rich. Iron of Naples hid with English gilt, 

Whose father hears the title of a king 
(As if a channel should be call’d the sea), 

Sham'st thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 

To let thy tongue detect thy base-born heart ? 

Edw . A wisp of straw were worth a thousand crowns, 

To make this shameless callet know herself.— 

Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou. 

Although thy husband may be Menelaus; 

And ne’er was Agamemnon's brother wrong'd 
By that false woman, as this king by tUee. 

His father revell’d in the heart of France, 

And tam'd the king, and made the dauphin stoop; 
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And had lie match'd according to his state. 

He might have kept that glory to this day; 

But when he took a beggar to liis bed. 

And grac’d thy poor sire with his bridal-day, 

Even then that sunshine brew’d a shower for him, 

That wash’d his father's fortunes forth of France, 

And heap’d sedition on his crown at home. 

For wlmt hath broach’d this tumult but thy pride ? 

Hadst thou been meclc, our title still had slept •> 

Ami we, in pity of the gentle king, 

Had slipp'd our claim until another age. 

Geo. But when we saw our sunshine made thy spring, 
And that thy summer bred us no increase, 

We set the axe to thy usurping root; 

And though the edge hath something hit ourselves, 

Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike, 

We’ll never leave till we have hewn thee down, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Bdw. And> in this resolution, I defy thee ; 

Not willing any longer conference, 

Since thou deniestj^) the gentle king to speak,— 

Sound trumpets!—let our bloody colours wave !— 

And either victory, or else a grave. 

<2. j\f(n\ Staj', Ed waul. 

lidu\ No, wrangling woman, wo’li no longer stay i 
These words will cost ten thousand lives this day. [fixe nnt. 


Scenr III. Afield of battle between Tototon and ffaxlon, 
in Yorkshire. 

Akirims ' excursions' Enter IV AUWick. 

War. Forspent with toil, as runners with a race, 
i I lay me down a little while to breathe; 

1 f‘° 1 ' strokes receiv’d, and many blows repaid. 

Have robb'd my strong-lcnit sinews of their strength, 

And, spile of spite, needs must I rest awhile. 
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-Enter Edward, running, 

Edw. Smile, gentle heaven! or strike, ungentle death! 

1 For this world frowns, and Edward’s sun is clouded. 

War. How now, my lord! what hap? wlmt hope of good? 

Enter George. 

| Geo. Our hap is loss, our hope but sad despair; 
r . Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us : 

/? What counsel give you ? whither shall we fly ? 

Edw , Bootless is flighty—they follow ns with wings; 

/ And weak we are, and cannot shun pursuit. 

Enter IUciiard. 

Rich , Ah, Warwick, why hast thou withdrawn thyself? 
Thy brother’s blood the thirsty earth hath drunk, 

Broach’d with the steely point of Clifford’s lance; 

And, in the very pangs of death, he cried. 

Like to a dismal clangor heard from far, 

" Warwick, revenge ! brother, revenge my death!” 

So, underneath the belly of their steeds, 

That stain’d their fetlocks in his smoking blood, 

The noble gentleman gave up the ghost. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood: 

I’ll lull my hoise, because I will not fly. 

Why stand we like soft-hearted women here, 

Wailing ourlosses, whiles the foe doth rage; 

And look upon, as if the tragedy 

Were play’d in jest by counterfeiting* actors? 

Here on my knee I vow to God above, 

I’ll never pause again, never staud still. 

Till eithev death hath clos'd these eyes of mine, 

Or fortune given me measure of revenge. 

Edw. O Warwick, I do bend my knee with thine; 

And in this vow do chain my soul to thine!— 

And, ere my knee rise from the eai til’s cold lace, 

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee, 

Tliou setter-up and plucker-down of kings,— 

Beseeching tlice, if with thy will it stands 
That to my foes this body must be piey, 
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Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 

And give sweet passage to my sinful soul!— 

Now, lords, take leave until we meet again, 

Where'er it be, in heaven or in( 2i ) earth. 

Mich. Biother, give inc thy hand;—and, gentle Warwick, 
Let me embrace thee in my weary arms: 
r, that did never weep, now melt with woe 
That winter should cut o/F our spring-time so. 

War. Away, away! Once more, sweet lords, farewell. 
Geo . Yet let us all together to our troops, 

And give them leave to ily that will not stay ; 

And call them pillars that will stand to us; 

And, if we thrive, promise them such rewards 
As victors wear at the Olympian games : 

This may plant courage in their quailing breasts ; 

For yet is hope of life and victory— 

Forslow no longer, make \vc lienee amain. [Exeunt, 


Scetsju IV. Another part of the field . 

Excursions. Enter Richard and Clifford, 

Mich. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee alone: 

Suppose this arm is for the Duke of York, 

And this for Rutland; both hound to revenge, 

Wert thou enviion’d with a brazen wall. 

Clif Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone: 

This is the hand that stabb'd thy father York; 

And this the hand that slew tliy brother Rutland; 

And here's the heart that triumphs in their death. 

And cheers these hands that slew thy sire and brother, 

To execute the like upon thyself; 

And so, have at thee! 

[They fight. Warwick enters; Clifford flies, 
Mich, Nay, Warwick, single out some other chase; 

For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. [Exeunt. 
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Scene V. Another part of the field. 

Alamm. Enter King Henhy. 

1C. lien. This battle fares like to the morning’s war. 
When dying clouds contend with growing light, 

What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails, 

Can neither call it perfect day nor night. 

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea 
Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind; 

Now sways it that way, like the selfsame sea 
Farc'd to retire by fury of the wind: 

Sometime the flood prevails, and then the wind; 

Now one the better, then another best; 

Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast. 

Yet neither conqueror nor conquered : 

So is the equal poise of this fell war. 

Here on this molehill will I sit me down. 

To whom God will, there be the victory! 

! For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too, 

J Have chid me from the battle ; swearing both 
They prosper best of all when I am thence. 

Would I were dead j if God’s good will were so; 

For what is in this world hut grief and woe? 

O God! me thinks it were a happy life, 

To he no better than a homely swain; 

To sit upon a hill, as I do now, 

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point. 

Thereby to see the minutes how they run,— 

How many make the hour full complete ; 

How many hours bring about the day; 

How many days will finish up the year; 

How many years a mortal man may live. 

When this is known, then to divide the times,— 

So many hours must I tend my flock; 

So many hours must I take my rest; 

So many hours must I c6ntemplate; 

So many hours must I sport myself; 

So many days my ewes have been with young; 
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So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ; 

So many years ( J) ) ere I shall shear the fleece : 

So minutes, hours, (lays, ltionths, and years, (-^ 
Pass’d over to the end they weie created, 

Would bring white hairs iinto a quiet grave. 

Ah, what a life were this I how sweet! how lovely ! 
Gives not the hawthorn-bush a sweeter shade 
'i' o fcWpher&s, \ooVang on tlravt s\Wj 
Than cloth a rich embroider’d canopjr 
To kings that fear their subjects’ treachery ? 

O, yes, it doth; a thousand-fold it doth. 

And to conclude,—the shepherd's homely curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle. 

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree’s shade, 

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys, 

Ls far beyond a prince’s dedicates, 

His viands sparkling in a golden cup, 

His body couched in a curious bed, 

When care, mistrust, and treason waits on him. 


Akmirn. Enlw u Son that has hilled his father, Inagimj ia 
the dual body. 

Son. Ill blows the wind that profits nobody. 

Tliis tjkoi, whom hand to hand I slew in fight. 

May be possessed with some store of crowns ; 

A nd I, that haply take them from him now. 

Hay yet ere night yield both my life and them 
To some man else, as this dead man doth me.— 

Who’s this?—O God S it is my father’s face, 

Whom in this conflict I unwares have kill'd, 

O heavy times, begetting such events! 

Prom London by the king was I pi eas’d forth; 

My father, being the Pari of Warwick’s man, 

Came on the part of Ycnk, press’d by his master ; 

And I, who at lus hands lecoiv’d my life, 

Have by my hands of life bereaved him,— 

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did!— 

And paulon, father, for 1 know not thee !— 

My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks; 
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And no more words till they have flow'd their fill. 

AT. lien . 0 piteous spectacle! O bloody times l 
Whiles lions war and battle for their dens, 

Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity.— 

Weep, wretched man, PU aid thee tear for tear; 

And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war, 

Be blind with tears, and break o’er charg'd with grief. 

Enter a Father that lias hilled his son } bringing in the body . 

Fath. Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me, 

Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold; 

-For I have bought it with an hundred blows.— 

But let me see: is this our foemau’s face ? 

Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son! 

Ah, boy, if any life be loft in thee, 

Throw up thine eye! see, see what showeis arise, 

Blown with the windy tempest of my heart, 

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart!— 

0, pity, God, this miserable age!— 

What stratagems, how fell, how butcherly, 

Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget! 

0 boy, thy father gave thee life too soon, 

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late! 

X. lien . Woe above woe! grief more than common grief! 
O that my death would stay these ruthful deeds!— 

O, pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity!— 

The red rose and the white are on his face, 

The fatal colours of our striving houses: 

The one his purple blood right well resembles; 

The other hie pale cheeks, me thinks, presen tetli: 

Wither one rose, and let the other flourish; 

If you contend, a thousand lives must wither- 
Son . How will my mother for a father’s death 
Take on with me, and ne'er be satisfied! 

Fatih How will my wife lor slaughter of my son 
Shed seas of tears, and ne’er be satisfied! 

K, lien . flow will the country for these woful chances 
Misthink the king, and not be satisfied! 
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So? 2 . Was ever son so ru’d a father’s death ? 

Path. Was ever father so bemoan'd his son ? 

K, Hen* Was ever king so griev’d for subjects’ woe ? 

Much is your sorrow; mine ten times so much. 

Son* I’ll bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill. 

[Exit tvith the hotly. 

Path. These arms of mine shall be thy winding-sheet; 

“My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre,— 

.For from my heart thiue image ne’er shall go ; 

My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell; 

And so obsequious will thy father he, 

K’en( 2,? ) for the loss of thee, having no more, 

As Priam was fov nil his valiant sons. 

I’ll bear thee hence; and let them light that will, 

For I have murder’d where I should not kill. 

[Exit with the body. 

K* lien* Sad-hearted men* much overgone with care, 
Here sits a king more woful than you are, 

Alamms: excursions. Enter Queen Margaret, Prince of Wales, 
and Exeter. 

Prince. Fly, father, fly 1 for all your friends are fled, 

And Warwick rages like a chafed bull: 

Away t for death doth hold us in pursuit. 

Q. Mar. Mount you, my lord; towards Berwick post 
amain: 

Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds 
Having the fearful flying hare in sight, 

With fiery eyes sparkling for very wrath, 

And bloody steel grasp'd in their ireful hands. 

Are at our backs; and therefore hence amain. 

Exc> Away [ for vengeance comes along with thorn : 

Nay, stay not to expostulate,—make speed; 

Or else come after: I'll away before. 

K. Hen* Nay, take me with thee, good sweet Exeter: 
Not that I fear to stay, but love to go 

Whither the queen intends. Forward; away) [Exeunt. 
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Scene YI. Another pari of the field, 

A hud alcu'um. Enter Clifford, wounded , 

Clifx Here burns my candle out,—ay, here it dies, 
Which, whiles it lasted, gave King Henry light. 

O Lancaster, I fear Lhy overthrow 

More than my body’s parting with my soul! 

My love and fear glu’d many friends to thee; 

And, now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt. 

Impairing Henry, strengthening misproucl York, 

Tlie common people swarm like summer flies ;( 28 ) 

And whither fly the gnats but to the sun ? 

And who shines now but Henry’s enemies? 

O Phoebus, hadst thou never given consent 
That Phaeton should chock thy fiery steeds, 

Thy burning car never had scorch'd the earth \ 

And, Henry, hadst thou sway’d as kings should do, 

Or as thy father and his father did, 

Giving no ground unto the house of York, 

They never then had sprung like summer flies ;( 2D ) 

I and ten thousand in this luckless realm 
Had left no mourning widows for our death; 

And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace. 

For what doth cherish weeds hut gentle air ? . 

And what makes robbers bold hut too much lenity ?— 
Bootless arc plaints, and cureless are my wounds; 

No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight: 

The foe is merciless, and will not pity; 

For at their hands I have deserv’d no pity. 

The air hath got into my deadly wounds. 

And much effuse of blood doth make me faint.— 

Come, York and Richard, Warwick and. the rest; 

I stabb’d your fathers’ bosoms,—split my breast. [Jfo faints . 

Alarum and retreat. Eater Edward, George, Richard, Mon¬ 
tague, Warwick, and Solclieis 

Edio, Now breathe we, lords : good fortune bids us pause, 
And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful looks.— 

VOL. iv. ft 
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Same troops pursue the bloody-minded queen, 

That led calm Henry, though he were a king, 

As doth a sail, fill'd with a fretting gust, 

Command an argosy to stem the waves. 

Hut think you, lords, that Clifford fled with them ? 

War, No, His impossible he should escape ; 

For, though before his face I speak the words, 

Your brother Kicluud mark'd him for the grave: 

And wheresoe’er lie is, he’s surely dead. 

[Clifford groans, and dies . 
Rdw.Q 0 ) Mliose soul is that which takes her heavy leave ? 
Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death's departing, 
JZdiv, Sec who it is ; and, now tlie battle’s ended. 

If friend or foe, lei him bo gently us’d. 

Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for His Clifford; 

Who not contented that lie lopp’d the branch 
In hewing Rutland when Ins leaves put forth, 

But set his murdering knife unto the root 

From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring,— 

I mean our princely father, Duke of York. 

War . From c>if the gates of Yoik fetch down the head, 
Your lathers head, winch Clifibid placed there j 
Instead whereof let tins supply the room ; 

Measure for measuic must be answered, 

Jidw. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our house, 
That nothing sung but death to us and purs: 

Now death shall stop ins dismal threatening sound, 

And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak* 

[Soldiers bring the body foi weird. 
War . I think his understanding i& bereft.— 

Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to thee ?— 

Hark cloudy death okrshades his beams of life, 

And he nor sees nor hears us what wo say. 

Rich. 0, would he did! and so, perhaps, he doth: 

*Tis hut his policy to counterfeit, 

Because lie would avoid such hitter taunts 
Winch in the time of death he gave our father. 

iieo. If so thou think*st, vex him with eager words. 

Rich. Clifford, ask mercy, and obtain no grace. 
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Edw. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence. 

War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults. 

Geo . While we devise fell tortures for thy faults. 

Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son to York. 

Edw . Thou pitied’st Rutland, I will pity thee. 

Geo. Where’s Captain Margaret, to fence you now ? 
War. They mock thee, Clifford: swear as thou wast 
wont. 

Rich, What, not an oath? nay, then the world goes hard 
When Clifford cannot spare his friends an oath.— 

I know by that lie’s dead; and, by my soul, 

If this right hand would buy two hours' life. 

That I in all despite might rail at him, 

This hand should chop it off; and with the issuing blood 
Stifle the villain whose unstanched thirst 
York and young Rutland could not satisfy. 

War . Ay, hut lie’s dead: off’with the traitor’s head. 
And rear it in the place your father’s stands.*— 

And now to London with triumphant march, 

There to he crowned England’s royal Icing. 

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France, 

And ask the Lady Bona for thy queen : 

So shftU thou sinew both these lands together ; 

And, having France thy friend, thou shall not dread 
The scatter’d foe that hopes to rise again ; 

For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt. 

Yet look to have them buzz to offend thine ears. 

First will I see the coronation; 

And then to Brittany I’ll cioss the sea. 

To effect this marriage, so it please my lord. 

Edw . Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be ; 

For in ( 31 ) thy shoulder do I build my seat, 

And never will I undertake the thing 
Wherein Lhy counsel and consent is wanting.— 

Richard, I will create thee Duke of Gloster;— 

And George, of Clarence:—Warwick, as ourself. 

Shall do and undo as him pleaseth best. 

Rich. Let me he Duke of Clarence, George of Gloster; 
For Gloster’s dukedom is too ominous. 
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War . Tut, that's a foolish observation; 

Richard, be Duke of Gloster, Now to London, 

To see these honours in possession, [Exeunt, 


ACT III. 

Scene L A Chase in the north of England* 

Enter two Keepers, loith cross-bows in iheir hands. 

First Keep, Under this thick-grown brake we’ll shroud 
ourselves j 

For through this laund anon the deer will come ; 

And in this covert will wc make our stand, 

Culling the principal of all the deer* 

Sec . Keep, I'll stay above the lull, so both may shoot. 
First Keep . That cannot be ; the noise of thy cross-bow 
Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost* 

Here stand we both, and aim we at the best: 

And, for the time shall not seem tedious, 

I’ll tell thee what befel me on a day 

In this self-place where now wc mean to stand. 

Sec, Keep. Here comes a man; let’s stay till he be past, 

Enter King Henry, disguised, with a piayer-booL 
K . lien. From Scotland am I stol’n, even of pure love, 
"to greet mine own ’land with my w’lslrful siglit. 

No, Harry, Hany, 'tis no land of thine ; 

Thy place is fill’d, thy sceptre wrung from thee, 

Thy balm wash'd off wherewith thou wast anointed: 

No bending knee will call thee Cmsar now, 

No humble suitors press to speak for right, 

No, not a man comes for redress of tliec; 

For how can I help them, and not myself ? 

Fiist Keep . Ay, lieie’s a deer whose skin’s a keeper’s fee; 
This is the quondam king j let’s seize upon him, 

Kp Hen. Let me embrace these sour adversities; ( 32 ) 

I For wise men say it is the wisest course. 
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Sec. Keep * Why linger we? let ua lay hands upon him. 
First Keep . Forbear awhile $ we'll hear a little more. 
K. lien. My queen and son are gone to France for aid; 
And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick 
Is thither gone, to crave the French king’s sister 
To wife for Edward: if this news he true, 

Poor queen and son, your labour is but lost; 

For Warwick is a subtle orator, 

And Louis a prince soon won with moving words. 

J3y this account, then, Margaret may win bin); 

For she’s a woman to he pitied much •. 

Her sighs will make a batteiy in his breast; 

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart; 

The tiger will be mild whiles slie doth mourn; 

And Nero will be tainted with remorse, 

To hear and see her plaints, her biinisli tears. 

Ay, hut she’s come to beg; Warwick, to give: 

She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry; 

He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward. 

She weeps, and says her Henry is depos’d; 

He smiles, and says liis Edward is install’d; 

That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no more; 

Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths the wrong, 
luferreth arguments of mighty strength, 

And in conclusion wins the king from her, 

With promise of his sister, and what else, 

To strengthen and support King Edward’s place. 

O Margaret, thus ’twill be ; arid thou, poor sou?. 

Ait then forsaken, as thou went’st forlorn 1 

Sec* Keep . Say, what art thou, that( 33 ) talk’st of kings 
and queens ? 

K, lien . More than I seem, and less than I was born to : 
A man at least, for less I should not be; 

And men may talk of kings, and why not I ? 

Sec. Keep . Ay, but thou talk’st as if thou werfc a king. 
K Hen . Why, so I am—in mind; and that’s enough. 
Sec. Keep. But, if thou be a king, where is thy crown ? 
IC Hen . My crown is in my heart, not on my head j 
Not deck’d with diamonds and Indian stones. 
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Nor to be seen : my crown is call’d content,— 

A crown it is that seldom kings enjoy. 

Sec. Keep. Well, if you he a king crown'd with content, 
Your cioun content and you must be contented 
To go aloug with us; for, as we think, 

You are the king King Edward hath depos'd; 

And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance. 

Will apprehend you as his enemy, 

K. lien. But did you never swear, and break an oath? 
Sec. Keep . No, never such an oath; nor will not now. 

JC Hen. Where did you dwell when I was King of Eng¬ 
land ? 

Sec* Keep. Here in this country, where we now remain. 
K . lien. I was anointed king at nine months old; 

My father and my grandfather were lungs; 

And you were sworn true subjects unto me: 

And tell me, then, have you not broke your oaths ? 

First Keep. No ; 

For we were subjects buL while you weic king. 

1C Hen. Why, am I dead ? do I not breathe a man? 

Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear! 

Look, as I blow this feather from my face. 

And as the air blows it to me again, 

Obeying with my wind when X do blow, 

And yielding to another when it blows, 

Commanded always by the greater gust; 

Such is the lightness of you common men. 

But do not break your oaths ; for of that sin 
My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty. 

Go where you will, tire lung shall be commanded; 

And be you kings; command, and 1*11 obey. 

First Keep. We are true subjects to the king, King Ed¬ 
ward, 

K. Hen. So would you be again to Henry, 

If he were seated as King Edward is. 

First Keep. We charge you, in God’s name, and( 31 ) the 
king’s, 

To go with us unto the officers. 

AT, Hen. Jn God’ s name, lead;, your king'?, name be oWy’d: 
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And what God will, that let your king- perforin j 

And what he will, I humbly yield unto. [Exeunt* 


Scene II. London . A room in the palace* 

Enter King Edward, Glosteb, Clarence, and Lady Grey. 

AT. Edw. Brother of Gloster, at Saint Alban's field 
This lady’s husband, Sir John Grey,( 35 ) was slain, 

His lands( 36 ) then seiz’d on by the conqueror: 

Her suit is now to repossess those lands ; 

Which we in justice cannot well deny, 

Because in quanel of the house of York 
The worthy gentleman did lose his life, 

G/o . Your highness shall do well to grant her suit; 

It weie dishonour to deny it her. 

K. Edw. It were no less; but yet Ill make a pause. 

Glo . Yea, is it so ? 

I see the lady hath a thing to grant. 

Before the king will grant her humble suit, [Aside to CUu ♦ 
| Clar. He knows the game: how true he keeps the wind! 

[Aside to Glo , 

Glo . Silence! [Aside io Clar . 

K. Edw , Widow, we will consider of your suit; 

And come some other time to know our mind, 

L. Grey* flight gracious lord, I cannot brook delay : 

May it please your highness to resolve me now ; 

And what your pleasure is, shall satisfy me. 

Glo . Ay, widow ? then Ill warrant you all'your lands, 

An if what pleases him shall pleasure you. 

Fight closer, or, good faith, you’ll catch a blow. [Aside. 
Clar . I fear her not, unless she chance lo fall, 

[Aside to Glo . 

Glo . God forbid that! for lie’ll lake vantages, 

[Aside to Clar. 

K . Edw. How many children hast thou, widow? tell me. 
Clar . I think he means to beg a child of her. [Aside to Glo . 
Glo , Nay, whip me, then;( 37 ) he’ll rather give her two. 

[Aside to Clai . 
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A. Grey . Three, my most gracious lord. 

G7o. You shall have four, if you’ll be rul’d by liim. 

[Aside. 

K . ’Twero pity they should lose tlieir father's hands. ( 3 *) 

X. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it, then. 

1C Edw, Lords, give us leave : I’ll try this widow’s ovit. 
Glo . Ay, good leave have you; for yon will have leave, 
Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch. 

[Aside, and retires with Clarence , 
1C Edw. Now tell me, madam, do you love your children? 

L. Gi ay. Ay, full as dearly as I love myself. 

1C Edw . And would you not do much to do them good? 
L. Grey . To do them good, I would sustain some harm. 
1C Edw. Then get your husband’s lands, to do them good. 
L. Grey . Therefore I came unto your majesty. 

K. Edw , I’ll tell you how these lands are to he got. 

A. Giey . So shall you bind me to your highness’ service, 
IC Edw . What service wilt thou do me, if 1 give them ? 

L. Grey . What you command, that rests in me to do. 

K. Edw . But you will take exceptions to my boon. 

L. Grey . No, gracious lord, except I cannot do it. 

TC Edw . Ay, but thou caust do what I mean to ask. 

L. Grey, Wliy, then I will do whaty out grace commands. 
Glo . He plic?s her hard ; and much rain wears the marble. 

[Aside to Clnr> 

Clar, As red as fire! nay, then her wax must melt. 

[Aside to Glo, 

L . Grey . Why stops my lord ? shall I not hear my task ? 
K. Edw . An easy task ■ ’tis hut to love a king, 

A. Grey . That’s soon perform'd, because I am a subject. 
1C Edw. Why, then, thy husband’s lands I freely give thee. 
A. Grey. I take my leave with many thousand thanks. 
Glo . The match is made; she seals it with a curt’sy. [Aside. 
A. Edw. But stay thee,—’tis the fruits of love I mean. 

A. Grey , The fruits of love I mean, my loving liege. 

X. Edw . Ay, but, I fear me, in another sense, 

What love, think 1 st thou, I sue so much to get? 

A. Grey . My love till death, my humble thanks, my 
pmyeis; 
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That love which virtue begs, and virtue grauts, 

IC Echo. No, by my troth, I did not mean such love. 

X. Grey . Why, then you mean not as I thought you did. 
TC Echo, But now you partly may perceive my mind. 

X. Grey . My mind will never grant what I perceive 
Your highness aims at, if I aim aright. 

IC Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie with thee. 

X. Grey . To tell you plain, I had rather lie in prison. 

1C Edw. Why, then thou shalt not have thy husband's lands. 
L. Grey. Why, then mine honesty shall be my dower; 
For by that loss I will not purchase them. 

K. Edw . Therein thou wrong’st thy children mightily. 

X. Grey. Herein your highness wrongs both them and me. 
But, mighty loid, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the sadness of my suit; 

Please you dismiss me, either with ay or no. 

K. Edw . Ay, if thou wilt say ay to my request j 
No, if thou dost say no to my demand. 

L. Grey. Then, no, my lord. My suit is at an end. 

Glo. The widow likes him not, she knits her brows. 

[Abide to Clar . 

Clar t lie is the bluntest wooer in Christendom. 

[Aside to Glo. 

1C Edw , Her looks do argue her replete with modesty; 
Her words do show her wit incomparable; 

All her perfections challenge sovereignty: 

One way or other, she is for a king; 

And she shall be my love, or else my queen.— [Aside* 

Say that King Edward take thee for his queen ? 

X. Grey, *Tis better said than done, my gracious lord; 

I am a subject fit to jest withal, 

But far unfit to he a sovereign. 

1C Edw . Sweet widow, by my state I swear to tliee 
I speak no more than what my soul intends; 

And that is, to enjoy thee for my love. 

X, Grey. And that is move than I will yield unto: 

I know I am too mean to he your queen. 

And yet too good to he your concubine. 

IC Edw, Yon cavil, widow : I did mean, my queen. 
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£. Grey. 'Twill grieve your grace any sons should call 
you father, 

K, Edw* No n\oie than when my daughters call thee 
mother. 

Thou art a widow, and thou hast some children; 

And, by God’s mother, I, being hut a bachelor, 

Have other some: why, his a happy thing 
To he the father unto many sons. 

Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen, 

Glo. The ghostly father now hath done his shrift. 

[Aside to Clar . 

Clau When he was made a slirivcr, ’Uvas for shift. 

[Aside to Glo , 

K. Edw. Brothers, you muse what chat we tAvo have had. 
Glo . The widow likes it not, for she looks vory( 3£) ) sad. 

JC Edw. You’d think it strange if I should marry her. 
Clai'i To whom/ 40 ) my lord? 

K. Ed uk Why, Clarence, to myself. 

Glo . That would he ten days’ wonder at the least. 

Clar. That’s a day longer than a wonder lasts. 

Glo . By so much is the wonder in extremes. 

IC Edw . Well, jest on, brothers: I cun tell you both 
Her suit h> granted for her husband's lands. 


Eater a Nobleman. 

Noh. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken, 

And brought your prisoner to your palace-gate. 

K. Edw. See that he be convey’d unto the ToAver:— 
And go we, brothers, to the man that took him, 

To question of his apprehension.— 

Widow, go you alonglords, use her honourably/ 11 ) 

[Exeunt King Edn a) d, Lady Grey , Clarence, and Nobleman . 

Glo , Ay, Edward AviU use Avorneu honourably.— 

Would ho were wasted, marrow, bones, and all, 

That from liis loins no hopeful branch may spring, 

To cross me from the golden time I look for ! 

And yet, between my' soul’s desire and me 
(The lustful EdAvard’s title buried) 

Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward, 
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To take their rooms, ere I can place m} r self; 

A cold premeditation for my purpose ! 

Why, then, I do but dream on sovereignty; 

Like one that stands upon a promontory, 

And spies a far-off shore where he would tread, 
Wishing his foot were equal with his eye; 

And chides the sea that sunders him from thence. 
Saying, 110*11 lade it dry to have his way: 

So do I wish the crown, being so far off; 

And so I chide the means that keep me fiom it; 
And so I say, I’ll cut the causes off, 

Flattering me with impossibilities.— 

My eye’s too quick, my heart o’er weens too much. 
Unless my hand and strength could equal them. 
Well, say there is no kingdom, then, for llichnrd ; 
What other pleasure can the world afford? 

I’ll make my heaven in a lady’s lap, 

And dock my body in gay ornaments. 

And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks. 
O miserable thought! and more unlikely 
Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns! 

Why, love forswore me in my mother’s womb: 
And, for I should not deal in lier soft laws, 

She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe, 

To shrink mine artn up like a wither'd shrub , 

To make an envious mountain on my back, 

Wheie sits deformity to mock my body; 

To shape my legs of an unequal size ; 

To disproportion me in every part, 

Like to a chaos, or an uulick’d bear-whelp 
That carries no impression like the dam, 

And am I, then, a man to be belov’d ? 

O monstrous fault, to liarbour such a thought! 
Then, since this earth affords no joy to me, 

But to command, to check, to o’erbear such 
As arc of better person than myself, 

I'll make my heaven to dream upon the crown, 
And, whiles I live, to account this world but hell, 
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Until ( f2 ) my mis-shap’d trunk tlial bears this bead 
Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 

And yet I know not how to get the crown, 

For many lives stand between me and home j 
And I,—like one lost in a thorny wood, 

That rents the thorns, and is rent with the thorns, 

Seeking a way, and straying from the way; 

Not knowing how to find the open air, 

But toiling desperately to find it out,— 

Torment myself to catch tire English crown: 

And from that torment I will free myself. 

Or how my way out with a bloody axe, 

Why, X can smile, and murder whiles I smile; 

And cry content to that which grieves my heart j 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears. 

And frame my face to all occasions. 

I’ll drown more sailors than the mermaid shall; 

I’ll slay more gazers than the basilisk; 

I'll play the Orator as well as Nestor; 

Deceive more slily than Ulysses could; 

And, like a Sin on, take another Troy: 

I can add colours to the chameleon; 

Change shapes with Proteus for advantages; 

And set the murderous Machiavel to school. 

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 

Tut, were it further ofi. I'll pluck it down. [j Exit, 


Scene III. France. A room in the falace* 

Flourish. Enter Louis the French Kiruj y and Lady Eona, attended; 
the King tubes his state , Thai enter Queen Mabgaeet, Princo 
Edwahd, and the Earl of Oxfokd, 

7l. Lou . Fair Queen of England, worthy Margaret, 

[Rising, 

Sit down with us: it ill befits thy state 

And birth, that thou shouldst stand while Louis doth sit. 

Q, Mar. No, mighty King of France: now Margaret 
Must strike her sail, and learn awhile to serve, 
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Where kings command, I was, I must confess, 

Great Albion’s queen in former golden days: 

But now mischance hath trod my title down, 

And with dishonour laid me on the ground; 

Where I must take like seat unto my fortune, 

And to my humble seat conform myself, 

IC Lou , Why, say, fair queen, whence springs this deep 
despair ? 

Q. j Mm\ From such a cause as fills mine eyes with tears, 
And stops my tongue, while heart is drown’d in cares. 

IC Lou . Whatever it be, be thou still like thyself, 

And sit thee by our side ; yield not thy neck 

[Seals her by him . 

To fortune’s yoke, but let tby dauntless mind 
Still ride in triumph over all mischance. 

Be plain. Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief; 

It shall be eas'd, if France can yield relief. 

<3. Mar . Those gracious words revive my drooping 
tho ughts, 

And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak. 

Now, therefore, be it known to noble Louis, 

That Henry, sole possessor of my love, 

Is, of a king, become a banish’d man, 

And forc’d to live in Scotland a forlorn; 

While proud ambitious Edward duke of York 
Usurps the regal title and the seat 
Of England's true-anointed lawful king. 

This is the cause that I, poor Margaret,-— 

With this my son, Prince Edward, Henry’s heir,— 

Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid; 

And if thou fail us, all our hope is done: 

Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help; 

Our people and our peers are both misled, 

Our treasure seiz’d, our soldiers put to flight, 

And, as thou seest, ourselves in heavy plight. 

AT. Lou. Renowned queen, with patience calm the storm. 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 

Q. Mar* The more we stay, the stronger grows our foe, 
1C Lou . The more I stay, the more I’ll succour tliee. 
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Q. Mar. O, but impatience wailcth on true sorrow :— 
And see where comes the breeder of my sorrow! 

Juiter Warwick, attended. 

K. Lou » What’s he approaclieth boldly to our presence ? 
Q. Mar. Oui’ Earl of Warwick, Edward's greatest friend. 
K* Lou. Welcome, brave Warwick l What brings th.ee 
to France ? 

[Descending from his slate. Queen Margaret rises, 
Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to rise ; 

For this is he that moves both wind and tide. 

}Far. From worthy Edward, king of Albion, 

^ly lord and soveieign, and thy vowed friend, 

I come, iu kindness and unfeigned love,— 

First, to do greetings to thy royal person ; 

Aud then ta crave a league of amity ; 

And lastly, to confirm that amity 

With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grunt 

That virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair sister, 

To England's king in lawful marriage. 

Q. Mar . If that go forward, Henry’s hope is done, 
fVai, And, gracious madam [to Bona] f in our king's be¬ 
half, 

J am commanded, with your leave and favour, 

Humbly to kiss your hand, and iritli my tongue 
To tell the passion of my sovereign’s heart; 

Where fame, late entering at his heedful ears, 

Hath plac'd thy beauty’s image and thy virtue. 

Q. Mar. King Louis,--and Lady Bona^-—hear me speak, 
Before you answer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward's well-meant honest lovo, 

But from deceit bred by necessity; 

For how can tyrants safely govern home, 

Unless abroad they purchase great alliance ? 

To prove him tyrant tins reason may suffice,— 

That llcnry livetli still; but were he dead, 

Yet here l J riiiee Edwaid stands, King Henry’s son. 

Look, therefore, Louis, that by this league and marriage 
Hum draw not on thy danger and dishonour; 
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For tliough usurpers sway the rule awhile, 

Yet heavens are just, and time suppressed wrongs. 

War. Injurious Margaret! 

Prince , And why not queen ? 

War. Because tliy father Ilenry did usurp; 

And tliou no more art prince limn she is queen. 

Ox/. Then Warwick disannuls great John of Gaunt, 
Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain ; 

And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the fourth, 

Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest; 

And, after that wise prince, Henry the fifth. 

Who by his prowess conquered all France: 

From these our Henry lineally descends. 

War, Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth discourse. 

You told not how ITenry the sixth hath lost 
All that which Henry the fifth had gotten ? 

Me thinks these peers of France should smile at that. 

But for the rest,—you tell a pedigree 
Of threescore and two years; a silly time 
To make prescription for a kingdom’s worth. 

Oxf, Why, Warwick, canst thou speak against thy liege. 
Whom thou ol^cd’st thirty and six years, 

And not bewray thy treason with a blush ? 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 

Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree ? 

For shame \ leave Ilenry, and call Edward king. 

Oxf. Call him my king by whose injurious doom 
My elder brother, the Tor cl Aubrey Verc, 

Was done to death ? and more than so, my father, 

Even in the downfall of his mellow’d yeais, 

"When nature brought him to the door of death? 

No, "Warwick, no \ while life upholds this am, 

This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 

War. And I the house of York. 

K. Lou. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford, 
Vouchsafe, at om request, to stand aside, 

While I use further conference with Warwick. 

Q. Mar . Heavens grant that Warwick’s words bewitch him 
not! [Retiring with the Prince and Oxford. 
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K. Lou. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon thy con- 
science. 

Is Edward your true king ? for I were loth 
To link with him that were not lawful chosen* 

War. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine honour. 

IC Lou . But is he gracious in the people's eye ? 

War, The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 

1C. Lou. Then further,—all dissembling set aside, 

Tell me for truth the measure of his lovo 
Unto our sister Bona. 

War. Such it seems 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 

Myself have often heard him say, and swear. 

That this liis love was an eternal ( 43 ) plant. 

Whereof the root was fix’d in virtue’s ground, 

■ The leaves and fruit maintain'd with beauty’s sun; 

Exempt from envy, but not from disdain, 

Unless the Lady Bona quit his pain. 

K. Lou. Now, sister, let us hear your firm resolve. 

Bona. Your grant, or your denial, shall be mine :— 

Yet I confess [to War.] that often ere this day. 

When 1 have heard your king's desert recounted. 

Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 

K, Lou. Then, Warwick, thus,—Our sister shall be Ed¬ 
ward’s ; 

And now forthwith shall articles be drawn 
Touching the jointure that your king must make, 

Winch with her dowry shall be counterpois'd.— 

Draw near, Queen Margaret, and be a witness 
That Bona shall be wife to the English king. 

Prince. To Edward, but not to the English king. 

Q, Mar* Deceitful Warwick \ it was thy device 
By this alliance to make void my suit: 

Before thy coming, Louis was Henry’s friend. 

K. Lou ♦ And still is friend to him and Maigaret: 

But if your title to the crown be weak,— 

As may appear by Edward’s good success,— 

Then 'ti& but reason that I be releas’d 
From giving aid which late I promised. 
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Yet shall you have all kindness at iny hand 
That youv estate requires, and mine can yield. 

War* Henry now lives in Scotland at his case, 

Where having nothing, nothing can lie lose. 

And as for you yourself, our quondam queen, 

You have a father able to maintain you; 

And better ’twere you troubled him than France, 

Q. Ma?\ Pence, impudent and shameless Warwick,—( 44 ) 
Proud setterand puller-down of kings! 

I will 110 1 hence, till, with my talk and tears, 

Loth full of truth, I make lung Louis behold 
Thy sly Conveyance and thy loid’s false love ; 
j For both of you are birds of selfsame feather. 

]_A horn sounded within* 

K. Lou . Warwick, this is some post to us, or thee. 

Tutu' a Messenger. 

Mess . My lord ambassador, these letters are for you, 

Sent from your brother. Marquis Montague:— 

These fiom our king unto your majesty :— 

And, madam, these for you j from whom I know not. 

[To Margaret . They all read their letters* 
Oxf. I like it well, that our fair queen and mistress 
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his. 

Prince , Nay, mark how Louis stamps, as ho were nettled : 
I hope alfs for the best. 

AT. Lou* Warwick, what are thy news ?—and yours, fair 
queen ? 

Q. Mar* Mine, such as fill my heart with unhop’d joys. 
War* Mine, full of sorrow and heart's discontent. 

AT. Lou . What! lias your king married the Lady Grey? 
And now, to soothe your forgery and his, 

Sends me a paper to persuade me patience ? 

Is this the alliance that he seeks with France ? 

Dare ho presume to scorn us in this manner? 

Q, Mar* I told your majesty as much before : 

This proveth Edward’s love, and Warwick’s honesty. 

War . King Louis, 1 here protest, in sight of heaven, 

And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss, 

VOL. IV. s 
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That T am clear from this misdeed of Edward's,— 

No more my king, for he dishonours me, 

15ut most himself, if he could see his shame. 

Did I forget, that ljy the house of York 
My lather came untimely to his death ? 

Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece ? 

Did I impale him with the regal crown ? 

Did 1 put Henry fiom his native right? 

And am l giieidrw’d at the last with shame ? 

Shame ou himself! for my desert is honour: 

And, to repair my honour lost for him, 

I here lcncmnee him, and return to Henry.— 

Jly noble queen, let former grudges pass. 

And iieucefoi th I am thy true aervitor : 

I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 

And replant Henry in his former state. 

Cl. Mar. Warwick, these words have turn'd my hate to 
love \ 

And I forgive and quite forget old faults, 

And joy that thou hecom'st King Henry's friend. 

IVar . So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend, 

That, if Jviug Louis vouchsafe to furnish u$ 

With some few hands of chosen soldiers. 

I’ll under rake to land them on our coast, 

And foice the tyrant from his seat by war. 

’Tis not lus new-made hride shall succour him: 

Ami as for Clarence,—as my letters tell me. 

He's very likely now to fall from him, 

tor matching more for wanton lust than honour, 

Or than for strength mid safety of auv country. 

Jiuna. Dear brother, how shall Bona he reveng’d. 

But by thy help to this distressed queen? 

Q. Mar. Ilenouncd prince, how shall poor Henry live. 
Unices tliou rescue him from foul despair ? 

Jlwau My quarrel and this English queen’s are one. 

B ur. And mine, fair louly Bona, joins with yours. 

A\ Lou. And mine with luus, and tlnne, and Alargaiot’s* 
Theufoi l\ at last, X firmly am resolv’d 
You =hfdl have aid. 
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Q, Mar .■ Let me give humble thanks for all at once. 

K, Lou, Then, England’s messenger, return in post, 

And tell false Edward, thy supposed king, 

That Louis of Fiance is sending over masquers 
To revel it with him and his new bride : 

Thou seest what’s past,—go fear thy king withal. 

Bona . Tell him, in hope hcTl prove a widower shoitly, 

I’ll wear the widow-garland for his sake. 

Q. Mar, Tell him, my mourning-weeds are laid aside, 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

War, Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong; 
And therefore I’ll uncrown him, ere’t be long. 

There’s thy reward: begone. [Exit ft fas, 

K* Lou, But, Warwick, 

Thou and Oxford, with five thousand men. 

Shall cross the seas, and hid false Edsvaid battle ; 

And, us occasion serves, this uoble queen 
And prince shall follow with a fresh supply. 

Yet, ere thou go, but answer mo quo doubt,— 

What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ? 

War . This shall assure my constant loyalty,— 

That if our queen and this young prince agree, 

I'll join mine eldest daughter and my joy 
To him forthwith in holy wedlock-hands. 

Q. Mar, Yes, I agree, and tlmnk you for your motion.— 
Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous, 

Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick; 

And, with thy hand, thy faitli irrevocable. 

That only Warwick’s daughter shall he thine. 

Prince . Yes, I accept her, for she well deserves it; 

And hero, to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 

[lie gives his hand to Warwick. 
1C Lou, Why stay we now ? These soldiers shall he 
levied. 

And thou, Lord Bourbon, our liigh-admiral, 

Shall waft them over with our royal fleet,— 

I long till Edward fall by war’s mischance, 

For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 

[Exeunt all except Warwick, 
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War* I came from Edward as ambassador, 
lint I return his sworn and mortal foej 
Mutter of marriage was the charge he gave me, 
lint dreadful war shall answer bis demand. 

Had lie none else to make a stale but me 7 
Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 

I was the chief that rais’d him to the crown, 

And I’ll be chief to bring him down again : 

Not that I pity Henry’s misery, 

TUit seek 1 avenge on Edward’s mockery. \Rxil. 


ACT IY. 

Scr^n I. London. A room iyi the palace* 

Jfnt t r (Jt.ostkiu Clarence, Somerset, Montague, and other# 

Glo . Now tell me, brother Clarence, what think you 
Of this new marriage with the Lady Grey ? 

Hath not our brother made a worthy choice ? 

Clar* Alas, j on know, 'tis far from lienee to France; 

How could lie ^t<\y till Warwick made return ? 

Sum. >ly lords, forbear this talk; here comes the king. 
(ffo. And hi? well-chosen bride. 

Clay . I mind to tell him plainly what I think. 

Flo k nth. Pniit Yuig Y/Uwaryj, attended; Lmy tAnr/p, as Queen ; 
Tiimhuoicec vS^Afronc, Hastings, and others, 

K. Edi i\ Now, brother of Clarence, how like you our 
choice. 

That you stand pensive, as half malcontent? 

Clay. As well as Louis of France, or the Earl of Warwick; 
Which are so weak of courage and in judgment, 
that they'll take no offence ut our abuse. 

A. Edic. Suppose they take offence without a cause, 

Iht\ are but Louis and Warwick*. I am Edward, 

Your kins and WarwmkY, and must have my will. 

Cfh t AjhIi^j shall liavo your will, because our king; 

Yet lia^ty maimge seldom pyoveth well. 
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K. Echo. Yea, brother Richard, are yon offended too ? 
Glo, Not I: 

No, God forbid that I should wish them sever’d 
Whom God hath join’d together; ay, and *twore pity 
To sunder them that yoke so well togetliei. 

K. Edw. Setting your scorns and your nrislike aside, 

Tell me some reason why the Lady Grey 

Should not become my wife and England’s queen : — 

And yon too, Somerset and Montague, 

Speak freely what you think, 

Clar. Then this is mine opinion,—tlmt King Louis 
Becomes your enemy, for mocking him 
About the marriage of the Lady Bonn. 

Glo « And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge, 

Is now dishonoured by this new marriage, 

1C Edw , What if both Louis and Warwick be appeas’d 
By such invention as I can devise ? 

Mont. Yet, to have join’d with France in such alliance 
Would more have strengthen’d this our commonwealth 
’Gainst foreign storms than any home-bred marriage. 

Hast, Why, knows not Montague that of itself 
England is safe, if true within itself? 

Mont. But( 10 ) the safer when ’tis back’d with France. 
Hast. 'Tis better using France than trusting France: 

Let us be back’d with God, and with the seas 
Which he hath given for fence impregnable, 

And with their helps only defend ourselves ; 

In them and in ourselves our safety lies, 

Clar . For this one speech Lord Habtings well deserves 
To have the heir of the Lord Hunger ford. 

K, Edw, Ay, what of that ? it was my will and grant; 
And for this once my will shall stand for law. 

Glo. And yet me thinks your grace hath not done well, 
To give the heir and daughter of Lord Scales 
Unto the brother of your loving baicle ; 

She better would have fitted me or Clarence ; 

But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Clar . Or else you would not have bestow’d the heir 
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Of the Lord Bonville on your new wife’s son, 

And leave your brothers, to go speed elsewhere. 

JC Edit), Alas, poor Clarence! is it for a wife 
That thou art malcontent? I will provide tliee. 

Chi\ In choosing for yourself, you show 1 cl your judg¬ 


ment. 

Which being shallow, you shall give me leave 
To play the broker in mine own behalf; 

And to that end I shortly mind to leave you. 

K. Echv. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be king, 

And not be tied unto bis brother’s will. 

Q. JHb, My lords, before it pleas’d his majesty 
To raise my state to title of a queen, 

Do me but right, and you must till confess 
That I was not ignoble of descent; 

And meaner than myself have had like fortune, 
lint us this title honours me and mine, 

So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleasing, 

Do cloud my joys with danger and with sorrow. 

A\ Edn\ My love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns : 
What danger or what sorrow can befall tliee. 

So long as Eduaul is thy constant friend, 

And their true sovereign, whom they must obey ? 

May, whom they shall obey, and love thee too, 

Unless they seek foi hatred at my hands; 

Which if they do, yet will I keep thee safe, 

And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 

Glo. I hear, yet say not much, but think the more. 

\_/}$ide . 


Enter a Mcs-Jouger 

A. Edw. Now, messenger, what lettcis or what nows 
thorn Trance? 


Mess. My sovereign liege, no letters; and few words, 
but such as I, without your special pardon, 

I hive hot relate. 

A. Edu\ Go to, we pardon thee : therefore, in brief, 
bell me their words ns near as thou canst guess them. 
What answer makes King Louis unto our letters ? 
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iVcss, At my depart) these wove his very words; 
cr Go tell false Edward, tby ( 17 ) supposed king, 

That Louis of France is sending over masquers 
To revel it with him and his now bride.” 

E. Ediv. Is Louis so brave ? belike be thinks me Henry. 
But what said Lady Bona to my marriage? 

, Mess. These were her words, utter’d with mild disdain : 

“ Tell him, in hope he’ll prove a widower shortly, 

I’ll wear the willow-garland for his sake.” 

K. Echv. 1 blame not her, she could say little less ; 

She had the wrong. But what said Henry’s queen ? 

For I have beard that she was there in place. 

Mess, “Tell him,” quotli she, “my mourning-weeds are 
done, 

And I am ready to put armour on.” 

K. JSdw . Belike she minds to play the Amazon, 

But what said "Warwick to these injuries? 

Mess. lie, more incens’d against your majesty 
Than all the rest, discharg’d me with these words: 

“ Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong. 

And therefore I’ll uncrown him, cre't be long.’ 3 

K, Edw. Ha! durst the traitor breathe out so proud 
words ? 

Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn'd: 

They shall have wars, and pay for their presumption. 

But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret? 

Mess. Ay, gracious sovereign; they are so link'd iu 
friendship, 

That young Prince Edward marries Warwick's daughter. 

Clcn. Belike the elder; Clarence will have the younger, 

| Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast, 

I For I will hence to Warwick's other daughter; 

That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage 
I may not prove inferior to yourself.— 

You that love me and Warwick, follow me. 

[Exit Clarence , and Somerset follows. 

Glo. Not I: 

My thoughts aim at a further matter; I 

Stay not for the( B ) love of Edward, but the crown, [Aside, 
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JC Edw . Clarence and Somerset both gone to Warwick ! 
Yet am I arm'd against the worst can happen j 
And haste is needful in this desperate case.— 

Pembroke and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Go levy men, and make prepare for war; 

They are already, or quickly will he landed: 

Myself in person will straight follow you, 

[.Exeunt Pembroke and Stafford . 
But, ere I go, Hastings and Montague, 

Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest, 

Are near to Waiwick by blood and by alliance: 

Tell me if you love Warwick more than me ? 

If it be so, then both depart to him; 

I rather wish you foes than hollow friends * 

But if you mind to hold your tmo obedience, 

Give me assurance with some friendly vow, 

That I may never have you in suspect. 

Mont, So God help Montague as he proves true! 

Hast, And Hastings as lie favours Edward’s cause ! 

K. Edn\ Now, brother Richard, will 3^0u stand by us ? 
Ola. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand you* 

K. Edw, Why, so ! then am I sure of victory. 

Now therefore let us hence; and lose 110 hour, 

Till wc meet Warwick with his foreign power. [Exeunt, 


Scenc II. A plain in Warwickshire, 

Euler Warwick and Oxford, with Peach and other forces . 

U r ar, Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well j 
The common people by numbers swarm to us.— 

But see where Somerset and Clarence cornea! 

Enter Ciaivek cn and Somerset 

Speak suddenly, my lords,—are wc all friends? 

Clat. lAar not that, my lord. 

I Hay, Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick;— 
[ And welcome, Somerset:—I hold it cowardice 
T<> lnisluibtful where a noble Iieait 
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Hath pawn’d an open hand in sign of love ; 

Else might I think that Clarence, Edward’s brother. 

Were hut a feigned friend to our proceedings: 

But welcome, sweet Clarence; my daughter shall be thine. 
And now what rests hut, in night’s coverture, 

Thy brother being carelessly encamp’d, 
i His soldiers lurking in the towns( 10 ) about, 

And but attended by a simple guard, 

Wc may surprise and take him at our pleasure ? 

Our scouts have found the adventure very easy : 

That as Ulysses and stout Diomede 

With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus’ tents, 

And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds ; 

So we, well cover’d with the night’s black mantle, 

At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard, 

And seize himself; I say not, slaughter him, 

For I intend but only to surprise him.— 

You that will follow me to this attempt, 

Applaud the name of Henry with youi leader. 

[They all cry , r< Henry 1” 
Why, then, let’s on our way in silent sort: 

For Warwick and his friends, God and Saint George 1 

[Exeunt, 


Scene III, Edward's cam /?, near Warwick . 

Enter certain Watchmen, before the King’s tent. 

First Watch. Come on, my masters, each mail take his 
stand: 

The king, by this, is set him down to sleep. 

Second Wiatclu What, will he not to bed ? 

First Watch . Why, no; for he lialli made a solemn vow 
Never to lie and lake his natmal rest 
Till Warwick or himself he quite suppress’d. 

Second Watch . To-morrow, then, belike, shall be the day, 
If Warwick he so near as men report. 

Third Watch . But say, I pray, what nobleman is that 
That with the king here resteth in his tent? 



*00 TUIUB l’AHT 01? t urr IV, 

First Watch. 'Tis the Lord Hastings, the ting’s chiefest 
friend. 

Third Watch* 0,is it so? But why commands tlic icing 
That Ins chief followers lodge in towns about him, 

While he himself hoops in the cold field ? 

Second Watch* ’Tis the more honour, because more dan¬ 
gerous. 

Third Watch . Ay, but give me worship and quietness; 

1 like it better than a dangerous honour* 

If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 

’Tis to be doubted lie would waken him* 

Fitst Watch* Unless our lialheids did shut up bis passage. 
Second J/ atch. Ay, wherefore eLu guard we his royal tent, 
But to defend his person from night-Foes ? 

Tn(cr 'Warwick, Cl Anchor, Oxford, Somerset, and forces . 

// nr. 1 bis is his tent; and see where stand his guard. 
Coinage, iriy masters! honour now or never ! 

But follow me, and Edward shall be ours. 

First Watch* Who goes there ? 

Second Watch , Stay, or thou chest! 

(7/ (mack and the rest cry all , “ Warwick! War¬ 
wick!” and set upon the Guard t who jly, cyy- 
ln 3 1 “Arm! arm!” Warwick and the test 
following them. 

The drum hcatinrj and tnuapds son titling, re-enter Warwick and 
(he rut, htititjmj the King out in his you>/i, sdiiuy in a chair. 
Gmhtbu and TLismus are seen Jlyhuj, 

Sm, What are they that fly there ? 

War. Richard and Hastings : let them go; here is the 
duke. 

A, Edw* Hie duke! Why, Warwick, when we parted 
last,p l ) 

dhoti call’dsfc me king, 

^ a *' t Ay, but the case is alter’d: 

\\ hen you disgrac’d me in my embassade, 

Ihcn I degraded you from being king, 

And come now to create you Duke of Yoik. 

A Ins, how should you govern any kingdom, 
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’ That know not how to use ambassaclois; 
l Nor how to he contented with one wife; 

• Nor how to use your brothers brotherly; 

, Nor how to study for the people’s welfare ; 

Nor how to shroud youiself from enemies? 

K. Echo. Yea, brother of Clarence, art thou here too ? 
Nay, then I see that Edward needs must down.— 

Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance, 

Of thee thyself and all thy complices, 

J Edward will always bear himself as king: 

Though fortune's malice overthrow my state, 

My mind exceeds the compass of her wheel# 

ll r ar. Then, for his mind, be Edward England’s king : 

[Takes off his a own. 

But Henry now shall wear the English crown, 

And he true king indeed; thou but the shadow.— 

My Loid of Somerset, at my request, 

Sec that forthwith Duke Edward he convey’d 
Unto my brother, Archbishop of York. 

When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellows, 

111 follow you, and toll what answer( r>1 ) 

Louis and the Lady Bona send to him.— 

Now, for a while farewell, good Duke of York. 

AT. Edw. What fates impose, that men must needs abide ; 
It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

[Exit, led out{ Somerset with him. 
Oxf. What now remains, my lords, for us to do, 

But march to London with our soldiers? 

War. Ay, that's the first thing that we have to do; 

To free King Henry from imprisonment, 

And see him seated in the regal throne. [Exeunt. 


Scene I V, London. A room in the'palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and IIivbus. 
lllo. Madam, what makes you in this sudden change ? 
Q. Eliz. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to learn 
What late misfortune is be fall’ll King Edward ? 
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2Uv. What, loss of some pitch'd battle against Warwick ? 
<3. Elh* No, but the loss of his own royal person. 

Riv* Then, is my sovereign slain ? 

Q . £1*3* Ay, almost slain, for he is taken prisoner ; 

Either betray'd by falsehood of his guard, 

Or by his foe surpris'd, at unawares: 

And, as 1 further have to understand, 
ts new commuted to the Bishop of York, 

Fell Warwick's brother, and by that our foe. 

Ulv. These news, I must confess, arc full of grief; 

Yet, giaciouft madam, bear it as you uuty ; 

Warwick may lose, that now hath won the day. 

Q. Elh. Till then, fair hope must hinder life's decay. 

And I the rather wean me from despair. 

For love of Edward’s offspring in my womb: 

This is it that makes me bridle passion, 

And bear with mildness my misfortune's cross; 

Ay, ay, for this I draw-in many a tear. 

And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs, 

Lest with my sighs or tears I blast or drown 
King EdwauVs fruit, true heir to the English ciown, 

Miv. But, madam, whme is Warwick, then, become? 

<3. El in, I am inftn m'd that he comes towards London, 
lo set the crown once more ou Henry's head: 
tnicss thou the icsL, Xing Edwards friends must down. 

But, to prevent the tyianFs violence 

(For trust not him that hath once biokcn faith), 

X U hence forthwith unto the sanctuary, 
io sate at least the heir of Edward's right; 

There shall I vest secure fiom force and fraud. 

Come, therefore, let us fly while we may fly : 

It M aruiek take us, wc aie sure to die. [Exeunt. 




* -- wibwu/i in lor/isnivc* 

1Utr Glowf - 11 ’ W-'wxscw, Sir William Easley, and Man. 
Oh, Now, my Lord Hastings and Sir William Stanley, 
1 off to wonder why I drew you Lithe,-, 
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Into tliis cliiefest thicket of the park. 

Thus stands f* 3 ) the case : you know out king, my brother, 

Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands 
He hath good usage and great liberty ; 

And often, but attended with weak guard, 

Comes ( 53 ) hunting this way to disport himself. 

I have advertis’d lmn by secret means, 

That if about this hour he make this way, 

UndcY the colour of his usual game, 

Ho shall here find his friends, with horse and men, 

To set him free from his captivity. 

Enter King Edward and a Huntsman. 

Hunt* This way, my lord; for this way lies the game. 

K, Edw. Nay, this way, man : see where the huntsmen 
stand.—- 

Now, brother of (Hosier, Lord Hastings, and the rest, 

Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop’s deer ? 

67o. Brother, the time and case requireth haste: 

Your liorse stands ready at the park-corner. 

K, Edw. But whither shall we then ? 

Hast . To Lynn, my lord; and sliip( 54 ) from thence to 
Flanders. 

Glo, Well guess’d, believe me ; for that was my meaning. 
1C Echo . Stanley, I will requite thy forwardness. 

Glo, But wherefore stay we ? ’tis no time to talk. 

1C Edw. Huntsman, what say’st thou ? wilt thou go along? 
Hunt . Better do so than tarry and be bang’d, 

Glo, Come then, away; let's ha* no more ado, 

IC Echo . Bishop, farewell: shield thee from Warwick’s 
frown } 

And pray that 1 may lepossess the crown. [Exeunt, 


Scents YI. A room in the Tower, 

Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somerset, young Bicn- 
iuond, Oxford, Montague, Lieutenant of the Tower, and At¬ 
tendants. 

1C. Hen, Master lieutenant, now that Grod and friends 
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Have shaken Edwaid from the regal seat, 

And turn'd my captive state to liberty, 

IIy fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys,— 

At our enlargement what are thy duo fees? 

Licit. Subjects may challenge nothing of fclioir sovereigns; 
But if an humble prayer may prevail, 

I then crave pardon of your majesty. 

K. lien. For what, lieutenant ? for well-using me ? 

Nay, lie thou sure J’ll well requite thy kindness, 

For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure, 

Ay, «uch a pleasure as incaged birds 
Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts, 

At last, by notes of household harmony, 

They quite forget their loss of liberty.— 

But, Warwick, after God, thou sett'st me free, 

, And chiefly therefore I thank Grod and thee ; 

He was the author, thou the instrument. 

Therefore, that 1 may conquer fortunes spite, 

By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me, 

And that the people of this blessed kind 
May not be punish'd with my thwarting stars,— 

Warwick, although my head still wear the crown, 

I hde resign my government to thee, 

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

U r (u\ Your grace hath still been fam'd for virtuous; 

And now may scorn as wise as virtuous, 

By spying and avoiding fortune's malice, 

For few men rightly temper with the stars : 

Yet in this one thing let me blame your grace. 

For choosing me when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the sway, 

To whom the heavens, in thy nativity, 

Adjudg’d an olive-branch and laurel-crown. 

As likely to he blest in peace and war; 

And therefore I yield thee my free consent. 

If ar. And I choose Clarence only for protector. 

K. lien. Warwick and Clarence, give me both your 
hands: 

Now join your hands, and with your hands your heaits, 
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That no dissension kinder government: 

I make you both protectors of this land; 

While I myself will lead a private life. 

And in devotion spend my latter days, 

To sin's rebuke and my Creator's praise. 

War* What answers Clarence to his soveioign's will ? 
Clar. That lie consents, if Warwick yield consent; 

For on thy fortune I repose myself. 

War. Why, then, though loth, yet must 1 be content: 

Wo’ll yoke together, like a double shadow 
To Henry’s body, and supply liis place ; 

I mean, in bearing weight of government. 

While lie enjoys the honour and his ease. 

And, Clarence, now then it is more than needful 
Forthwith that Ed waul be pronounc’d a traitor* 

And all his lands and goods be confiscate.^ 5 ) 

Claw What else ? and that succession be determin’d. 

War• Ay, therein Clarence shall not want his part, 

K . Hen. But, with the first of all your chief affairs, 

Let me entreat (for I command no more), 

That Margaret your queen, and my son Edward, 

Be sent for, to return from France with speed ; 

For, till I see them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclips’d. 

Clar, It shall be done, my sovereign, with all speed. 

1C. lien. My Lord of Somerset, wliat youth is that, 

Of whom you seem to have so tender care ? 

Som . My liege, it is young Henry, earl of Richmond. 

IC. Jlen. Come hi Liter, England's hope,—If secret powers 

[lays his hand on his head. 
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts, 

This pretty lad will prove our country’s bliss. 

His looks are full of peaceful majesty; 

Ilis head by nature fram'd to wear a crown, 

Ills hand to wield a sceptre; and himself 
Likely in time to bless a regal throne. 

Make much of him, my lords ; for this is lie 
Must help you more than you aie hurt by me. 
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Enter a Messenger. 

War. What news, my friend ? 

Mess. That Ed waul is escaped from your brother, 

And fled, ns lie hears since, to Burgundy. 

War. Unsavoury news! but how made he escape ? 

Mess. He was convey’d by Richard duke of Gloster, 

And ilie Lord Hastings, who attended him 
In secret ambush on the forest-side, 

And from the bishop’s huntsmen rescu’d him; 

For limiting was his daily exercise. 

War. My brother was tob careless of his charge.— 

But let us lienee, niy sovereign, to provide 
A salve for any sore that may betide, 

[Ecceunt King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, Lieu¬ 
tenant , and Attendants* 

Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of Edward's; 

For doubtless Burgundy will yield him help, 

And we shall have more wars before’t he long. 

As Hemy’s late presaging prophecy 

Did glad, my heart with hope of this young Richmond, 

So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts 
What may befall him, to his harm and ours: 

Therefore, Loul Oxford, to prevent the worst* 

Forthwith wofll send him hence to Brittany, 

Till storms he past of civil enmity. 

Gxf. Ay, for if Edward repossess the crown, 

Jf £ts VVku Vniit ft AMmond wdVn tine rest shaft clown. 

Sow* It shall be so; he shall to Brittany. 

Come, therefore, let’s about it speedily, [Exeunt. 


Scene VII, Before Yoik. 

Flourish . Enter King Eewaud, Glosteii, Hastings, and forces. 

A, Edw. How, brother Richard, Lord Hastings, and the 
rest, 

A et thus far fortune maketli us amends. 

And i>ays, that once more I shall interchange 
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My waned state for Henry’s regal crown. 

Well liave we pass'd, and now repass’d the seas, 

And brought desired help from Burgundy : 

What, then, remains, we being thus arriv’d 
From Pvavenspurg haven before the gates of York, 

But that we enter, as into our dukedom ? 

Glo. The gates made fast!—Brother', I like not this ; 

For many men that stumble at the threshold 
Are well foretold that danger lurks within. 

K, Edw, Tush, man, abodements must not now affright 
us: 

By fair or foul means we must enter in, 

For hither will our friends repair to us. 

Hast, My liege, I’ll knock once more to summon them. 

Enter, on the walls, the Mayor of York and Aldermen. 

May . My lords, we were forewarned of your coming, 

And shut the gates for safety of ourselves ; 

For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

K. Edw. But, master mayor, if Henry be your king, 

Yet Edward at the least is Duke of York. 

May, True, my good lord; I know you for no less. 

K. Edw, Why, and I challenge nothing but my duke¬ 
dom. 

As being well content with that alone. 

Glo . But when the fox hath once got in his nose, 

He’ll soon find means to make the body follow. [/Iside, 

Hast, Why, master mayor, why stand you in a doubt ? 
Open the gates; we are King Henry’s friends. 

May, Ay, say you so ? the gates shall then be open’d. 

[Exit, with Aldermen , above. 
Glo . A wise stout captain, and soon persuaded 1 
Hast, The good old mail would fain that all were well, 

So ’twerc not long of him; but being enter’d, 

' I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade 
Both him and all his brothers unto reason. 

Enter the Mayor and Aldermen, below. 

IC, Edw . So, master mayor: these gates must not be shut 
But in the night or in the time of war. 

VOL. IV. T 
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What! fear not, man, but yield mo up the keys; 

[Takes his keys. 

For Edward \v JH defend the town and thee. 

And all those friends that deign to follow me, 

Dnaa. Enter Montgomery and forces, marching. 

Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery, 

Our trusty friend, unless I be deceiv'd. 

IC. Edw. Welcome, Sir John ! But why come you in 
aims? 

AlonU To help King Edward in lus time of storm. 

As every loyal subject ought to do. 

K . Ediv. Thanks, good Montgomery j but wo now forget 
Our title to the crown, and only claim 
Our dukedom till God please to send the rest. 

Mont. Then fare you well, for 1 will hence again ; 

I came to serve a king, and not a duke.— 

Drummer, strike up, and let us match away. [A march begun. 

K. Edw. Nay, stay, Sir John, awhile ; aiul we’ll debate 
By what <afe means the crown may he recover’d. 

Mont. What talk you of debating ? in few words,— 

If you'll not here proclaim youiself our king, 

I’ll leave you to your fortune, and be gone 
To keep them back that come to succour you \ 

Why .shall \vc fight, if you pie tend no title? 

Cilo. Why, hi other, wherefore stand you on nice points? 
K. Edw . When we grow stronger, then we’ll make our 
claim : 

fill then, lis wisdom to conceal our meaning, 

/last. Away with scrupulous wit! now arms must rule, 
Glo. And fearless nnnh climb soonest unto crowns, 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand; 

JJm bruit thereof will bring you many friends, 

A. hJw. XJ 1011 be it as you will ; for ? tis my right, 

And Henry hut usurps the diadem. 

Mont. Ay, now my sovereign speaketli like himself; 

And inns will I he Edwards champion. 

Had. Sound trumpet; Edward shall be here pro¬ 
claim’d :— 
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Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation, 

[Gives him a paper. Flourish. 
Sold. [reads] “Edward the fourth, by the grace of God, king 
of England and France, and loid of Ireland, See” 

Mont. And whosoe’er gainsays King Edward’s right, 

By this I challenge him to single fight. 

[Throws down his gauntlet t 
All . Long live Edward the fourth! 

K. Edw . Thanks, bia\e Montgomery; — and thanks unto 
you all: 

If fortune serve me, I’ll requite this kindness. 

Now, for this night, let's harbour here iu York; 

And when the morning sun shall raise Ins car 
Above the border of this horizon, 

We’ll forward towards Warwick and bis mates \ 

Eor well I wot that Henry is no soldier,— 

Ah, froward Clarence ! how evil it beseem■» thee, 

To flatter Ilcnry, and forsake thy hi other! 

Yet, as we may, we'll meet both thee and Warwick.— 

Come on, brave soldiers: doubt not of the day ; 

And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. [Exeunt. 


Scene VIII. London . A room in the palace. 

Flourish. Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, Montague, 
Exeter, and Oxford. 

Wav. Whal counsel, lords ? Edward from Belgia, 

With hasty Germans and blunt Hollanders, 

Hath pass'd in safety through the narrow seas, 

And with his tioops doth march amain to Loudon ; 

And many giddy people flock to him. 

0:cj\^) Let's levy men, and beat him back again. 

Clai\ A little fire is quickly trodden out; 

Which, being suffer’d, rivers cannot quench. 

War . In Warwickshire I have ti uedieartecl friends, 

Not mutinous in peace, yet hold in war; 

Those will I muster up:—and thou, son Clarence, 

Shalt stir up in Suffolk, Norfolk, and iu Kent, 
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The knights and gentlemen to come with thee;— 

Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 

Northampton, and in Leicestershire, shall find 
Men well inclin’d to hear what thou command’st 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov’d. 

In Oxfordshire shall muster up thy friends. 

My sovereign, with the loving citizens,— 

Like to his island girt in with the ocean. 

Or modest Dian circled with her nymphs,— 

Shall rest in London till we come to him.— 

Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply.— 

Farewell, my sovereign. 

K. I ten. Farewell, my Hector, and my Troy’s true hope, 
Clai\ In sign of truth, I kiss youi highness 1 hand. 

K. lien. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate! 

Mont, Comfort, my lord;—and so, I take my leave. 

Oxf. And thus [hissing Henry's hand ] I seal my truth, 
and bid adieu, 

K. Hen . Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague, 

And all at once, once more a happy farewell. 

War. Farewell, sweet lords: let's meet at Coventry. 

[Exeunt War. Clar. Oxf. and Mont . 
K . Hen, Here at the palace will I rest awhile. 

Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship ? 

Me thinks the power that Edward hath in field 
Should not he able to encounter mine. 

Exe, The doubt is, that lie will seduce the rest. 

K. Hen. That’s not my fear ; my meed hath got me fame : 
1 have not stopp’d mine ears to their demands, 

Nor posted off their suits with slow delays; 

My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds, 

My mildness hath allay’d their swelling griefs, 

My mercy dried their water-flowing tears; 

I have not been desirous of their wealth, 

Nor much oppress’d them with great subsidies. 

Nor forward of revenge, though they much err’d: 

Then why should they love Edward more than me ? 

No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace : 

And, wheu the lion fawns upon the lamb. 
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The lamb will never cease to follow him. 

[Shout with hi) ft A Lancaster I A Lancaster !’* 
Exe, Hark, hark, my lord! what shouts are these ? 

Enter King Ewakd, GliOSTER, and Soldiery. 

K . Ediv. Seize on the shame-fac’d Henry, bear him 
hence ; 

And once again proclaim us king' of England.—• 

You are the fount that makes small brooks to ilovv: 

Now stops thy spring; my sea shall suck them dry, 

And swell so much the higher hy their ebb.— 

Hence with him to the Tower; let him not speak. 

[Exeunt .some with King Henry. 
And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course, 

Where peremptory Warwick now remains : 

The sun shines hot; and, if we use delay, 

Cold biting winter mars our hop’d-for hay. 

Glo. Away betimes, before his forces join, 

And take the great-grown traitor unawares: 

Bravo warriors, march amain towards Coventry. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

Scene I, Coventry . 

Enter , upon the waUs , Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, two 
Messengers, and others . 

JVcn\ Where is the post that camo from valiant Oxford,?— 
How far hence is thy lord, mine honest fellow ? 

First Mess . By this at Hunsmore, marching hitherward. 

7Fa ), How far olF is our brother Montague ?— 

Where is the post that came from Montague ? 

Second Mess , By this at Daintvy, with a puissant troop. 

Enter Sir John Soatervilie. 

IVar. Say, Somerville, what says my loving son 'l 
And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence now ? 
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Aow. At Southam I did leave him with his forces, 

Aiul cio expect him here some two hours hence. 

[Drum heaul. 

Jfar. Then Clarence is at hand ; I hear his drum. 

Soul. It is not his, my laid; here Southam lies: 

The drum your honour heais marcheth fiom Waiwick. 

U r a)\ Who should that be ? belike, unlook’d-for friends. 
Sow. They are at hand, and you shall quickly know. 

March , flourish, Enter King Edward, Gnos'mi, and forces. 

AT. Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and sound a parlc, 
Gl<u See how the surly Warwick mans the wall! 

Jl'aw O unhid spite! is sportful Edward come ? 

Where slept our scouts, or how are they seduc’d, 

That we could hear no news of his repair ? 

Ah Kdvu Now, Warwick, wilt tliuu ope the city-gates, 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee, 

Call Edward king, and at his bauds beg mercy ? 

And lie shall pardon thee these outrages. 

IVav . Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Contest who set thee up and pluck’d thee down, 

Cull Warwick patron, and he penitent? 

And thou slmlt still remain the Duke of York, 

Oku I thought, at least, he would have said the king ; 

Or did he make the jest against his will ? 

Har. h not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift? 

(rlo Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give: 

Pll do thee &ei vice for so good a gift. 

JVar. 'Twits 1 that gave the kingdom to thy brother. 

K. l£thi\ Why, then, *tis mine, if but by Warwick’s gift. 
// ar» Thou art no Atlas for so great a weight: 

And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again; 

And Henry m my king, Warwick his subject. 

Ah Echo, Jhu Waiwick’s king is Edward’s prisoner : 

Aiul, gallant Warwick, do but answer this,— 

What ia the body when the head is oil ? 

Ulo. Alas, that Warwick had no more forecast, 

Dut, wliiles he thought to steal the single ten, 

The king was riily finger’d from the deck! 
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You left poor Henry at the bishop's palace. 

And, ten to one, you'll meet him in the Tower. 

IC Edw. Tis even so \ yet you are Warwick still. 

Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time; kneel down, kneel 
clown; 

Nay, when ? strike now, or else the iron cools, 

War. I had rather chop this hand off at a blow. 

And with the other iiing it at thy face, 

Than hear so low a sail, to strike to thee. 

K, Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind and tide thy 
friend; 

This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black hair, 

Shall, whiles thy head is warm and new cut off, 

Write in the dust this sentence with thy blood,— 

" Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more. 11 

Euler Oxford, with fj rccs, drum, a ad colours. 

War, 0 cheerful colours! see where Oxford comes! 

Oxf Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster! 

[He and his forces enter the city. 
Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too* 

K. Ediv* So other foes may set upon our backs. 

Stand we in good array; for they no doubt 
Will issue out again and bid us battle: 

If not, the city being but of small defence, 

We'll quickly louse the traitors in the same. 

War. O, welcome, Oxford! for we want thy help. 

Enter Montague, with forces } drum, and colour a. 

Mont . Montague, Montague, for Lancaster! 

[lie and his forces enter the city. 
Glo . Thou and thy brother both shall buy this treason 
Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 

K. Ediv. The harder match'd, the greater victory : 

My mind presageth happy gain and conquest. 

Enter SoimtSET, with forces, drum, and colours 
Som . Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster! 

[He and his forces enter the city, 
Glo . Two of thy name, both Dukes of Somerset, 
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Have sold their lives unto the house of York; 
And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold. 


Eater Clarence, with force#, drum , andcoburs- 
Jfar , And lo, where George of Clarence sweeps along, 

Of force enough to hid his brother battle; 

With whom anp) upright zeal to right prevails 
More than the nature of a brother's love!— 

Come, Clarence, conic 5 tliou wilt, if Warwick call. 

Claw Father of Warwick, know you what this means ? 

{Taking the red lose out of his hat. 
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee: 

1 will not ruinate my father’s house, 

Who gave his blood to lime the stones together. 

And set up Lancaster. Why, trow’&t thou, Warwick, 

That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural, 

To bend the fatal instruments of war 
Against his brother and his lawful king ? 

Perhaps thou wilt object my holy oath: 

To keep that oath, w ere more impiety 

Than Jephtluds,! 53 ) when he sacrific'd his daughter. 

1 am so sorry for my trespass made, 

That, to deserve well at my brother’s hands, 

1 licit* proclaim myself thy mortal foe; 

With resolution, wheresoe’er I meet thee 
(As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad). 

To plague thee for tliy foul misleading me. 

And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee, 

And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks,— 

Pm don me, Edward, 1 will make amends;—■ 

And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults. 

For I will henceforth be no more uncoils taut. 

Ah AVic, Now welcome more, and ten times more bclov'd. 
Than if thou never hadst deserv’d our hate. 

G/o. Welcome, good Clarence; this is biother-dike. 
flar. O passing traitor, perjur’d and unjust I 
Ah Jidu\ What, Warwick, wilt tliou leave the town, and 
light l 

Or tball we beat the stones about thine ears ? 
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JVar % Alas, I am not coop’d here for defence ! 

I will away towards Barnet presently, 

And hid thee battle, "Edward, if thou dar’st. 

JC Edw. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the 
way.— 

Lords, to the field; Saint George an^l victory! 

[March* Exeunt. 


Scene IL A field of battle near Barnet. 

Alarums and excursions. Enter King Edward, bruiglng in 
WAJnvicK ivoujitled, 

1 C Edw. So, lie thou there : die thou, and die our fear; 
For Warwick was a bug that fear’d us all.— 

Now, Montague, sit fast; I seek for thee, 

That Warwick’s bones may keep thine company. [Exit. 

Wav. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend or foe, 

And tell me who is victor, York or Warwick ? 

Why ask I that? my mangled body shows, 

My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart shows, 

That I must yield my body to the earth. 

And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 

Thus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge, 

Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle, 

Under whose shade the ramping lion slept, 

Whose top-branch ovevpeer’d Jove’s spreading tree, 

And kept low shrubs from winter’s powerful wind. 

These eyes, that now are dimni’cl with death’s black veil. 
Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun, 

To search the secret treasons of the world : 

The wrinkles in my brows, now fill’d with blood, 

Were liken’d oft to kuigly sepnlclnes j 
For who liv’d king, but I could dig his grave ? 

| And who durst smile when Warwick bent his brow ? 
i Lo, now my glory smear’d in dust and blood! 

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 

| Even now forsake me; and of all my lands 
| Is nothing left me but my body’s length ! 
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Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and dust ? 

And, live we how we can, yet die we must* 

Enttr Oxford and Somerset. 

Som. Ab, Warwick, Warwick l v/evt thou as wc are, 

We might lecover all out loss again : 

The queen from France hath brought a puissant power; 

Even now we heard the news: ah, couldst thou fly! 

War . Why 3 then I would not fly.—-Ah, Montague, 

If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand, 

And with thy lips keep in my soul awhile ! 

Thou lov’st me not; for, brother, if thou didst, 

Thy tears would \vaA\ this cold congealed blood, 

That glues my lips, and will not let me speak. 

Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead* 

Som. Ah, Warwick l Montague hath breath’d his last; 
And to the latest gasp cried out for Warwick, 

And said, "Commend me to my valiant brother.*' 

And more he would have said ; and more he spoke, 

Which sounded like a cannon in a vault, 

That might not be distinguish’d; but at last 
I well might hear, deliver’d with a groan, 

“ 0, farewell, Warwick 1” 

War. Sweet rest his soul!—Fly, lords, and save yourselves; 
For Warwick bids you all farewell, to meet in heaven.( fi9 ) 

[Dios. 

G.vJ\ Away, away, to meet the queen’s great power l 

[ftxeunt, heal ing off Warwick's body. 


Scene III. Another part of the field . 

Flourish. Enter King Edward in tnmnph; with Clarence, 
Glosteh, and the rest. 

K. lidu\ Tims far our fortune keeps an upward course. 
And we are grac’d with wreaths of victory, 
lint, in the midst of this bright-shining day, 

1 spy a black, suspicious, threatening cloud, 

Xlicit will encounter with our glorious sun, 
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Ere he attain his easeful western "bed; 

I mean, my lords, those powers that the queen 
Hath rais’d in Gallia have arriv’d our coast, 

And, as we hoar, march on to fight with us, 

Clar, A little gale will soon disperse that cloud, 

And blow it to the source fi^om whence it came: 

Thy very beams will dry those vapours up j 
For every cloud engenders not a storm. 

Cilo . Tlie queen is valu’d thirty thousand strong, 

And Somerset, with Oxfoid, fled to her: 

If she have time to breathe, be well assur’d 
Ilev faction will be full as strong as ours, 

IC, Edw . We are advertis’d by our loving friends 
That they do hold their course toward Tewksbury: 

We, having now tlie best at Barnet field. 

Will thither straight, for willingness rids way; 

And, as we march, our strength will he augmented 
In every county as wc go along.— 

Strike up the drum; ciy, Courage ! and away. [Exeunt. 


Scene IV. Plains near Tewksbury . 

March. Euler Queen Maugatiet, Prince Edwaed, Somerset, 
Oxford, and Soldiers, 

Q, Mar . Gieat lords, wise men ne'er sit and wail their 
loss, 

But cheerly seek how to redress their harms. 

What though the mast be now blown overboard, 

The cable broke, the holding-anchor lost, 

Ancl half our sailors suallow’d in the flood ? 

Yet lives our pilot still; is’t meet that he 
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad, 

With tearful eyes add water to the sea, 

And give more strength to that which hath too much; 
Whiles, in his moan, the ship splits on the rock, 

Which industry and courage might have sav’d? 

All, what a shame! ah, what a fault were this! 

Say Warwick was our anchor ; what of that? 
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, And Montague our topmast; what of him ? 

Our slaughter'd friends the tackles; wliat of these? 
Why, is not Oxford here another anchor f 
And Somerset another goodly mast? 

The friends of France our shrouds and tacklings ? 

And, though unskilful, why not ^ed and I 
For once allow'd the skilful pilot’s charge? 

We will not from die helm to sit and weep; 

J 3 ut keep our course, though the rough wind say no, 
From shelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck. 
As good to chicle the w r aves as speak them fair, 

And what is Edward but a ruthless sea ? 

What Clarence but a quicksand of deceit ? 

And Richard but a ragged fatal rock? 

All these the enemies to our poor hark. 

Say you can swim; ala9, ’tis hut awhile! 

Tread on the sand; why, there you quickly sink : 
Bcstiidc the rock; the tide will wash you off, 

Or else you famish,—that’s a threefold death. 

This speak I, lords, to let you understand, 

[f case some one of you would fly from us, 

That there’s no hop’d-for mercy with the brothers 
Moic than with ruthless waves, with sands, and rocks, 
"Why, courage, then ! what cannot he avoided 
5 Twere childish weakness to lament or fear. 

Prince* Me thinks a woman of this valiant spirit 
Should, if a coward heard her speak these words, 
Infuse Jus breast with magnanimity, 

And make him naked foil a man-at-arms. 

I speak not this as doubting any here; 

For did I hut suspect a fearful man, 

He should have leave to go away betimes; 

Lest in our need he might infect another, 

And make him of like spirit to himself. 

If any such he here,—as (rod forbid !— 

Lot him depart before we need his help. 

O.i/, Women and children of so high a courage. 
And warriors faint! why, Rwerc perpetual shame*— 

O brave young prince l thy famous grandfather 



SCENE IV.] 


KING HENRY YI. 


2 Xo 


Doth live again in tliee: long mayst thou ljve 
To bear his image and renew his glories ! 

Sow. And he that will not light for such a hope, 

Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day. 

If lie arise, be mock’d and wonder’d at. 

Q. Mar. Thanks, gentle Somerset;—sweet Oxford, 
thanks. 

Prince . And take liis thanks that yet hath nothing else. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand. 

Ready to light; therefore be resolute. 

Oxf. I thought no less : it is his policy 
To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided. 

Som , But he’s deceiv'd *, we are in readiness. 

Q. Mar . This cheers my heart, to see your forwardness. 
Oxf, Here pitch our battle ; hence we will not budge. 

Flourish and march. Enter, at a distance, ICing Edwaiid, 
CJlajiekce, Glostuii, and forces* 

K . Edw. Brave followeis, yonder stands the thorny wood, 
Which, by the heavens’ assistance, and your strength, 

Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 

I need not add more fuel to your fire, 

For well I wot ye blaze to burn them out: 

Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords. 

< 3 . Mar . Lords, knights, ( and gentlemen, what I should 
say 

,My tears gainsay; for every word I speak, 

Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes^ 60 ) 

Therefore, no move but this;—Henry, your sovereign, 

Is prisoner to the foe; his state usurp'd, 

His realm a slaughter-house, his subjects slain, 

His statutes cancell'd, and lus treasure spent- 
And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil. 

You light in justice : then, in God's name, lords, 

Be valiant, and give signal to the fight. [Exeunt both armies. 
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Scene V. Another pari of the same. 

Ahinnns : recursions ; and afterwards ct retreat . Then eater lung 
Edwahi>, Claiienoe, Glosteu, and fatces ; with Queen Maii- 
garlt, OxroiiD, and Bojieiiset, prisoners . 

K. Edw. Nu\v, here a period of tumultuous broils. 

Ay* ay with Oxford to Hammes’ Castle straight: 

Tor Somerset, off with his guilty head. 

Cro t bear them lienee ; I will not hear them speak. 

O.tf J?or my part, I J lt not trouble time with words. 

Sonu JS r or I, but stoop with patience to my fortune. 

[/taeuut Oxford and Somerset , guarded. 
Q. Mar . So part we sadly in this troublous world. 

To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 

K. Edw. Is proclamation made, that who finds Edward 
Shall have a high reward, and lie his life ? 

Glo . It is: and lo, where youthful Edward conies ! 

Eat *)' Soldiers, with Prince Edward. 

K. Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let Ub hear him speak. 
What, can so young a thorn begin to prick?— 

Edward, what satisfaction canst thou make 
Eor beaiing arms, for stirring up my subjects. 

And all the trouble thou hast turn’d me to ? 

Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitious York ! 
Suppose that I am now my father’s mouth, 
lie sign thy chair, and where I stand kneel thou, 

Whilst I propose the selfsame woids to thee, 

Which, traitor, thou wouldst have me answer to. 

Q. Mar. Ah, that thy father lmd been so resolv’d ! 

Glo . That you might still have worn the petticoat, 

And ne’er luuc stoVu the breech from Lancaster. 

Prince. Let ALop fable in a winter’s night; 

His cuirxsh riddles sort not with this place. 

Glo. By heaven, hjat, I’ll plague ye for that word. 

Q. Mar . Ay, thou uast born to be a plague to men. 

Gin. Eor God’s sake, take away this captive scold. 

Prince. Nay, take iiwuy this scolding crook-back rather. 
K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, ov I will charm your tongue. 
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Clar. Untutor’d lad, thou art too malapert. 

Prince. I know my duty; you are all imdutiful: 
Lascivious Edward,—and thou perjur’d George,— 

And thou mis-shapen Dick,—I tell ye all 
I am your better, traitors as ye are;— 

And tliou usurp’st my father's rig-lit and mine, 

K. Edio* Take that, the likeness of this railer here, 

[Slabs him. 

Glo . Sprawl’st tliou? take that, to end tliy agony. 

[Stabs him . 

Clar, And there’s for twitting me with perjury. 

[Stabs him. 

< 2 . Maw 0 , kill me too ! 

Glo. Marry, and shall. [Offers to kill her. 

K. Edio. Hold, Richard, hold; for we have done too much. 
Glo . Why should she live, to fill the world with words ? 
1 C. Edw. What, doth she swoon? use means for her re¬ 
covery. 

Glo . Clarence, excuse me to the king my hi other j 
I’ll hence to London on a serious matter: 

Ere ye come tlieie, be sure to hear some news. 

Clar. What? wliat? 

Glo . The( 61 ) Tower, the Tower! [Exit. 

Q. Maw 0 bled, sweet In edl speak to thy mother, boy ) 
Canst thou not speak O traitors! murderers!— 

They that stablfd Cmsar shed no blood at all. 

Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame, 

If this foul deed were by to equal it: 

He was a man; this, in respect, a child,— 

And men ne’er spend their fury on a child. 

What’s worse tlum murderer, that I may name it? 

No, no, my heart will burst, ail if I speak:— 

And I will speak, that so my heart may burst.— 

Butchers aiul villains! bloody cannibals! 

How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp’d! 

You have no children, butchers 1 if you had, 

The thought of them would have stirr’d up remoise: 

But if you ever chance to have a child. 

Look in liis youth to have him so cut off 
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As, deatbsinen, you have rid this sweet young prince ! 

K. Jidw, Away with her; go, bear her lienco perforce. 

Q. Mar, Nay, never bear me hence* dispatch me here; 
Here sheathe thy sword, I’ll pardon thee my death; 

What, wilt thou not?—then, Clarence, do it thou. 

Claw By heaven, I will not do thee so much ease. 

Q* Maw Good Clarence, do; sweet Clarence, do thou 
do it. 

Clar . Didst thou not hear me swear I would not do it? 

Q, Mar, Ay, hut thou usesfc to forswear thyself: 

'lVas sin before, but now f tis charity. 

What, wilt thou, not?—Wheie is that devil’s butcher, ( 62 ) 
Hard-favour'd Richard ?—Richard, where art thou? 

Thou art not here: murder is thy alms-deed ; 

Petitioners for blood thou ne’er putt’st back. 

K> Edw. Away, I say; X charge ye, bear her hence. 

Q, Mar . So come to you and yours, as to this prince! 

[Eccity led out . 

K> Edtv . Where’s Richard gone ? 

Clar . To London, all in post; and, as I guess, 

To make a bloody supper in the Tower. 

K. Edtv, He’s sudden, if a thing comes in his head. 

Now march we hence : discharge the common sort 
With pay and thanks, and let’s away Lo London, 

And see our gentle queen how well she fares,— 

15y this, I hope, she hath a son for me. [Exeunt, 


Scene VI. London . A room hi the Tower . 

King Henhy is discovered sitting with a booh hi his hand, the Lieu¬ 
tenant allending Enter CIlosteii, 

Glo. Good day, my lord. What, at your book so hard ? 
K. lien . Ay, my good lordmy lord, I should say rather; 
’Tis sin to flatter, good was little better; 

Good Gloster and good devil were alike, 

And both pieposterous ; therefore, not good lord. 

Glo, Siriah, leave us to ourselves: we must confer. 

[Exit UeutenanL 
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j K , Hen, So flies the reckless shepherd from the wolf; 

j So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece, 
j And next his throat unto the butcher's knife,— 

| What scene of death hath Roscius now to act ? 

Glo . Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind; 

The thief dotli fear each bush an officer. 

AT. 1 Ten, The bird that hath been limed in a bush, 
With trembling wings misdoubteth every bush; 

And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird, 

Have now the fatal object in my eye 

Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught, and kill’d. 

Glo . Why, what a peevish fool was that of Crete, 

That taught his son the office of a fowl! 

And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown’d. 

IC Hen. I, Daedalus; my poor boy, Icarus; 

Thy father, Minos, that denied our course; 

The sun, that sear’d the wings of my sweet hoy, 

Thy brother Edward; and thyself, the sea, 

Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life. 

Ali, kill me with tliy weapon, not with words! 

My breast can better brook thy dagger’s point 
Than can my ears that tragic history. 

But wherefore dost thou conic ? is’t for my life ? 

Glo, Tliink'st thou I am an executioner ? 

AT. Hen, A persecutor, I am sure, thou art ; 

If murdering innocents he executing, 

Why, then thou art an executioner. 

Glo . Thy son I kill'd for his presumption. 

AT. Hen* Hadst thou been bill’d when first thou didst 
presume, 

Thou hadst not liv’d to kill a son of mine. 

And thus I prophesy,—that many a thousand, 

Which now mistrust no parcel of my fear, 

And many an old man’s sigh and many a widow’s, 

And many an orphan’s water-standing eye,— 

Men for their sons, wives for their husbands, ( M ) 

Orphans for their parents* timeless death,— 

Shall rue the hour that ever thou wastborn. 

The owl shriek’d at thy birth,—an evil sign; 
vor,. iv. v 
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The night-crow cried, abiding luckless time; 

Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempest shook down trees; 

The raven rooVd her on the chimney's top, 

And chattering pies in dismal discords( w ) sung. 

Thy motlier felt more than a mother’s pain, 

And yet brought forth less than a mother's hope,— 

To wit, 

An indigested and deformed lump > ( 65 ) 

Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree* 

Teeth hadst thou in thy head when thou wast born. 

To signify, thou cam'st to bite the world: 

And, if the rest he true which I have heard, 

Thou cam'st— 

<j7o. Til hear no more:—die, prophet, in thy speech: 

[Slabs fum* 

Tor this, amongst the rest, was I ordain'd. 

K . Hen . Ay, and for much more slaughter after this. 

0, God forgive my sins, and pardon thee \ [Dies. 

Gla, AVhat, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster 
Sink in the ground? I thought it would have mounted, 

See how my sword weeps for the poor king’s death! 

0, may such purple tcur* bo ft 1 way shed 

From those that wish the downfall of our house!— 

If any spark of life bo yet remaining, 

Down, down to hell; and say l sent thee thither,— 

him aynhu 

I, that have neither pity, love, nor fear.— 

Indeed, ’tis true that Henry told me of; 

For I have often heard my mother say 
I came into the world with my logs forward: 

Hail I not reason, think ye, to make baste, 

Ami seek their ruin that usurp’d our right ? 

The midwife wonder’d; and the women cried, 
a 0, Jesus bless us, he is born with teeth!” 

And so I was; which plainly signified 
I hat I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog*. 

Uuni, since the heavens have shap’d my body so, 

Let Jiell make crook’d my mind to answer it. 

1 have no brother, I am like no brother; 
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And this word "love,” which greybeards call divine, 

Be resident in men like one another. 

And not in me: 1 am myself alone.— 

Clarence, beware; thou keep'st me from the light: 

But I will sort a pitchy day for thee; 

For I will buzz abroad such prophecies, 

That Edward shall be fearful of his life ; 

And then, to purge his fear. I’ll be thy death. 

King Henry and the prince his son are gone: 

Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest j 
Counting myself but bad till I be best.— 

Ill throw thy body in another room, 

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. 

[Exit with the body* 


Scene VII. 'The same . A room in the palace . 

Flourish. King Edward is discovered sitting on his throne ; Qucon 
Elizabeth with the infant Trince, Clakenci:, Globter, Hast¬ 
ings, and others , near him . 

K . Edw. Once more we sit in England’s royal throne, 
Repurchas’d with the blood of enemies. 

Wliftt valiant foemon, like to autumn’s corn. 

Have we mow’d down in tops of all their pride l 
Three Dukes of Somerset,—threefold renowned ( G6 ) 

For hardy and undoubted champions 4 , 

Two Cliffords, as the father and the son 5 
And two Nor thumberlaiuls,—two braver men 
Ne’er spurr’d their coursers at the triunpet’s sound; 

With them, the two brave bears, "Warwick and Montague, 
That in their chains fetter’d the kingly lion, 

And made the forest tremble when they roar’d. 

Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat, 

And made our footstool of security.— 

Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy.— 

Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myself 
Have in our armours watch’d the winter’s night; 

"Went all afoot in summer's scalding heat, 
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That thou miglitst repossess the crown in peace; 

Anti of oiu’ labours thou shalt reap the gain. 

Glo. Til blast Ins harvest, if your head were laid 5 
For yet I am not look’d on in the world. 

This shoulder was ordain’d so thick to heave; 

And heave it shall some weight, or break iny back:— 

Work thou the way,—and that shall execute .( 67 ) [Aside. 

K. Echo. Clarence and Gloster, love my lovely queen; 
And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both, 

Clar. The duty that. I owe unto your majesty 
1 seal upon the lips of this sweet babe. 

K. Edtv.^) Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy brother, 
thanks, 

Glo . And, that I love the tree from whence thou 
sprang’st, 

Witness the loving kiss I give the fruit.— 

To say the truth, so Judas kiss’d his master, 

And cried, all hail l when as he meant nil harm, [Aside. 

X. Ediv. Now am I seated as my soul delights, 

Having my country's peace and brothers 1 loves. 

Clar . What will your grace have done with Margaret ? 
lieignier, her lather, to the king of France 
Until pawn'd the Sieils and Jerusalem, 

Ami hither have they sent it for her ransom, 

K . Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to France. 
And now what rests, but that we spend the time 
With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shows. 

Such as befit the pleasure of the court? 

Sound drums and trumpets I farewell sour annoy ! 

For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy. [Exeunt. 
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P. 207* ( J ) *■ Mont, And, inolher, See. 

[To York” &c. 

So afterwards in the present scene, “Mont. Good brother" &c,, p. 210: again 
m sc. 2, York three times calls Montague " brother ” pp 2L5, 216, ami Mont¬ 
ague addresses him by the same name, p, 21G See the notes on the last- 
mentioned scene in the Var Shnhespenre ; wherd Malone seems right in say¬ 
ing that " Shakespeare certainly supposed them [York and Montague] to bo 
b rather s-mdiuv” 


P. 209. ( a ) “Patience is for poltroons, such as he .” 

This is altered by the editor of the second folio to “ -— Poidfrooncs, and 
such is he hut here Shakespeare has ret ained the ^ery uoids of tho original 
play,— The True Tragedte of Richard duke of Yorke. 


P. 209. (i) "Exo. Put when," &c. 

So the older pHy.—The folio has “ lYerim. Put when,” &c.,—a mistake, as the 
next speech & inces 

P, 209 (<) u I am thine." 

Thu True Tragedie, &c, 1ms "Thau. art deceiutf: I am thine ,"—which Mr. 
Knight thinks is "assuredly” weaker than the reading of die folio, and Mr. 
Collier agrees with him. but I am not so certain of it, 


P, 209. ( J ) “It was my inheritance, as the earldom was," 

In tho original play "- as (he kingdoms is.” "Why Sliakespemc nuulu 

this altoralion,” observes Malone, "it is not easy to say; for the uew line only 
exhibits the same meaning moic obscurely.” The " earldom" is that of Mnrcb, 
which York inherited from liig mother. See, m The See, Part of Henry VI, 
p. 125, York’s spcecfr, u His eldest Gistor, Attacf &e. 

P. 209. (°) . 

" True, Clifford} mid that's Richard Duke of York.” 

In this lino the folio (accidentally, no doubt) omits “and"- —which is found 
in the oldor play j and which was inserted here by the editor of Llie second 
folio,—who most probably knew nothing of that play. 


P. 210. ( 7 ) M Thy father,” &c. 

The folio has " My father,” &o 

P. 212. ( fi ) “ Henry of Lancaster, resign ihj croton” 

In this line ,—which Shakespeare h<n left just us he found a m the original play, 
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—the words {i thy down” arc obviously equivalent to u tho ciown which thou 
now wcArcstf' yet Mr. C'olher recommends the alteration of his Ms. Correc¬ 
tor resign my down;" find Mr. Singer thinks that the change made by 

\iU own Mb, Com ctor, a -- r&nr/n iho crown/* is tv much marc probable 

Trading. (In act iu sc. 2, Edward says, 

° Now, pet jur’d Henry I wilt thou kneel for grace. 

And set tiit diadem upon my head/' &c.) 


V. 212. 0 “Jtfp Lotd o/ Warm left, hear but one word" 

Tho editor of kho third folio, and Mr. Collier’s M3. Corrector, vend “- hear 

mo £mf tjjic iiord/—and, indeed, the corresponding passage of The Tine 7'ra- 
<r*fa, &e , is “O Waiwicko, liture ino speakc.” 


V.2K («> “from ihefiddf 

So the original play, find the second folio,—The first folio has “to the field," 

I\ 216. (>■) 

H Tflau, Richard^ shall to the Duke of Norfolk” &c. 

St\cvad editors silently print “■—- shill unto the lhike” &c, (No change 
isi made hero by the editor of the second fa ho.) 

F. 210. ('-) 

“ The queen with all the northern earls and louts 
Intend" &c. 

Sou note ( ai ) on The First Pail of lhnry VI. p, 90. 

P. 217. ('■>) “uncle" & c. 

hi)* “ undos'* i ,(compare “mine uncles’ 1 ubove) 


X 1 . 220. ( Jl ) “Rut huchle with thee" &l\ 

So tJic original play,—The folio 1ms n ISut buckler with thee" &c 

P. 221. (”) 

“ Stamp, rave , undfret, that I way suig and dance ” 

Mi. Cullirr observe^, ad /, l * This line, in Malone’s Shakespeare by Boswell, 
h i/n^placcd four hneb too early [immediately after “I prithee, grieve, to 
make me merry, York”], so that the text in both places is rendered immtel- 
ligdih*/’ But let us hear Malone: “1 lmto placed this line as it stands in the 
old pftfy. In the folio it is introduced, I believe, by tho carelessness of tho 
transcriber, noine lines lower, after the \\uid<—‘ do mock thee thus/ where it 
nppuiivi to tno out of it-, place*’—Though I do not choose to deviate from the 
folm here, I would not ?ay that Malone was w^ong in making tho Uaiisposi- 
lion, nor cun I discover tlu* slightest grounds for Mr. Collier's assertion that 
it ninlurs the lext unintelligible. 
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P. 227. ( lfe ) "And very well appointed } as I thought” &c. 

This line is found only in The True Tragrdie, &c.—If; has been inserted hero 
by nil the rnoio lccenfc edvtois, with the exception of Mr. Colliev, who to marks, 
ad A, that “if we weie to adopt it into the text, wo should have no excuse for 
not inserting many more [lines] from the old 4to, not found in the folio, 1623, 
which wo may presume wcic rejected by Shakespeare, when he mado his 
alterations in, anil additions to, ‘The True Tifigcfly/" But in fcho present 
long speech, bating this line, and one or two veiy trifling verbal nlteratluns, 
the folio agrees exactly with the original jday\ nor do I well see liow any one 
can lead the passage attentively, and fail to be convinced, that the lino has 
been omitted in the folio by mistake. (In the first speech of act ii sc. 6, Mi. 
Collier inserts a lmo from The True Tiagedie , &c., which lie observes "is 
obviously necessary to the sense,” and adds, “how it became omitted in the 
folio, it is vain at this time of day to conjecture.”) 

V. 227. ( M ) “ Me the mghl-owVs lazy flight, 

Or like a lazy thrasher with a flail” &c. 

In the second line "lazy ” seems to ha an error of the transcriber or printer,— 
Tho older play has “ Of like an idle thresher” &o 

P. 228. ( ia ) " Why, Via I to London will we march amain ” 

So The True Tragedie, &c.—The folio, by mistake, omits "amain,” 

P, 229. ( I& ) “ And when thou fail'sl? &c, 

This has been nltorcd (on account of the following “Must Edward^/?/”) to 
11 When thou fallSt,” &c.j and no doubt tho two words are often confounded by 
printers (see note (° J )p. 200): but tho corresponding passage of tho older play 
is, “And when thou faints” See 

p. 231 . (;*») 

11 And this soft courage makes your followers faintf 

Mason, and Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector, read, "And this soft carjiago makes 
your folloivers faintf —Mr. Collier asking “What is ‘soft coinage/ but a con¬ 
tradiction in terms ?" and adducing, iu support of the alteration, tho conc- 
sponding lmo of the oldor play,— 

“Tins hanneful pity makes your followers faint.” 

Mr. Singer, too, thinks tho reading "'soft carriage' so obvious, that it is sur¬ 
prising it had not been admitted into tho text long since.” Shakespeare Vindi¬ 
cated, &c, p, 160.— But tho old lection is not to be hastily discarded. Mason, 
the Ms. Corrector, Mr. Collier, and Mr. Singer seem not to IiuyO remembered 
that “ couruge ” was often used formerly in the sense of “ heart, spirit, mind;” 
and hero "soft coinage” may be equivalent to soft spirit,—soft-heartedness. — 
Spenser ha9 (and, accoiding to Mr. Collier’s criticism, tho passage contains 
“a contradiction in terms”),— 
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“Disleall knight, whoso coward corage clioso 
To w roakc irsclfo on bcnsl nil innocent,” See. 

The Faerie Queen c } b. ii. o, v. st, 5,— 

nlirro Cjrton remark*), « Courage is heart or mind, Coragium, ia the base 
Lntinity, wn9 used for cor.” 


r. 232 , ( 2I ) 11 Since when” Sic. 

To those words tfo Mm (as The True Ti if gedte,” See. does) prefixes " Chi."-' 
« Though Shakespeare gave the whole of this speech to Edward by si.bst.tut- 
r in the lost line of uj‘we’for‘his brother,* the same division which IS 
found in the quarto is inadvertently retained in tho folio.” Malone, 


1\ 23-1. C^ 5 ) “ Rich? 

The folio, by mistake, has ft TVor” 

t?, 234. (?) “ Since llton dealest the gentle king to spenhf* 

So The True Trayedie, fee.'— 1 The folio hits w Since, (hoa demed’at tii& gtntb? 
&c.,—iv manifest error, 

1\ 23G. C 21 ; '* in heaven or in earth ? 

Several editors print “- or on earth?— forgetting that formerly lt in* was 

oftert Ubcd ns equivalent to 41 on” 


i\ 23$. ( :3 ) 14 Su many yearn eie I shall shear the fleece ” 

Umvo printed “ So many months crc? &c., ivhit b is nbo given by Mr. ColWa 
Ms. Ooiiiietor.—Aecoiding to Malone (who stems to lutvo beon quite MLtnAeil 
with Iih own exp I ana lion), “ years” menu li tlio yours vvIulIi must elapse be¬ 
tween the tmio of tho ) caning of the ewe^, and the lambs arriving to such a 
state as to admit of being shorn." 

F 23 3, ( £c ) 

,f iS’f7 hi tunics, hour#) days, rr,onths> ctrnl years? &c- 

It owe printed minutes, flours, days, weeks, rtmihs , and yean? 


P. 240, (?) u E'en for the loss of thee? See. 

The fu>Jio has Men for the losse (if thee? &c,,—for which KovYe (without; any 
regard to the ductus Uterinum) substituted “Sue! for the lost of thee? See -*• 
AVlien, in my Jlemarhs on dir. Colhcr's and Mr. Kmyht's cds , of Shuhespearc, 
p. 133,1 eopjeetured ” E'en fo) the. loss of thee? &c (winch is also the cmmi- 
ilahon of Mr. Cullier’s Ms. Corieeto] 1 }, I wna not awavo (lint Capoll had 
phftUtl 44 Ev cn for the Joss of thee? See. 
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P. 241. (-*) 

11 0 Lancaster, Ifear thy overthrow 


And , now I fall, thy tough commit lures melt . 

Impairing Henry, strengthening jmsproud Yorlt , 

The common people swarm hhe summer flies! &c. 

The last of theso Iia<?9 is found only in The True Tragedte, Sc c., from -which 
Theobald inserted it iw the text, whets Vt Va tAmtmsly mwttsiny for th© stmtso. 
(Theobald put a comma after " melt! and a full-point after ** Yorhf in which 
punctuation ho lias been followed by Mr, Collier. Blit, “ O Lancaster” &e., 
and “Impairing Henryf can hardly be portions of the same sentence.) 


P. 241. ( w ) “ They never then had sprung like summer flies.” 

This line ig not in 77/e True Tragedie , &c.—Ctipcll pronounced it to be merely 
the hue which occurs earlier m the original play, 11 77m common people, sir arm 
hhe summet flies !—see the preceding note,—“Altered by either a publishers 
or players betise, and then crammed into a plnco where it has no concern pos¬ 
sible;” and ho accordingly omitted it. But it has not offended any of Iho other 
editors, with the exception of Mr. Collier, who remarks, and I think truly, 
Hint it “seems rather awkwardly mtiodueed in the folio, the sense of tlio 
whole passage running better without it than with it,” 


P. 242. ( 30 ) "Edw. Whose soul is that 

Rich, ... ... 

JCdiv. 

If friend or foe, let him be gently us'd! 

So those speeches (differing but slightly from the present text) are distri¬ 
buted in The T?'ue Tragedte, Sto .—In the folio they stand thus;— 

“Rich, Whose sonic is that which takes hir hcauy Icauo ? 

A dctsifly gtsmz, A'ittf death# dls^itog: 

Sco who it is. 

jfid. And now the Daltailos ended, 

If Pncnd or Poe, let him bo gently >sM.° 

“Iti 3 cems absurd/ 1 observes Malone, u tlu\fc Riehavd should filet say to Uv* 
brother, or to ono of the soldiers, ‘See who it is/—and then himself declare 
that it ia Clifford; and thcrofoie I suppose the variation m the folio arose, not 
from Shakespeare, but from somo negligence or iiiftccuiacy of a compositor or 
transcriber,” 


P. 243. "Per in thy shoulder do I bmld ?tip seal,” fee. 

The editoi of the second folio substituted "Foi on thj shoulder! &c.—See 
noto ( 24 ). 
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P. 24*1, (») « Zef wie embrace these sour adversities* Sco. 

So Pope(nnd Mr. Collier's Ms. Con ec tor),—The folio has “Let me embrace 
tlu> sower Aduoisaries” &c. (In my Remarks on Mu Collier's and Mr. 
Knight's e<h. of Shakespeare, p RU, I conjectured that the poet uMfilrt W 
written “ Let me cm trace thee, *o«r advorsUio” (adversity). 

P. 245. C 3 ’) 

*' tfriy, ur7i«t art thou, that tallest of fangs and queens ?" 

Here the f<»lio omits “ ^(zC 1 —a^cidoritally, it would seem,—The corresponding 
\mo m tho OTigina\ phiy is “ W hwt. tWu (fait tsdtes wf kwags wwd i}vec0% ?” 
(Mr. Collier prints “S«y, i/'And Mon tftlkcst of” &c.; which is at variance 
w ith what soon after follows, u Ay, bin thou talk’st as if thou wort a king. 1 ’) 

P. 24G (-') “und the fang's,” &c. 

The modern reading is 11 and in the king's," &e. 

1\ 247. ( 3V ) “ Sir John Grey" &c. 

Tho folio has u Sir Richard Qttjf," &c. (and so the original play). 

P. 247. (*) 11 Mis lands llien seiz'd" &e. 

So The True Tragedie, &c.—The folio has “ IIis land then &c. 

P, 217. ( 1? ) “IVcry, 7/ie, tfien; he'll rather give her two " 

So the older play.—The folio hns “ Ahy, then u>Aj/> mef &e, 

P. 219. 

41 Kv Edw\ 'jTwjerejnty they should lose their faift&'a hinds. 

Is. Grey Mo pitiful t diettd lord, and giant it, then” 

Here the modern reading is “ their fathei's hind/'—an alteration made on 
account of the subsequent “it” Rut see “lands" thrice before, and fue times 
altvr, the piesent passage,—In old wiiteis “it” not unfreijuently lcfeis to n 
pi Deeding plural word- hero, Jiowrcvm, “it" would seem to mean M my suit.’* 
^At the close of this play, 292 , we find,— 

“ lltignior, her father, to the king of Prance 
Hath pawn’d the Sunk and Jerusalem, 

And hither hate they sent it for her ransom,”— 
where “it" means, of com so, “ the sum for which they were pawned, 1 ’) 

P, 250. ( 3J ) “ looks very sad,” 

Uie editor of thu c oconJ folio throw' cut “very." 


P, 250. ( <fl ) " To whom, my lord ?' 

The foliu 1ms “ To who, my Lord/" but tho corresponding speech in the older 
play “ 3 fame her my Lord, to whom x" 
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P 250 ( n ) “v $e her honourably ” 

So tlvc older play (and the second folio).—The first folio has “use her honour - 
iibio *' a loading unexceptionable in itself; lint the next line goes far lopinvo 
that it is an accidental variation, 


P, 252. ( i;5 ) 11 U?ild my mis-shap'd trunk that hears this head 
Be round impaled with a glorious crown” 

This has been variously altered' but I believe, with Malone, that the lines 
now stand as Shakespeaio wrote them. 


V, 250, (*’) " an idenial plant'' 

So the older play.—Tho folio has “ an External! Plant 

P. 257. ( J !) “ Peace, impudent and shameless Warwick," See, 

The editor of the second folio printed 11 - Warwick, peace,” &e 

P. 2GO. (*) 

"And shall have your ivdl, because our king" &c. 

Ivowo printed " And you skull have your will," See,, —winch, however it may 
improve the metre, weakens tho expression.—The corresponding words in 
The True Tutgcdic, &c ip mo 11 And shall, because onr king,” &c 

1\ 261, ( ,fl ) “ Bui the safer ” &c. 

The second folio has “Yes, but the safer" &c, 


P. 263. ( 47 ) “ thy supposed king" See. 

Hero the folio has “ tho supposed king,” &c.: but sec before, p. 259. 


P. 263 ( ,B ) fi Stay not for the love of Edward" &c. 

Tho usual modem l coding is “ Stay not for hie of Edward" &C.,—and right 
peril ups. 

P. 265, p 9 ) "in the towns about," &c. 

The folio has “i» the towno about" See. (and so the older play): but see the 
first speech of Third Watchman, p. 266 (which is not in the older piny). 


P. 266 . ( ao ) “ Why, Warwick , when we parted last" &. c. 
So The True Tiagedxe, &c.— The folio omits "lust " 
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p t oc 7 ( u FUfollow you, and (ell what answer,” &c. 

Here, it would seem, “answer” is to bo read aa a trisyllable (This line hag 
been Altered to U M follow you, and tell you what reply,” See,, and to "77/ 
/otfiwyoU, fliui feH l«s gmo utfnt aii&ucr ” &cj l) 

P, 2G9 (^) 11 Thus stands ilia case* 1 

The folio has “ Thus stand (he case 1 ' 


P. 2GO. ( M ) “ Comes hunting,” &e, 

The folio has "Como hunting,” &c. 


P. 269. ( 3J ) 11 «nd ship from thence to Flanders.” 

So the second folio.—The first fuliolms “ami stupfc /torn," fce, 


P. 271. ( J5 ) u And all his lands and goods ho confiscate.” 

The foho hns <4 - and Goods confiscate ,"—The editor of the second folio 

(who, I believe, had no more authority for his alterations than any of the 

modem editors) substituted 11 -anrJ Goods confiscated—I adopt Malone's 

reading: compare Merchant of Venice, act iy t ac. 1, “all thy goods aro confis¬ 
cate? 1 also The Comedy of Errors, act i. sc. 1 and so. 2; and Cymbeline, act v. 
sc. 5. 


1\ 275. f 56 ) “ Oxf Eel's levy men,” &c, 

In the folio this speech is assigned to “King” See the notes of Johnson, 
Steepens, and Malone ad /.—Mr. Collier thinks that “it is not at all incon¬ 
sistent with the other speeches of the kmg in this scene*”—tome it appears 
utterly so. Besides, Henry has resigned the government into the hands of 
Warwick and Clarence (seep, 27l)j nor is Ins opinion now asked by Wur- 
•ivi, “Wiv?A ^.whmkA, lw\h TbncwgluwA y>iiavrit 

fecone, Warwick speaks of Ilenvy, and addresses l>im, ns bis 11 sovereign — 

“My soiereign, with the loving citizens,” &c. 

11 Pair lords, tako leave, and stand not to reply.— 

Pare well, my sovacign, 

Farewell, sweet lords.” 

(A little above, in the stage-direction at the comincncemont of this bccuo, the 
folio lms “Somerset” instead of "Exeter.”) 


1\ 2S0, (°~) “ Tilth uTiom an upright” &c. 

The folio has ” IVrfTi whom in vprightfi &c. 
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r. 280. ( 58 ) “ Than Jephiha's , when," &o. 

Tho folio lias ** Then Jephali, when” &c. 

P. 282. ( S£> ) 

,l War. Sit eel rest his soul l—Fhj, lords, and save yourselves ; 

For Warwick bids you all farewell, to meet m heaven . 11 

The modern editors hove tried \avious methods of nnpioving this passage: 
but any alteiation is forbidden by the fact, that lieie Slmkesiienic has retained 
tho very words of The True Tragedic, &c. (Mr, Knight* a note ad L shows 
that ho is not acquainted with the reading of the old copios.) 


P. 285. (“) **I drink the water of mine eyes 11 

So tho older play in the corresponding passage.—The folio has <f - of my 

eye,'’—which, with good leason, Malone suspects to bo 41 rather nn error m tho 
tiansciiber than an alteration by Shnkespenie.” 

P. 287. ( fil ) “ The Toner 11 See. 

In the folio “ The" is accidentally omiLtod. 


P. 288. ( C2 ) 

,f What , wilt thou not?—Where is that devil's butcher, 

Hard favour'd Richaid? — liickard, where art Ihou ?" 

The folio has, 

"IFTirtt will thou not ? Where is that diuels butcher Richard ? 
Hardfauor y d llichard?" See. 

but that “Richard 1 ’ is an accidental addition \vc have pioof in tlie correspond¬ 
ing passage of the original play,— 

u Wheats the Dmols butcher, hardfauored Richaid t 
Richard where art thou ?” 


P. 289. C 43 ) “ilfen for their sons, unucs for their husbands. 
Orphans for their parents 1 timeless death,” See. 

Thus amended by the editor of tho second folio,— 

“-- 1 Pi its for their Husbands fate, 

And Orphans for, 11 &c. 


P, 290. ( &1 ) "And chattering pies in dismal discords sung 11 

Tlie older play lias 11 - discord sung;" and perhaps the variation in the 

folio ia not to be attributed to Shakespeare. 
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l\ 200. e 33 ) “ To wit, 

An indigested and Jefiv mod htinp” &c. 

This, m the folio, femus a single vquo, and Mr. Collier says that it i,* tl one 
0 P Shakespeare’s numerous Uvelvc-sylliiWo linu&J* I prefer, however, the 
sihovc fiiTungemcrih Indeed, on comparing tho present reading with that of 
The True Tragedie, &e.,— 

" To wit l ar» vndigeSt ci'cuted Imnpcf &c.,— 

I Cannot lielp suspecting very strongly that the words “ To iuit" have beon 
retained in the folio contrary to Shakespeare^ intention,—lio having ex¬ 
panded the rest of the original line into n perfect verse.'—Tho editor of the 
second folio gives, 

11 To wit f an indigested deformed lump of &c.— 

Malone prints, 

11 To wit, — an indigos t deformed lump” Sec. 
arul remarks that “Shake^eare uses tho word * in digest 1 in Ring John ”—I 
know not whether ho had forgotten that in The Sec. Part of Henry VI\ 
act v, sc- 1 (p. 182), Itichard is called, as in tho present passage, “ foul w- 
digested luiflpJ* 

P, 201. (, M ) u threefold renoinddj See 

The folio hoa “ threefold KenowmV’ 

P 292. ( a; ) “ Wall Lhou the to ay,—and that shall execute” 

The folio has u - and that Mirtlt. c.recide.” (nml so the second folio),— The 

True Tragi the, &c has “-- and thuii slmlt execute," which Onpell uml 

MaJono adopted —I prefei Mib-dmihiig "Ml” for "shalt," as tho slighter 
deviation from (he folio.—(By "thou* wo must understand the spoahoi’s head. 
" 4 that ?"*ays Johnson, “may stand, the nun being included m the shoulder,”) 


V 232. C*) “lv iSdw. Thanhs," &e. 

In the folio thin lino ^ given to *' ClaIn tho original play it is spoken by 
lhe Queen; and to her TtnJobuId assigned it. 
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PItAMATIS PEESON-ffi. 


Kino E&Wabd the Pout tli. 

Edward, Prince of Wales, afterwards King Edward V <p *1 sons to 
Kicuaud, Duke of York, i lho Kl "S‘ 

George, Duke of Clarence, 1 brothers to 

Richard, Duke of Glostor, afterwards King Richard HI, I King. 
A young Son of Clarence. 

IlENitr, Eail of Richmond, afterwards King Henry VII, 

Cardinal Uouciiier, Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Thohas RoiHEiiAM, Archbishop of York, 

Join? Morton, Dishop of Ely. 

Duke, or Buciliuoiiayi. 

Duke or Norfolk. 

Eire or Surrey, his son, 

Earl liiVERS, brother Lo King Edward’s Queen; 

Marquis or Dorset and Lord Grey, her sons. 

Earl of Oxford. 

Loud Hastings. 

Lord Stanley. 

Lori> Lovel. 

Sin Thomas Vaughan. 

Sir KicjUiiii Ratcliff. 

3m Wiluaii Catesdy, 

.Sir James Tirrel 
Sir .Fames Blount. 

Sir Walter Herbert. 

Sir IhiiJERi Urakuniuirt, Lieutenant of the Towet. 

CintiSToriiER Ur«\yick, a puest. Another Priest. 

Loul Mayor of London. Shu iff of Wiltshire. 

ULI7AI1ETH, queen to King Edwaid IV. 

Margaret, widow to King Henry VL 

Duchess of York, mother to King Edward IV.,Clarence, and Gloster, 
T-iADy Anse, widow to Edward IVmco of Wales, son to King Henry 
VI.; ftflernaids nuuiicd to the Duke of Gloster. 

A young Daughter of Clarence. 

Lords Qiid other Attendants, two Gentlemen, a Puvsimnnt, Sciivcner, 
Citizens, Murderer*, Messengers, Soldiers, &c. 


Scene —England 



ICING RICHARD III. 


ACT I. 

Scene I, London . A street. 

Enlt? Gloster. 

Olo . Now is the winter of out discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun of York; 

And all the clouds that lower’d upon our house 
In the deep bosom of the occau buried. 

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths; 
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments; 

Our stern alarums chang’d to merry meetings. 

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures, 
Grrim-visag’d war hath smooth’d his wriukled front; 
And now,—instead of mounting barbed steeds 
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,— 

He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber 
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

But I,—that am not shap’d for sportive tricks* 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 

I, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty 
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph; 

I, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion, 

Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 
Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world scarce half made up, 

And that so lamely and unfashionable, 

That dogs bark at me as I halt by them ;— 
von, lv. x 
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AVhy I, in tins weak piping time of peace, 

Have no delight to pass away tlie time, 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun, 

And descant on mine own deformity : 

And therefore,—since I cannot prove a lover. 

To entertain these fair well-spoken days,— 

I am determined to prove a villain, 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous. 

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams, 

To set my brother Clarence and the king 
III deadly hate the one against the other; 

And, if King Edward be as true and just 
As I am subtle, false, and treacherous. 

This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up,— 

About a prophecy, which says that G 
Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be. 

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul:—here Clarence comes. 

Enter Clarence, guarded , and Brakeneury. 

Brother, good day : wlxat means this armed guard 
That waits upon your grace ? 

Clar. His majesty, 

Tendering my person’s safety, hath appointed 
Tliis conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glo . Upon what cause ? 

Clar* Because my name is George. 

Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours; 

He should, for that, commit your godfathers :— 

O, belike his majesty hath some intent 
That you shall be new-christend in the Tower. 

But what’s the matter, Clarence ? may I know ? 

Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know; for I protest 
As yet I do not; but, as I can learn, 
lie hearkens after prophecies and dreams; 

And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 

And says a wizard told him that by G 
His issue disinherited should he; 

And, for my name of George begins with G, 
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It follows in his thought that I am lie. 

These, as I learn, and such-like toys as these, 

Have mov’d his highness to commit mo now. 

Glo . Why, this it is, when men are rul’d by women :— 
’Tis not the king that sends you to the Tower ; 

My Lady Grey his wife, Clarence, ’tis she 
That tempers him to this extremity. ( l ) 

Was it not she, and that good man of worship, 

Antony Woodville,( 2 ) her brother there. 

That made him send Lord Hastings to the Tower, 

From whence this present day he is deliver’d ? 

We are not safe, Clarence ■, we are not safe, 

Clar , Bj* heaven, I think thcie is no man secure 
But the queen’s kindied, and night-walking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and Mistress Shore. 

Heard you not what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for liis delivery ? 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 

I’ll tell you what,—L think it is our way, 

If we will keep in favour with the lung, 

To bo her men, and wear her livery: 

The jealous o’erwom widow and herself, 

Since that our brother duhb’d them gentlewomen, 

Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 

Brak , I beseech your graces both to pardon me; 

His majesty hath straitly given in charge 
That no man shall have private conference, 

Of what degree soever, with his brother. 

Glo. Even so ; an please your worship, Brakenbury, 
You may partake of any thing we say; 

We speak no treason, manwe say the king 
Is wise and virtuous \ and his noble queen 
Well struck in years, fair, and not jealous *,— 

We say that Shore’s wife hath a pretty loot, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue; 

And that the queen’s kindred are made gentlefolks : 

How say you, sir ? can you deny nil this ? 

Brak . With this, my lord, myself have naught to do. 
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Glo . NaugliL to do with Mistress Shore! I tell thee, 
fellow. 

He that doth naught with her, excepting one, 

Were best to do it secretly, alone. 

Brak. Wlmt one, my lord ? 

Gla, Her husband, knave:—-wouldst thou betray nie ? 

Bi'(il\ I beseech your grace to pardon me ; and, withal, 
Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 

Clar . We know thy charge, Bralcenbury, and will obey. 
Glo . We are the queen’s abjects, and must obey. 

Brother, farewell: I will unto the king ; 

And whatsoe’er you will employ me in,— 

Were it to call King Kd ward’s widow sister,— 

I will perform it to enfranchise you. 

Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar, l know it pleasetli neither of us well. 

Glo . Well, your imprisonment shall not be long ; 

I will deliver you, or else lie for you : 

Meantime, have patience. 

Clar . I must perforce : farewelb 

[Exeunt Claiencc, Brakenhury , and Gua)d . 
Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er return, 
Simple, plain Clarence!—I do love thee so, 

That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven, 

If heaven will tnke the present at our bands.-— 

But who conics here ? the uew-deliverVl Hastings? 


Enter Hastings. 

Hast, Good time of day unto my gracious lord! 

Glo. As much unto my good lord chamberlain I 
Well aie you welcome to this open air. 

IIow hath your lordship brook’d imprisonment ? 

Had, With patience, noble lord, as prisoners must: 
But I fehall live, my lord, to give them thanks 
That n ere the cause of my imprisonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clarence too ; 
Fot they that were your enemies are his, 

And have prevail’d ns much on him as you. 
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\ Hast, More pity that the eagle should be mew’d, 
i Wliiles kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo . What news abroad ? 

Hast , No news so bad abroad as this at home,— 

The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy, 

And his physicians fear him mightily. 

Glo . Now, hy Saint Paul, this news is had indeed. 

0 , lie hath kept ail evil diet long, 

And overmuch consum’d lus royal person: 

Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 

What, is he in bis bed ? 

Hast* He is, 

r Glo , Go you before, and I will follow you. [Exit Hastings . 

He cannot Ine, I hope ; and must not die 
Till George be packed with postliorse ( 3 ) up to heaven. 

I’ll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 

AVitli lies well steel’d with weighty arguments; 

And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to live : 

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 

And leave the world for me to bustle in! 

Eor then I’ll marry Warwick’s youngest daughter: 

What though I kill’d her husband and her father ? 

The readiest way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband and hor father: 

The which will I; not all so much for love 
As for another secret close intent* 

By marrying her, which I must reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horse to market: 

Clarence still bicathes; Edward still lives and reigns : 

When they are gone, then must I count my gains. [Aou/, 


Scene II, The same* Another street . 


Enter the corpse of King IIenjiY the sixth, home in an open cojin, 
Gentlemen hearing halberds to ginud it , and Lady Anne as 
mourner, 

Anne . Set down, set down your honourable load,-— 
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If honour may be shrouded in a hearse,— 

Whilst I awhile obsequiously lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.— 

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king ! 

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster ! 

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood! 

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost, 

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to tliy Edward, to tliy slaughter’d son, 

Stabb'd by the selfsame hand that made these wounds! 

Lo, in these windows that let forth thy life, 

I pour the helpless halm of my poor eyes :—- 
0 , cursed he the hand that made these holes ! 

Cursed the heart that had the heart to do it! 

Cursed the blood that let this hlood from hence! 

More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 

Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives I 
If ever he have child, abortive be it. 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

Whofec ugly and unnatural aspect 

May fright the hopeful mother at the view •, 

And that be heir to his unhappiness! 

If e\cr he have wife, let her be made 

More miserable by the detath of him 

Than I am made by my young lord and thee!— 

Come, now towards Chertsey with your holy load, 

Taken from Paul’s to be interred there; 

And still, as you are weary of the weight. 

Pest 3 r ou, vlilies I lament King Homy’s corse, 

\Thc Bearers take yp the corpse and advance . 


Mulct' Glo.STICK 

Oh, Stay, you that hear the corse, and set it down. 
■dnue. What black magician conjures up this fiend, 
To stop devoted charitable deeds ? 

GVo. Viliams, set down the corse; or, by Saint Paul, 
I’ll make a corse of him that disobeys ! 
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First Gent . My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass. 
Glo . Unmanner’d clog! stand thou, when I command; 
Advance tliy halberd higher than my breast, 

Or, by Saint Paul, I’ll strike thee to my foot, 

And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

[The Bearers set down the coffin. 
Aline . What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid ? 

Alas, I blame you not j for you arc mortal, 

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.— 

Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell! 

Thou hadst but power over his mortal body,— 

His soul thou canst not have ; therefore, be gone, 

Glo . Sweet saint, for charity, he not so curst, 
z Anne . Foul devil, for God’s sake, hence, and tiouble us 
not; 

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell, 

Fill'd it with cursing cries and deep exclaims. 

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 

Behold this pattern of tliy butcheries,— 

0, gentlemen, see, see ! dead Henry’s wounds 
Open their congeal'cl mouths and bleed afresh!— 

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity; 

For Tis thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells; 

Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural, 

Provokes this deluge most unnatural.— 

O God, which this blood macl’st, revenge his death! 

O earth, which this blood driiik'st, revenge his death! 

Either, heaven, with lightning strike the murderer dead; 

Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick, 

As thou dost swallow up this good king’s blood, 

Which his hell-govern’d arm hath butchered! 

f Glo, Lady, you know no rules of charity. 

Which renders good for had, blessings for curses. 

J Anne, Villain, thou know’st no law of God nor man ; 

Ho beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity, 

Glo, But I know none, and therefore am no beast. 

Anne, O wonderful, when devils tell the truth ! 

Glo, More wonderful, when angels are so angry.— 
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Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman, 

Of tliese supposed evils, to give me leave, 

By circumstance, but to acquit myself, 

A?ine. Vouchsafe, diffus’d infection of a mail, 

For these known evils, but to give me leave, 

By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 

Glo, Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself. 

Anne, Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst make 
No excuse current, hut to liang thyself. 

Glo. By such despair, I should accuse myself. 

Anne, And, by despairing, shalt tliou stand excus’d; 

For doing worthy vengeance on thyself. 

That didst unworthy slaughter upon others. 

Glo . Say that I slew them not? 

Anne, Then say they were not slain : 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 

Glo, X did not kill your husband. 

Anne . Why, then he is alive. 

Glo . Nay, he is dead; and slain by Edward’s hand. 

Anne, In thy foul throat thou liest: Queen Margaret saw 
Thy murderous falchion smoking in his blood; 

The which thou once didst bend against her breast, 

Blit that thy hi others bent aside the point. 

Glo, I was piovoked by her slanderous tongue, 

That hud their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders, 

Anne, Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind, 

That never dreamt on aught but butcheries: 

DitDt thou uot kill this king ? 

Glo . I grant ye. 

Anne, Dost grant me, hedgehog ? then, God grant me too 
Tliou may>t be damned for that wicked deed ! 

0 , he was gentle, mild, and virtuous! 

Glo, The fitter for the King of heaven, that hath him. 
Anne, He is in heaven, where tliou shait never come. 

Glo. Let him thank me, that holp to send him thither; 
For lie was fitter for that place than earth. 

Anne, And thou unfit for any place but hell, 

Glo, Yes, ono place else, if you will hear me name it. 
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Anne . Some dungeon. 

Glo . Your bed-chamber. 

Ill rest betide the chamber where thou liest! 

Glo . So will it, madam, till I lie with you. 

Anne . I hope so. 

Glo . I know so.—But* gentle Lady Anne,— 

To leave this keen encounter of our wits. 

And fall somewhat into a slower method,— 

Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blameful as the executioner ? 

Anne. Thou wast the cause, and most accurs’d effect. 

Glo. Your beauty was the cause of that effect; 

Your beauty, that did haunt me in my sleep 
To undertake the death of all the world, 

So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom. 

Anne . If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide. 

These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks. 

6-70. These eyes could not endure that beauty's wreck; 
You should not blemish it, if I stood by: 

As all the world is cheered by the sun, 

So I by that; it is my day, my life. ' 

Anne t Black night oWslmde thy day, and death thy 
life.! 

Glo. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art both. 

Anne . I would I were, to be reveng'd on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrel most unnatural, 

To be reveng'd on him that lovefh thee. 

Anne . It is a quarrel just and reasonable. 

To be reveng’d on him that kill’d my husband. 

G7o. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband, 

Did it to help thee to a better husband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the earth. 

Glo . He lives that loves thee better tlmn he could. 

Anne. Name him, 

Glo . Plantagenet. 

Anne. Why, that was he. 

Glo. The selfsame name, blit one of better nature, 

Anne . Where is lie ? 
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Ql 09 Here, [Shu spits at him.] Why dost 

thou spit at mo ? 

Anne. Would it were mortal poison, for tliy sake ! 

Gh> Never came poison from so sweet a place, 

Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 

Out of my sight! thou dost infect mine eyes, 

Glo. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine. 

Anne . Would they were basilisks, to strike thee dead! 

Glo , 1 would they were, that I might die at once; 

For now they kill me with a living death. 

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears, 

Sham’d their aspects with store of childish drops: 

These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear, 

No, when my father York and Edward wept, 

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland niado 
When black-fac’d Clifford shook his sword at him ; 

Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 

Told the sad story of any father’s death, 

And twenty times made pause, to sob and weep, 

That all the staiulers-by had wet their cheek*. 

Like trees bedash’d with rain; in that sad time 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear ; 

And what these sorrows could not thence exhale, 

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping, 

I never su’d to friend nor enemy; 

My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing word; 

But, now thy beauty is propos’d my fee, 

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to speak. 

[j5$c? Zoofa scornfully at him . 
Teach not thy lip such scorn ; for it was made 
Por kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 

Lo, here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword ; 

Which if thou please to hide in this true breast, 

And let the soul forth that adorctli thee, 

I lay it naked to tlio deadly stroke, 

And humbly keg the death upon my knee. 

Nay, do not pause; for I did kill King Henry,— 

[She offers at his breast with his sword . 
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But *twas thy beauty that provoked me. 

Nay, now dispatch \ ’twas I that stabb’d young Edward,— 

[She again offers at his breast . 
But *twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 

[She lets fall ihe sword. 
Take up the sword again, or take up me. 

Anne. Arise, dissembler : though I wish thy death, 

1 will not be thy executioner. 

Glo . Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it. 

Anne . I have already. 

Glo . That was in thy rage : 

Speak it again, and, even with the word, 

This hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love. 

Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love; 

To both their deaths slmlt thou be accessary. 

Anne . I would I knew thy heart. 

Glo, ’Tis figur'd in my tongue. 

Anne , I fear me both are false. 

Glo . Then never man was true. 

Anne. Well, well, put up your sword. 

Glo . Say, then, my peace is made. 

Anne . That shalt thou know hereafter. 

Glo. But shall I live in 3iope ? 

Anne . All men, I hope, live so. 

Glo . Vouchsafe to wear this ring, 

Anne ♦ To take, is not to give, [She pats on the ring . 

Glo . Look, how this ring encompasseth thy finger. 

Even so thy breast enclosetli my poor 3mart; 

Wear both of them, for boLli of them are thine. 

And if thy poor devoted servant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever. 

Anne* What is it ? 

Glo . That it may please you leave these sad designs 
To him thuL hath more cause to be a mourner, 

And presently repair to Crosby-place; 

Where,—after I have solemnly interr’d. 

At CUortsey monastery, this noble king, 

And wet his grave with my repentant tears,— 
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I will with all expedient duty see you : 

For clivers unknown reasons, I beseech you. 

Grant mo this boon. 

Anne . With all my heart; and much it joys me too, 

. To see you are become so penitent.— 

Tressel and Berkley, go along with me, 

Glo , Bid ine farewell, 

Anne* *Tis more than you deserve ; 

But since you teach me how to flatter you, 

Imagine I have said farewell already, 

[Exeunt Lady Anne , Tressel } and Berkley. 
Glo . Sirs, take up the corse, 

Gent. Towards Chevtsey, noble lord? 

Glo . Ho, to White-Friars ; there attend my coming. 

{Exeunt the rest with the corpse. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo’d? 

Was ever woman in tins humour won ? 

1*11 have her;—but I will not keep her long. 

What! I } that kill’d her husband and liis father. 

To take her in her heart’s extremest bate; 

With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 

The bleeding witness of lier( 4 ) hatred by j 

Having God, her conscience, and these bars against me, 

And I no friends to back my suit withal, 

But the plain devil and dissembling looks, 

And yet to win her,—all the world to no thing 1 

Ha! 

Hath she forgot already that brave prince, 

Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months since, 

Stahl)’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury ? 

A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman,— 

Fram’d in the prodigality of nature. 

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal,—- 
The spacious world cannot again afford: 

And will she yet abase her eyes on me, 

That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet prince, 

And made her widow to a woful bed ? 

On me, whose all not equals Edward’s moiety? 

On me, that halt and am mis-shapen thus ? 
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My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 

I do mistake my person all this while: 

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot, 

Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 

I'll be at charges for a looking-glass; 

And entertain a score or two of tailors, 

To study fashions to adorn my body: 

Since I am crept in favour with myself, 

I will maintain it with some little cost. 

But first I’ll turn yon fellow in his grave; 

And then return lamenting* to my love.— 

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass, 

That I may see my shadow as I pass, [Exit, 


Scene III. The same. A room in the palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Rivers, and Grey. 

Riv. Save patience, madam: there's no doubt his majesty 
Will soon recover his accustom’d health, 

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worse: 
Therefore, for God’s sake, entertain good comfort, 

And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Q. Elisa. If lie were dead, what would betide on me ? 
Grey. No other harm but loss of such a lord. 

(2. Elm. The loss of such a lord includes all harms. 

Grey . The heavens have bless’d you with a goodly son. 
To be your comforter when lie is gone. 

Q t Elis, Ah, he is young ; and his minority 
Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloster, 

A man that loves not me, nor none of you, 

Riv. Is it concluded he shall be protector? 

Q. Elm. It is determin'd, not concluded yet: 

But so it must be, if the king miscarry. 

Enter Buckingham and Stanley, ( d ) 

Grey . Here come the lords of Buckingham and Stanley, 
BncJc . Good time of day unto your royal grace! 

Stan. God make your majesty joyful as you have been ! 
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Q, Elia. The Countess Richmond, good my Lord of 
Stanley, 

To your good prayer will scarcely say amen. 

Yet, Stanley, notwithstanding she's your wife, 

And loves not me, he you, good lord, assur’d 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Stem. I do beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers; 

Or, if she he accus’d on true report, 

Bear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds 
From wayward sickness, and no grounded malice. 

Q. Elia. Saw you the king to-day, my Lord of Stanley ? 
Stan . But now the Duke of Buckingham and 1 
Are come from visiting his majesty. 

Q. Elia. What likelihood of his amendmen t, lords ? 

Such. Madam, good hope ; his grace speaks cheerfully. 
Q. Eliz . Grocl grant him health I Did you confer with 
him ? 

Buck. Ay, madam: he desires to make atonement 
Between the Duke of Grloster and your brothers. 

And. between them and my lord chamberlain; 

And sent to warn them, to his royal presence. 

Q » Elia. Would all were well!—hut that will never be : 

I fear our happiness is at the height. 

Enter GiiQSTEii, Hastings, and Dorset. 

Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it*-— 

Who are they that complain unto the king 
That I, forsooth, am stern, and love them not ? 

By holy Paul, they love his grace hut lightly 
That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours. 

Because I cannot flatter, and speak fair, 

Smile in men’s faces, smooth, deceive, and cog, 

Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 

I must be held a rancorous enemy. 

Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm, 

But thus his simple truth must be abus’d 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks ? 

Grey. To whom in nil this presence speaks your grace ? 
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Glo t To thee, that hast nor honesty nor grace. 

When have I injur’d thee ? when clone thee wrong ?— 

Or thee?—or tliee ?—or any of your faction ? 

A plague upon you all! His royal grace,— 

Whom God preserve better than you would wish !— 

Cannot he quiet scarce a breathing-while, 

But you must trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Q, EUz* Brother of Crloster, you mistake the matter. 

The king, on his own royal disposition, 

And not provok'd by any suitor else ; 

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 

That in your outward action shows itself 
Against my children, hi others, and myself. 

Makes him to send ;( G ) that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it, 

Glo . I cannot tell :■—the world is grown so bad, 
i That wrens make ( 7 ) prey where eagles dare not perch: 

I Since every Jack became a gentleman, 

! There's many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q, Elfa . Come, come, we know your meaning, brother 
Gloster; 

You envy my advancement and my friends’: 

God grant we never may have need of you! 

Glo . Meantime, God grants that we liaye need of you : 
Our brother is imprison’d by your means, 

Myself disgrac’d, and the nobility 

Held in contempt ; while great promotions 

Are daily given to ennoble those 

That scarce, some two days since, were worth a noble. 

Q, Eliss. By Him that rais’d me to this careful height 
From that contented hap which I enjoy’d, 

I never did incense his majesty 

Against the Duke of Clarence, hut have been 

An earnest advocate to plead for him. 

My lord, you do me shameful injury, 

Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 

Glo . You may deny that you were not tlic mean 
Of my Lord Hastings’ late imprisonment. 

Riv t She may, my lord; for— 
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Gh . She may, Lord Rivers !—why, who knows not so ? 
Slie may do more, sir, thau denying that: 

She may help you to many fair preferments; 

And then deny her aiding hand therein, 

And lay those honours on your high desert. 

What may she not? She may,—ay, marry, may sho,— 

Hiv. What, marry, may she ? 

Glo, What, marry, may slie! marry with a king, 

A bachelor, a handsome stripling too : 

I wis your grandam had a worscr match. 
r Q* Eliz. My Lord of Gloster, I have too long hornc 
Your blunt upbraidings and your bitter scoffs: 

By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty 
Of those gross taunts that oft I have endur’d. 

I bad rather he a country servant-maid 
Than a great queen, with this condition,— 

To be so baited, scorn’d, and stormed at: 

Euler Queen Margaret, behind. 

Small joy have I in being England’s queen. 

Q> Mar. And lessen’d he that small, God, I beseech him \ 
Thy honour, state, and seat is due to me. 
i Glo , What! threat you me with telling of the Icing? 

Tell him, and spare not: look, wlmt I have said 
I will avouch in presence of the king: 

I dare adventure to he sent to the Tower. 

5 Ti& tisGft to Sjy&fck,—my pa&ra qvAto forgcA. 

J Q. Mar . Out, devil! 1 remember them too well: 

Thou kill’dst my Imsbaud Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury. 

' Glo . Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband king, 

I was a paclc-horse in his great affairs \ 

A weeder-out of his proud adversaries, 

A liberal re warder of his friends: 

To royalisc his blood I spilt mine own, 

Q. Mar . Ay, and much better blood than his or thine. 
Glo* In all which time you and your husband Grey 
Were factious for the house of Lancaster 
And, Rivers, so were you i—was not your husband 
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In Margaret’s battle at Saint Alban’s slain ? 

Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 

What you have been ere this, and what you are; 

Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 

Q. Mar . A murderous villain, and so still thou art. 

Glo . Poor Clarence did forsake his hither, Warwick; 

Ay, and forswore himself,—which Jesu pardon!— 

Q. Mar . Which God revenge 1 

Glo . To fight on Edward's party, for the crown; 

And for his meed, poor lord, lie is mew’d up. 

I would to God iny heart were flint, like EdwucVs; 

Or Edward's soft and pitiful, like mine : 

I am too childish-foolish for this world, 

Q. Mar. Hie tlieo to hell for shame, and leave this world, 
Thou cacodemon! there thy kingdom is. 

Jlio. My Lord of Gioster, in those busy days 
Which here you urge to prove us enemies, 

We follow’d then our lord, our sovereign king: 

So should we you, if you should be our king. 

Glo , If I should be !—I had rather be a pedler: 

Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof! 

G. JEliz, As little joy, my lord, as you suppose 
You should enjoy, were you this country’s king,— 

As little joy you may suppose in me. 

That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

^ Q. Mar . As( 8 ) little joy enjoys the queen thereof; 

For I am she, and altogether joyless. 

I can no longer hold me patient.— [. Advancing . 

Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In shaving that which you have pill’d from me! 

Which of you trembles not that looks on me ? 

If not, that, I being queen, you bow like subjects. 

Yet that, by you depos’d, you quake like rebels ?— 

All, gentle villain, do not turn away! 

Glo* Foul wrinkled witch, what mak’st thou in \uy sight? 
G. Mar. But repetition of what thou hast marr’d ; 

That will I make before I let tlicc go. 

Glo. Wert thou not banished on pain of death ? 

Q. Mau I was; but I do find more pain m banishment 
ynt iv Y 
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Than death can yield me here by my abode. 

A husband and a son thou ow’st to me,— 

And thou a kingdom,—all of you allegiance: 

This sorrow that I have, by right is yours; 

And all the pleasures you usurp arc mine. 

Grlo, The curse my noble father laid on thee, 

When thou didst crown his warlike brows with paper, 

And with thy scorns drew’si rivers from his eyes; 

And then, to dry them, gav’si the duke a clout 
Steep’d in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland;— 

His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denounc’d against thee, are all fall’ll upon thee; 

And God, not we, hath plagu’d thy bloody deed, 

Q. Eliz. So just is God, to right the innocent. 

Hast. O, ’twas the foulest deed to slay that babe, 

And the most merciless that e’er was heard of! 

Riv. Tyrants themselves wept when il was reported. 
Dor. No man but prophesied revenge for il. 

Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept to see it. 
Q. Mar . "What, were you snarling all before I came, 
Heady to catch each other hy the throat, 

And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 

Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with heaven, 
That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death, 

Their kingdom’s loss, my woful banishment. 

Could all but answer for that peevish brat ? 

Can curses pierce the clouds and enter heaven ?— 

Why, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick curses!— 
Though not by war, by surfeit die your king, 

As ours by murder, to make him a Icing! 

Edward thy son, that now is Prince of Wales, 
l ? or Edward my son, that was Prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth by like untimely violence! 

Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen. 

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self! 

Long mayst thou live to wail thy children’s loss; 

And see another, as I see thee now, 

Deck’d in thy rdghts, as thou art stall’d in mine! 

Long die thy happy days before thy death; 
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And, after in any lengthen'd hours of grief, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen !— 

Rivers and Dorset, you were slanders by,'— 

And so wast thou, Lord Hastings,—when my son 
Was stabb’d with bloody daggers : God, I pray him, 

That none of you may live his natural age, 

But by some unlook'd accident cut offl 

Glo. Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither'd hag! 

Q. Mar. And leave out thee? stay, dog, for thou shall 
hear me. 

/If heaven have any grievous plague in store 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 

O, let them(°) keep it till thy sins be ripe, 

And then hurl down their indignation 
On tliee, the troubler of the poor world’s peace! 

The worm of conscience still bc-gnaw thy soul 1 
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv’st, 

And take deep traitors for tliy dearest friends! 

No sleep close up that deadly eyo of tlnno, 

Unless it be while some tormenting dream 
Affrights tliee with a hell of ugly devils I 
Thou elvish-mork'd, abortive, rooting bog ! 

Thou that wast seal’d in thy nativity 
The slave of nature and the son of hell! ( i0 ) 

Thou slander of thy heavy mother's womb ! 

Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loins ! 

Thou rag of honour I thou detested— 

Gin . Margaret, 

Q t Mar . Richard 1 

Glo . Ha ? 

G. Mar . I call thee not. 

Glo, I cry tliee mercy, then; for I did think 
That thou liadst call’d me all these bitter names. 

Q, Mar, Why, so I did; but look’d for no reply. 

O, let me make the period to my curse! 

Glo * ’Tis done by me, and ends in-— Margaret. 

Q. Elia* Thus have you breath'd your curse against your¬ 
self. 

Q. Mar* Poor painted queen, vain flourish of my fortune I 
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Why strew’st thou sugar on that bottled spider, 

Whose deadly web ensnaretli thee about ? 

Fool, fool 1 thou whettfst a knife to kill thyself. 

The clay will come that thou shall wish foi mo 
To help thee curse this poisonous bunch-baek’d toad. 

^ Hast. False-boding woman, end thy frantic curse, 

Lest to thy harm thou move our patience. 

<3. Mar. Foul shame upon you! you have all mov'd mine. 
Riv. Were } t ou well serv'd, you would he taught your 
duty. 

Q . Mar. To serve me well, you all should do me duty, 
Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects ; 

O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty \ 

Dor. Dispute not with her,—she is lunatic, 

Q. Mar. Peace, master marquis, you arc malapert: 

Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current: 

O, that your young nohility could judge 
What 'twere to lose it, and be miserable! 

They that stand high have many blasts to shake them ; 

And if they fall, they dash themselves to pieces. 

Glo. Good counsel, marry:—learn it, learn it, marquis. 
Dor. It touches you, my lord, as much as me. 

Glo . Ay, and much more : blit I was born so high. 

Our aery bail doth in the cedar's top, 

And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun. 

Q, Mar . And turns the sun to shade;—alas \ alas!— 
Witness my son, now in the shade of death ; 

Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 

Your aery buildctli in our aery’s nest:— 

0 God, that seest it, do not suffer it; 

As it was won with blood, lost be it so ! 

Ruck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for charity. 

Q, Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to me: 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt. 

And shamefully my hopes by you are butcher'd. 

My charity is outrage, life my shame,— 

And in that aliamc still live my sorrow's rage ! 

Ruck. Have done, have done. 
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, j Q, Afar. 0 princely Buckingham, I’ll kiss thy hand, 

In sign of league and amity with thee: 

Now fair befal thee, and thy noble house I 
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compass of my curse. 

Buck . Nor no one here ; for curses never pass j 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 

( Q. Afar. I will noL think but they ascend the sky, 

And there awake God’s gentle-sleeping peaee. 

O Buckingham, take hoed of yonder dog! 

Look, when he fawns he bites; and when he bites, 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death: 

Have not to do with him, beware of him; 

Sin, death, and hell have set their marks on him, 

And all their ministers attend on him. 

Glo. What doth she say, my Lord of Buckingham? 

Buck . Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord. 

' Q. Mar . What, dost thou scorn me for my gentle coun¬ 
sel! 

And soothe the devil that I warn thee from ? 

O, but remember this another day, 

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow, 

And say, poor Margaret was a prophetess i— 

Live each of you the subjects to his hate, 

And he to yours, and all of you to God’s 1 [JSjkY. 

Hast. My hair doth stand on encl to hear her curses, 

HIV. And so doth mine: I muse why she’s at libeiiy, 

Glo . I cannot blame her: by God’s holy mother, 

She hath had too much wrong; and I repent 
My part thereof that I have done to her. 

Q. Eliz. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 

Glo . Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong. 

I was too hot to do somebody good, 

That is too cold in thinking of it now. 

Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid j 
He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains ;— 

God pardon them ill at are the cause thereof! 

lliv . A virtuous and a Christian-like conclusion, 

To pray for them that have done scath to us. 
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CJtlo . So do I over, being well advis'd; 

For had I curs'd now, I had curs'd myself, {Aside* 

JS'rtfoi' Gatesby. 

Cates. Madam, his majesty doth call for you,— 

And for your grace,—and you, my noble lords*( u ) 

Q* Ehz* Catesby, I come.—Lords, will you go with me ? 
Itiv. We wait upon your grace. 

[Exeunt all excapl G(osier, 
Glo, I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl. 

The secret mischiefs that I set abroach 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others, 

Clarence,—whom I, indeed, have cast in darkness,— 

I do bewcep to many simple gulls; 

Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham; 

And tell them ’tis the queen and her allies 
That stir the king against the duke my brother. 

Now, they believe it; and withal whet me 
To be reveng’d on Riveis, Vaughan, Grey; 

But then I sigh; and, with a piece of Scripture, 

'fell them that God bids us do good for evil; 

And thus 1 clothe my naked villany 
With odd old ends stol'n forth of holy writ; 

And seem a saint, when most 1 play the devil.— 

But, soft l here come my executioners. 

Enter two Murderers. 

How now, my hardy, stout-resolved mates! 

Are you now going to dispatch this thing f 

Eivst Murd . We are, my lord; and como to have the 
warrant, 

That we may bo admitted where lie is. 

Glo. Well thought upon;—I have it here about me; 

[Gives the zuarmnl. 

When you have done, repair to Crosby-place, 

But, sirs, be sudden in the execution, 

Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead; 
bor Clarence is well-spoken, and perhaps 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 
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First Murdt Tut, tut, my lord, wo will not stand to prate; 
Talkers are no good doers: be assur’d 
We go to use our hands, and not our tongues* 

Glo. Your eyes drop millstones, when fools 1 eyes fall 
tears: 

I like you, lads;—about your business straight; 

Go, go, dispatch. 

First Murd. We will, my noble lord. [Fcceunt, 


Scene IV. Londoiu A room in ike Tower . 

Enter Clahence and Biiakbnuuhy. 

Brak . Why looks your grace so heavily to-day ? 

Clar . O, I have pass’d a miserable night, 

So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights, 

That, as I am a Christian faithful man, 

I would not spend another such a night, 

Though ’twere to buy a world of happy days,— 

So full of dismal terror was the time ! 

Brak . What was your dream, my lord ? I pray you, tell 
me. 

Clar. Me though ts( ls ) that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy; 

And, in my company, my brother Gloster; 

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 

Upon the hatches: thence ive look’d toward England, 

And cited up a thousand heavy times. 

During the wars of York and Lancaster 
That had befallhi us. As we pac’d along 
Upon the giddy fooling of the hatches, 

Methought that Gloster stumbled; and, in falling, 

Struck me, that thought to stay him, overboard. 

Into the tumbling billows of the main, 

O Lord! me thought, what pain it was to drown! 

What dreadful noise of water in mine ears ! 

What sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 

MoLhoughts I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 
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A thousand men that fishes gnaw’d upon; 

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Inestimable stones, unvalu'd jewels, 

AU scatter'd in the bottom of the sea ; 

Some lay in dead men's skulls ; and, in those holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were except 
(As Twoic in scorn of eyes,) reflecting gems. 

That woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep. 

And mock'd the dead hones that lay scatter'd by. 

Brah* Had you such leisure in the time of death 
To gaze upon the secrets of the deep ? 

Clar. Moth ought I had; and often did J strive 
To yield the ghost: hut still Lho envious flood 
Stopp’d-in my soul, and would not lot it forth 
To find the empty, vast, and wandering air; 

But smother’d it within my panting bulk, 

Which almost hurst to belch it iu the seiw 

Bruit. Awak'd you not with this sore agony ? 

Clar. No, no, my dream was lengthen'd after life; 

O, then began the tempest to my soul! 

1 pass'd, me thought! the melancholy flood, 

With that grim ferryman which poets write of, 

Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

The fust that there did greet my stranger soul, 

Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick ; 

Who cried aloud, u What scourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence ?” 

And so ho vanish’d: then came wamleiing by 
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood; and he shriek'd out aloud, 
fS Clarence is come,—false, fleeting, perjur’d Clarence,— 
That stabb’d me in the field by Tewksbury;— 

Seize on him, Juries, take him to your torments!” 

With that, methonght, a legion of foul fiends 
Environ’d me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with Lire very noise, 

I trembling wtvk’d, and, for a season after, 

Could not believe but that I was in hell,— 

&uch terrible impression made my dream. 
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Brak . No marvel, lord, though it affrighted you ; 

I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it, 

Clar. O Brakenbtuy, I have done those tilings, 

That now give evidence against my soul, 

For Edward’s sake j and see how ho requites mo I— 

0 God! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee, 

But thou wilt he aveng'd on my misdeeds, 

Yet execute thy wrath in me alone,— 

O, spare my guiltless wife and my poor children 1— 

Keeper, X prithee, sit by me awhile ; 

My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep. 

Brak, I will, my lord: God give your grace good 
rest '.—( n ) [Clarence sleeps. 

Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours. 

Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 

Princes have but theiv titles for tlieir glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toil; 

And, for unfelt imaginations, 

They often feel a world of restless cares ; 

So that, between tlieir titles and low name, 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

Enter the two Murderers. 

First Muni, Ho \ who’s here ? 

Brak . What wouldst thou, fellow ? and how cam’s t thou 
hither ? 

First Murcl, I would speak with Clarence, and I came 
hither oil my legs. 

Brak, Wliat, so brief? 

Sec, Murd, ’Tis better, sir, than to be tedious.—Let him 
see our commission ; and talk no more. 

\A paper is delivered to Brakenhury, who reads it, 
Brak . X am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands:— 

I will not reason what is meant heieby, 

Because I will he guiltless of the meaning. 

There lies the duke asleep,—and there the keys: 

I’ll to tlie king; and signify to him 
That thus I have resign’d to you my charge. 
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First Murd, You may, sir; 'tin a point of wisdom: faro 
you well. t ExU Hrakenbury. 

Sec. Murd. What, shall we stab him as he sleeps ? 

First Murd. No; he'll say Was done cowardly, when ho 
wakes. 

Sec. Murd. When he wakes! why, fool, he shall never 

wake until the great judgment-day. 

First Murd. Why, then he’ll say wc stabhcil him sleeping. 

6Vc. Murd. The urging of that word “judgment" hath 
bred a kind of remorse in me. 

First Murd. What, art thou afraid ? 

See. Mind. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it; but 
to he damned for killing him, from tire which no warrant can 
defend me. 

First Murd. I thought thou lradst been resolute. 

Sec. Murd. So I am, to let him live. 

First Murd. I’ll back to the Duke of Glostor, and toll 
him so. 

Sec . Murd . Nay, I prithee, stay a little: I hope my 
lioly( u ) humour will change ; it was wont to hold me hut 
while one tells twenty. 

First Murd . How dost thou feel thyself now? 

Sec. Murd. Faith, some certain dregs of conscicnco arc 
yet within me. 

Fint Murd . Remember our reward, when the deed's done. 

Sec. Murd. Zounds, ho dies: I had forgot the reward. 

First Murd . Where's tliy conscience now ? 

Sec. Murd . In the Duke of Grloster’s purse. 

Flint Murd. So, when he opens Ins purse to give ns our 
rewaid, thy conscience flics out. 

Sec. Murd. p Xis no matter; let it go; there’s few or none 
will entertain it. 

First Murd. What if it come to thee again f 

Sec. Murd . 1*11 not meddle with it,—it makes & man a 
coward: a man cannot steal, blit it accusotli him; a man 
cannot swear, but it checks him; a man cannot lie with 
liis neighbours wife, hut it detects him *. *Ua a blushing 
shame-faced spirit that mutinies in a man's bosom; it tills 
one full of obstacles: it mado me once restore a purse of 
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gold, that by chance I found; it beggars any man that keeps 
it: it is turned out of all towns and cities for a dangerous 
thing; and every man that means to live well endeavours to 
trust to himself and live without it. 

First Mm d, Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, per¬ 
suading me not to kill the duke. 

Sec, Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe him 
not; he would insinuate with thee, but to make thee sigh. 

First Miird . I am strong-framed, he cannot prevail with 
me. 

Sec, Murd , Spoke like a tall fellow that respects his 
refutation, Come, shall we fall to work? 

First Murd. Take him on the costard with the hilts of 
thy sword, and then throw him into the malmsey-butt in the 
next room. 

Sec. Murd. 0 excellent device I and make a sop of him. 

First Murd, Soft! lie wakes. 

Sc c. Murd. Strike l 

First Murd . No, we’ll reason with him. 

Clar. Where art thou, keeper ? give me a cup of wine. 

First Murd . You shall have wine enough, my lord, anon, 

Clar, In God’s name, what art tliou? 

First Murd , A man, as you are, 

Clar, But not, as I am, royal. 

First Murd, Nor you, as we are, loyal, 

Clar . Thy voice is thunder, but tliy looks are humble. 

First Mia d. My voice is now the king’s, my looks mine 
own. 

Clar. How darkly and how deadly dost thou speak ! 

Your eyes do menace me : why look you pale ? 

Who sent you hither? Wherefore do yon come? 

Both Murd. To, to, to— 

Clar. To murder mo ? 

Both Murd . Ay, ay. 

Clar . You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so, 

And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 

Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ? 

First Murd . Offended us you have not, but the king. 

Clar, I shall be reconcil’d to him again. 
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Sec. Murd. Never, my lord; therefore prepare to clio. 
Clar. Are you drawn forth among a world of men 
To slay the innocent ? What is my offence ? 

Where is the evidence that doth accuse me? 

What lawful quest have given their verdict up 
Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounc’d 
The bitter sentence of poor Claience 1 death ? 

Before I he convict hy course of law. 

To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 

I charge you, as you hope to have redemption 
By Christ's dear blood shed for our grievous sins, 

That you depart, and lay no hands on me: 

The deed you undertake is damnable, 

Fird Mitrd, What wo will do, we do upon command. 

Sec, Mur&, And lie that hath commanded is our king. 
Clar . Erroneous vassals! the great King of kings 
Hath in the table of his law commanded 
That thou shall do no murder: will you, then, 

Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man's ? 

Take heed; for he holds vengeance in his hand, 

To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 

Sec, Murd. And that same vengeance doth ho hurl on 
thee, 

f (1 or false forswearing, and for murder too: 

Thou didst receive the sacrament to fight 
In quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 

First Muni , And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didst break that vow; and with thy treacherous blade 
Unrip ]f cist the bowels of thy sovereign’s son. 

Sec. Murd, "Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and de¬ 
fend. 

First Murd. How canst thou urge God’s dreadful law 
to ua, 

When thou hast broke it in such dear degree ? 

Clar. Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill deed ? 

Tor Edward, for my brother, tor his sake : 

He sends you not to murder me for this; 

Tor in that sin he is as dent) as I. 

If God will be avenged for the deed, 
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0, know you yet, lie cloth it publicly: 

Take not tlie quarrel from bis powerful ami; 

He needs no indued nor lawless course 
To cut off those that have offended liim. 

First Murd. Who made thee, then, a bloody minister, 
When gallant-springing brave PI ant a genet, 

That princely novice, was struck dead by thee ? 

Clar, My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. 

First Murd . Thy brother’s love, our duty, and ihy faults. 
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. 

Clan If you do love my brother, hate not me ; 

I am Ins brother, and I love him well. 

If you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 

And I will send you to my brother Gloster, 

Who shall revvaid you better for my life 
Thau Edward will for tidings of my death. 

Sec . Murd , You are deceiv'd, your brother Gloster bates 
you. 

Clar, O, no, he loves me, and he holds me dear : 

Go you to him from me. 

Both Murd . Ay, so we will. 

Clar, Tell him, when that our princely father York 
Bless’d liis three sons with his victorious arm, 

And charg'd us from his soul to love each other. 

He little thought of this divided friendship : 

Bid Gloster think on this, and lie will weep. 

First Murd , Ay, millstones ; as lie lesson’d us to weep. 
Clar , 0> do not slander liim, for he is kind. 

First Murd . Right as snow in harvest.—Come, you de¬ 
ceive yourself: 

’Tis he that sends us to destroy you here. 

Clar . It cannot be ; for he be wept iny fortune, 

And lniggVl me in liis arms, and swore, with sobs, 

That he would labour my delivery. 

First Murd, Why, so he doth, when he delivers you 
From this earth’s thraldom to the joys of heaven. 

Sec. Murd. Make peace with God, for you must die, my 
lord. 

Clar. Have you tlmt holy feeling in your souls, 
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To counsel me to make my peace with God, 

And are you yet to your own souls so blind, 

That you will war with God by murdering me ?— 

O, sirs, consider, they that set you on 
To do this deed will hate you for tlio deech( 10 ) 

Sec. Murd, What shall we do ? 

Clar* Relent, and save your souls. 

First Murd, Relent \ *tis cowardly and womanish. 

Clur. Not to relent is beastly, savage, devilish. 

Which of you, if you wore a princess son, 

Beingjmnt from liberty, as I am now,— 

If two such murderers as yourselves came to you,— 

Would not entreat for life?— 

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks; 

O, if tliinc eyo be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my side, and entreat for me, 

As you would beg, were you in my distress : 

A begging prince what beggar pities not ? 

Sec. Murd* Look behind you, my lord. 

First Murd, Take that, and that: if all this will not do, 

[Stabs him. 

I’ll drown you in the malmsey-butt within. 

[Fecit, with the body. 

Sec . Murd* A bloody deed, ami desperately dispatch’d! 
How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 
Of tills most grievous guilty murder done ! 

Re-enter First Murderer, 

First Murd. Plow now! wliat mean’st thou, that thou 
help’sfc me not ? 

By heaven, the duke shall know how slack you have been. 

Sec . Murd, I would lie knew tluit 1 had sav’d his brother! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him wlmt I say 5 
Tor I repent me that the duke is slain. [Itoi/. 

First Murd. So do not I: go, coward as thou art.— 
Well, I’ll go hide the body in some hole, 

Till that the duke give order for his burial : 

And when I have my meed, I will away; 

For this will out, and then I must not stay. 


[Fecit. 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. London, A room in the palace. 

Enter King Edward (led in sick). Queen Elizabeth, Dorset, 
Rivers, H astings, Buckingham Grey, and others . 

K , AWw. Why, so;—now have I done a good day’s 
work;— 

You peers, continue tins muted league: 

I every day expect an embassage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me lienee ; 

And now in peace my soul shall part to heaven, 

Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 

Rivers and Hastings, take each other’s hand; 

Dissemble not your hatred, swear yonr love. 

Jliv, By heaven, my soul is purg’d from grudging hate ; 
And with my hand I seal my true heart’s love. 

Hast, So thrive I, as I truly swear the like ! 

K, Edw. Take heed you dally not before your king ; 

Lest he that is the supreme Iving of kings 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other’s end, 

Ilast. So prosper I, as I swear perfect love! 

Jliv, And I, as I love Hastings with my heart 1 
JC Edw . Madam, yourself are not exempt from this,— 
Nor you, son Dorset,—Buckingham, nor you ;— 

You havo been factious one against the other. 

"Wife, love Lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand ; 

And what you do, do it mifeignedly. 

Q. Elix. There, Hastings; I will never more remember 
Our former hatred, so thrive I and mine! 

K . Echo, Dorset, embrace him;—Hastings, love lord 
marquis. 

Dor, This interchange of love, I here protest, 

Upon my part shall he inviolable. 

Hast* And so swear I, [Embraces Dorset . 

IC Edw* Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou this 
league 
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"With thy embracomenls to my wife's allies, 

And make me happy in your Unity. 

Buck* Whenever .Buckingham doth tiun his hate 
Upon your grace [tfo the Queen], but with all duteous love 
Doth chorisli you and yours, God punish me 
With hate in those where 1 expect most love ] 

When I have most need to employ a friend, 

And most assured that he is a friend, 

"Deep, hollow, treacherous, ami full of guile, 

Be lie unto me!—this do I beg* of heaven, 

Wien I am cold in love to you or yours. 

[Embracing JlfoorSy $•<?, 

K . jBcIw. A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart. 

There wanteth now our brother (Hosier hero, 

To make the blessed period of this peace. 

Buck And, in good time, here comes the noble duke. 

Enter Glosteu. 

G/c. Good morrow to my sovereign king and queen; 

And, princely peers, a happy time of day ! 

JC Bdiu. Happy, indeed, as we have spent (he day. 
Glo&ter, we have done deeds of chaiity ; 

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 

Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 

Gto, A blessed labour, my most sovereign lord.-_ 

Among this princely heap, jf any here, 

By false intelligence, or wrong surmise, 

Hold me a foe ; 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage, 

Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace?-: 

Tis death to mo to be at enmity $ 

I hate it, and desire all good men’s love,— 

First, madam, I entreat true peace of you. 

Which I will purchase with my duteous service j-— 

Of y°tq my noble cousin Buckingham, 

If ever any grudge were lodg’d between us 
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Of you,( lf> ) and you, Lord Rivers, and of Dorset, 

That all without desert have frown'd on me;— 

Of you, Lord Woodville, and Lord Scales, of you 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen;—indeed, of all. 

I do not know that Englishman alive 
With whom my soul is any jot at odds 
More than the infant that is born to-night: 

I thank my God for my humility. 

Q Bite. A holiday shall this he kept hereafter :— 

I would to God all strifes were welt compounded.— 

My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why, madam, Lave I offer'd love for this, 

To be so flouted in this royal presence? 

Who knows not that the gentle duke is dead ? [They all slay l. 
You do him injury to scorn his corse. 

IC Bdw % Who knows not he is dead ! who knows he is ? 
Q. Ehx, All-seeing heaven, what a world is this ! 

JBucJc. Look I so pale, Lord Dorset, as the rest ? 

Dor. Ay, my good lord; and no man in the presence 
But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks. 

JC Echo . Is Clarence dead ? the ordei was revers'd* 

Glo. But he, poor man, by your first order died, 

And that a winged Mercury did hear; 

Some tardy cripple bore the countermand. 

That came too lag to sec him buried. 

God grant that some, less noble and less loyal, 

Nearer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood, 

Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did, 

And yet go current flora suspicion I 

Enter Stanley. 

s'}taiu A boon, my sovereign, far my service clone l 
IC Edw. I prithee, peace : my soul is full of sorrow. 
Stan. I will not rise, unless your highness hear me. 

IC Edw. Then say at once what is it thou requcflt'st. 
Stan. The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant’s life; 

Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk. 

7 . 
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JC Edit)* Have I a tongue to doom my brother's death. 
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave ? 

My brother kill'd no man,—his fault was thought, 

And yet his punishment was bitter death. 

"Who su’d to me for him ? who, in my wrath, 

ICneel’d at my feet, and hid me be advis’d ? 

Who spoke of brotherhood ? who spoke of love ? 

Who told me how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did light for mo? 

Who told me, in the field at Tewksbury, 

When Oxford had mo down, he rescu’d me, 

And said, “ Dear brother, live, and be a king” ? 

Who told rne, when we both lay in the field 
Frozen almost to death, how ho did lap me 
Even in his garments, and did give himself, 

All thin and naked, to the numb colcl night. ? 

AU this from my remembrance brutish wrath 
Siufully pluck’d, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 

But when your carters or your waiting-vassals 
Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac’d 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon; 

And I, unjustly too, must grant it yon :— 

But for my brother not a man would speak,— 

Nor I, ungracious, vspeak unto myself 
For him, poor soul. The proudest of you all 
Have been beholding to him in liis life; 

Yet none of you would once beg for his life.— 

0 God, I fear thy justice will take hold 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this!— 

Come, Hastings, help me to my closet.— 

Ah, poor Clarence 1 

[Exeunt Kingi Queen } Hastings, Elvers, Dorsal, and Greg , 
Glo . This is the fruit of rashness !—Mark’d you not 
IIow that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look’d pale when they did lieni of Clarence’ death? 

O, they did urge it still unto the king! 

God will revenge it*—Come, lords, will you go 
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To comfort Edward with our company ? 

Buck. We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. Another room in the palace. 

Enter the Duchess of York, with a Son and Daughter 0 /Clarence, 

Bon. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead? 

Buch. No, hoy. 

Baugh. Why do you weep so oft, and heat your breast, 
And cry, ff O Clarence, my unhappy son \' r 

Son. Why do you look on us, and shake your head. 

And call us orphans, wretches, castaways, 

If that our noble father be alive? 

Bitch. My pietty cousins, you mistake me both; 

I do lament tlic sickness of the king. 

As loth to lose him, not your father's death; 

It were lost sorrow to wail one that’s lost. 

Son. Then you conclude, my giandam, lie is dead. 

The king mine uncle is to blame for this: 

God will revenge it ; whom I will importune 
With earnest prayers all to that effect. 

Baugh. And so will I. 

Buch. Peace, children, peace! the king doth love you 
well: 

Incapable and shallow innocents, 

You cannot guess who caus’d your fathers death. 

Son. Giandam, we can; for my good uncle Gloster 
Told me, the king, provok'd to it by the queen. 

Devis'd impeachments to imprison him 2 
And when my uncle told me so, lie wept, 

And pitied me, and kindly kiss’d my cheek; 

Bade me rely on him as on my father, 

And he would love me dearly as his child, 

Buch. Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle shape, 

And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice l 
lie is my son; ay, and therein my shame ; 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 
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Son. Think yon my unci e did dissemble, gmndam ? 
Buck. Ay, boy. 

Son. I cannot think it.—Harkwhat noise is this 1 

Enter Queen EltKadeth, distractedly S Rivers and Dorset 
following her. 

a. Eliz. Ah, who shall hinder me? to wail and weep, 
To cliide my fortune, and torment myself ? 

Til join with black despair against my soul, 

And to myself become an enomy. 

Buck, What means this scene of J-'ude impatience ? 

Q. Eliz . To make au act of tragic? violence :— 
Edward, my lord, thy Ron, our king, is dead. 

Why grow the branches when the root is gone ? 

Why wither not the leaves that want their sap ? 

If you will live, lament ; if die, bo L*del, 

That out swift-winged souls may catch the king's ; 

Or, like obedient subjects, follow hiin 
To his new kingdom of ne’er-changing night. 

Buck. Ah, so much interest have I in thy sorrow 
As I had title in thy noble husband I 
1 have Low apt a worthy husband’s death, 

And liv'd by looking on his images: 

But now two minors of liis princely semblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death, 

And I for comfort have but one false glass, 

That grieves me when I see my shame in him. 

Tliou .art a widow; yet thou art a mother, 

And hast the comfort of thy children left: 

But death hath snatch'd my husband from mine arms, 
And pluck'd two crutches from my feeble hands,— 
Clarence anrl Edwaid. O, what cause have I 
(Thine being but a moiety of my moan) 

To over-go thy woes and drown thy cries ! 

Son. Ah, aunt, you wept not for our father's death l 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears ? 

Baugh. Our fatherless distress was left uni no ail'd ; 
Your widow-dolour likewise he unwept! 

Q* Eliz . (rive me no help in lamentation; 
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I am not barren to bring forth complaints: 

All springs reduce tlioir currents to mine eyes, 

That I, being govern’d by the watery moon. 

May send fortli plenteous tears to drown tlie world! 

Ah for my husband, for my dear lord Edward! 

ChiL All for our father, for our dear lord Clarence ! 
Duch . Alas for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence] 
<3* JEliss* What stay had I but Edward? and lies gone, 
C/iil, What stay had wo but Clarence ? and lie’s gone, 
Duch. What stays had I hut they ? and they are gone, 

Q. Dlte. Was never widow had so dear a loss! 

ClnL Were never orphans had so dear a loss! 

Duch , Was never mother had so dear a loss! 

Alas, I am the mother of these griefs! 

Their woes are parceled, mine are general. 

She fox an Edward weeps, and so do I; 

I for a Clarence weep, so dotli not she: 

These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I; 

I for an Edward weep, so do not they:— 

Alas, you throe, on me, threefold distress’d, 
i Pour all your tears! I am your sorrow’s nurse, 

| And I will pamper it with lamentation. 

Dor, Comfort, dear mother: God is much displeas’d 
That you take with unthankfuluess his doing: 

1 In common worldly things, his call’d ungrateful, 

With dull unwillingness to repay a debt 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent; 

Much more to be thus opposite with heaven, 

For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Itiv* Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother, 

Of the young prince your son: send straight for him ; 

Let lum be crown’d ; in him your comfort lives : 

Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s grave, 

And plant your joys in living Edward’s throne. 

Dnter Glosteii, Buckingiian:, Stanley, Hastings, Ratcliff, and 

others , 

, Glo. Sister, have comfort: all of us have cause 
To wail the dimming of oui shining star; 
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But none can cure their lmnns by wailing them.— 

Madam, my mother, X do cry you mercy; 

I did not see your g*race;—humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. 

Duck, God bless thee; and put meekness in thy breast, 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty! 

Glo . Amen; and make me die a good old man !— 

That is the butt-end of a mother's blessing: [Aside, 

I marvel that her grace did leave it out, 

Buck % You cloudy princes and lieart-sorrowing peers, 
That bear this heavy mutual load of moan, 

Now cheer each other in each other's love: 

Though we have spent our harvest of this king, 

We are to reap the harvest of his son. 

The broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts, 

But lately splinter'd/ 17 ) knit, and join'd together, 

Must gently be preserv’d, cherish’d, and kept: 

Me scemeth good, that, with some little train, 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fet 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our king. 

Jhv. Why with some little train, my Lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck . Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitude, 

The new heal'd wound of malice should break out; 

Which would be so much the more dangerous, 

By how much the estate is green and yet ungovern'd: 

Where every horse bears bis commanding rein, 

And may direct his course as please himself. 

As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 

In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

Glo . I hope the king made peace with all of us; 

And the compact is firm and true in me. 

Jim. And $o in me ; and so, I think, in all: 

Yet, since it is but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach, 

Which haply by much company might bo urg'd : 

Therefore _[ say with noble Buckingham, 

That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 

2.last* And so say I, 

Glo, Then be it so; and go we to determine 
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Who they shall he that straight shall post to Ludlow. 
Madam,—and you, my mother,( l8 )—will you go 
To give your censures in this business ? 

[.Exeunt all except Buckingham and Gloster . 
Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince, 

For God’s sake, let not us two stay at home; 

For, by the way, I’ll sort occasion, 

As index to the story we late talk'd of, 

To part the queen’s proud kindred from the prince. 

Glo. My other self, my counsel’s consistory, 

My oracle, my prophet 1—my dear cousin, 

I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 

Toward Ludlow then, for wed! not stay behind. \Exeunt, 


Scene III, London, A sheet. 

Enter two Citizens, meeting. 

First Cit. Good morrow, neighbour: whither away so fast? 
See. Cit. I promise you, I scarcely know myself: 

Hear you the news abroad ? 

First Cit* Yes,—that the king is dead. 

Sec. Cit, Ill news, by’r lady; seldom comes the better: 

I fear, I fear ’twill prove a giddy world. 

Enter a third Citizen, 

Third Cit . Neighbours, God speed I 
First Cit . Give you good morrow, sir. 

Third Cit . Doth the news hold of good King Edward’s 
death ? 

Sec, Cit. Ay, sir, it is too true ) God help, the while 1 
Third Cit, Then, masters, look to see a troublous world. 
First Cit , No, no ; by God’s good grace his son shall reign." 
Third Cit. Woe to that land that’s govern’d by a child! 
Sec . Cit. In him there is a hope of government, 

Which, in his nonage, council under l\ini, 

And, in his full and ripen’d years, himself, 

No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well. 

First Cit. So stood the state when Henry the sixth 
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Was crown’d in Paris but at nine months old. 

Third Cit. Stood the state so? No, no,good friends, God wot; 
For then this land was famously enrich’d 
With politic grave counsel; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace, 

First Cit . Why, so hath this, “both by his father and mother. 
Third Cit. Better it were they oil came by his father, 

Or by his father there were none at all; 

For emulation now, who shall be nearest, 

Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 

0, full of danger is the Duke of Crlostcr ! 

And the queen's sous and brothers liaught and proud ; 

And were they to lie rul’d, and not to nilo, 

This sicJdy land might solace as before. 

First Cit . Come, come, \vo fear the worst ; all will be well. 
Third Cit. When clouds arc seen, wise men put on their 
cloaks \ 

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; 

When the sun sets, who doth not look for night ? 

Untimely storms make men expect a dearth. 

All may be well; but, if God sort it so, 

’Tis more than we deserve, or I expect. 

Sec. Cit . Truly, the heails of men are full of fear ; 

You cannot reason almost with a man 
That looks not heavily and full of dread. 

Third Cit . Before the days of change, still is it so : 

J By a divine instinct men’s minds mistrust 
Ensuing danger; as, by proof, we sec 
The water swell before a boisterous storm. 

But leave it all to Gocl.—-Whither away ? 

Sec. Cit . Marry, we were sent for to the justices. 

Third Cit. And so was I; I’ll bear you company. [Exeunt. 


Scenj> IV. The same. A. room hi the 'palace* 

Tmter the Archbishop of Yoiut, the young Dnlto of Yokk, Queen 
EliUiUieth, and the Duchess of Yoiuc. 

Arch- Last night, 1 hear, they Lay at Northampton ; 

At Stony-Stratford will they be to-night; 
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To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Duck* I long* with all my heart to see the prince ; 

I hope he is much grown since last I saw him. 

Q. Eliz. But I hear, no; they say my son of York 
Has almost overta'en him in Ins growth. 

York* Ay, mother; but I would not have it so. 

Duch. Why, my young cousin ? it is good to grow. 

York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at supper, 

My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 
More than my hrotliei: “ Ay,” quoth my uncle Gloster, 
t( Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace 
And since, nietliinks, J would not grow so fast, 

Because sweet flowers are slow, and weeds make haste. 

Duclu Good faith, good faith, the saying dul not hold 
In him that did object the same to thec * 

He was the wrelchctVst thing when he was young, 

So long a-growing and so leisurely, 

That, if his rule were true, he should be gracious. 

Arch.{^) And so, no doubt he is, my gracious madam. 
Duch. I hope lie is; but yet let mothers doubt, 

York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember’d, 

I coulcl liave given my uncle’s grace a flout. 

To touch his growth nearer than he touch’d mine. 

Duch . How, any young York ? I prithee, let me hear it. 
Yo) h. Many, they say my uncle grew so fast 
That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old: 

*Twaa full two years ere I could get a tootiu 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jest. 

Ditch. I prithee, pretty York, who told thee tins? 

York. Grandam, his nurse. 

Duch. His muse ! why, she was dead ere thou wast horn. 
York. If ’tweve not she, I cannot tell who told me. 

Q. JSHz. A parlous boy:—go to, you are too shrewd. 
Arch.( M] ) Good madam, be not angry with the child. 

Q. Ehz. Pitchers have ears. 

Arch. Here comes a messenger. 

Enter a Messenger. 

What nows ? 
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Mess. Snch news, my lord, as grieves me to report, 

Q. Elia. How doth the prince ? 

jifess. Well, madam, and in health. 

Buck. What is thy news ? 

Mess. Lord Rivers and Lord Grey are sent to pomfret, 
With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners. 

Buck* Who hath committed them ? 

Mess. The mighty dulces 

Gloster and Buckingham. 

Q. 7?/?s.( 51 ) For what offence ? 

Mess. The sum of all I can, I have disclos’d; 

Why or for what the nobles were committed 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q. Elh. Ay me, I see the ruin of my house! 

The tiger now hath seiz'd the gentle hind ; 

Insulting tyranny begins to jet 
Upon the innocent and awlcss throne;—■ 

Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre t 
I see, as in a map, the end of all. 

Bucli. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days, 

How many of you have mine eyes beheld! 

My husband lost his life to get the crown ; 

And often up and down my sons were toss’cl, 

For me to joy, and weep, their gain aud loss: 

And being seated, and domestic broils 
Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors, 

Hake war upon themselves ^ brother to brother, 

Blood to blood, self against self:—O, preposterous 
And frantic outrage, cud thy damned spleen ; 

Or let me die, to look on death no more! 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, my boy j we will to sanctuary.— 
Madam, farewell. 

Buck. Stay, I will go with you, 

Q. Eli#. You have no cause. 

Jbeli. My gracious lady, go j 

[To the Queen. 

And thither bear your treasure and your goods, 

For my part, I'll resign unto your grace 
The seal I keep : and 00 betide to mo 
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As 'well I tender you and all of yours \ 

Come, I’ll conduct you to the sanctuary. [Exeunt, 


ACT III. 

Scene I, London . vl street, 

The trumpets sound. Enter the Prince of Waxes, Gxoster, Buck¬ 
ingham:, Gatesly, Cardinal Bouucitim, and others. 

Buck, Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to your cham¬ 
ber. 

Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts’ sovereign; 

Tlic weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prince. No, uncle; but our crosses on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy: 

I want more uncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years 
Hath not yet div’d into the world’s deceit: 

No more can you distinguish of a man 

Than of his outward show; which, God lie knows, 

Seldom or never jumpetli with the heart. 

Those uncles which you want were dangerous ; 

Your grace attended to their sugar’d words. 

But look’d not on the poison of their hearts : 

God keep you from them, and from such false friends I 

Piince. God keep me from false friends! but they were 
none. 

Glo, My lord, the mayor of London comes to greet you. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, and his train. 

May, God bless your grace with health and happy days! 
Prince. I thank you, good my lord;—and thank you all. 

[Exeunt Mayoi , $c. 

I thought my mother, and my brother York, 

Would long ere this have met us on the way: 

Lie, what a slug is Hastings, that he comes not 
To tell us whether they will come or no 1 

Buck, And, in good time, here comes the sweating lord. 
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Enter Hastings, 

Prince. Welcome, my lord : what, will our mother come ? 
Hast. Oti what occasion, God he knows, not I, 

The queen your mother, and year hr other York, 

Have taken sanctuary : the tender prince 
Would lain have come with me to meet your grace, 

But By Bis mother was perforce withheld. 

Buck . Fie, what an iudiiect and peevish course 
Is tliis of iters1—Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Persuade the queen to send tho Duke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently ? 

If she deny,—Lord Hastings, go with him, 

And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 

Card. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory 
Can from his mother win the Duke of York, 

Anon expect him liore \ But if she Be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, Gorl in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy privilege 
Of blessed sanctuary ! not for all this land 
Would I Be guilty of so great a sin. 

Buck. You aie too sensei ess-obstinate, my lord, 

Too ceremonious and traditional j 

Weigh it But with the gtossness of this ago,(^) 

You Break not sanctuary in seizing him. 

Tho Benefit thereof is always granted 

To those whose dealings have deserv’d the place, 

And those who have the wit to claim the place: 

This prince hath neither claim’d it nor deseiv’d iL; 

And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it: 

Then* talcing him from hence that is not there. 

You break no privilege nor charter there. 

Oft have I heard of sanctuary-men ; 

But sanctuary-children ne'er till now. 

Card. My lord, you shall oVr-rulc my mind for onec.— 
Come on, Lord Hastings, will you go with mo ? 

Hast , I go, my lord. 

Prince, Good lords, make all the speedy haste you may. 

[Exeunt Cardinal and Hastings. 
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Say, imcle Glostcr, if our brother come, 

Where shall we sojourn till our coronation ? 

Glo . Where it seemsp) best unto your royal self. 

If I may counsel you, some (lay or two 
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower: 

Then where you please, and shall he thought most fit 
For your best health and recreation. 

Prince . I do not like the Tower, of any place.— 

Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lord ? 

Puck. He did, my gracious lord, begin that place; 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 

Prince. Is it upon record, or else reported 
(Successively from age to age, lie built it ? 

Puck. Upon record, my gracious lord. 

Prince. But say, my lord, it were not register’d, 

MethinlvS the truth should live from age to age, 

As 'twere retail'd to all posterity, 
liven to the general all-ending day. 

Glo . So wise so young, they say, do never live long. 

[Aside , 

Prince . What say you, uncle ? 

Glo. I say, without characters, fame lives long.— 

Thus, like the formal vice, Iniquity, f Aside 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prince . That Julius Cfcsar was a famous man ; 

With what his valour did enrich his wit. 

Ills wit set down to make his valour live: 

Death makes no conquest of this conqueror ; 

For now he lives in fame, though not in life.— 

I’ll tell you what, iny cousin Buckingham,— 

Puck . What, my giacious lord? 

Prince . An if I live until I he a man, 

I’ll win our ancient light in Franco again, 

Or die a soldier, as I liv’d a king. 

Glo . Short summers lightly have a forward spring. 

[Aside* 

Puck. Now, in good time, here comes the Duke of York. 
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Enter Yonrc, Hastings, md the Cardinal. 

Prince. Richard of York 1 how fares our loving brother ? 
York. Well, jny dread lord; so must I call you uonv, 
Prince. Ay, brother,—to our grief, ns it is yours : 

Too late he died that might have kept that title, 

Which by liis death hath lost much majesty. 

Glo. How fares our cousin, noble Lord of York? 

York, I thank you, gentle uncle, O, my lord. 

You said that idle weeds are fast in growth: 

The prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 

Glo. He hath, my lord. 

York. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. 0, my fair cousin, I must not say so, 

York. Then is lie more beholding to you than 1. 

Glo. He may command me as my sovereign ; 

But you have power in me as in a kinsman. 

York. I pray you, unde, give me tins dagger. 

Glo . My dagger, little cousin ? with all my heart. 

Prince. A beggar, brother ? 

York. Of my land uucle, that I know will give; 

Anil being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 

Glo. A greater gift than that I'll give my cousin. 

York. A greater gift! O, that’s the sword to it. 

Glo , Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough. 

Yoi/c. O, then, I see, you will part but with light gifts; 
In weightier things youTi say a beggar uay. 

Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear. 

York. I weigh it lightly, wore il heavier. 

Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little lord ? 
York. I would, that I might thank you as you call me. 
Glo . How? 

York. Little. 

Prince. My Lord of York will still be cross in talk— 
Uncle, your grace knows liow to bear with lum. 

York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with mo:— 
Uncle, my brother mocks hotli you and me ; 

Because that lam little, like an ape, 

He thinks that you should bear me on your shoulders. 

Buck. With what a sharp-provided wit he reasons ! 
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To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle, 
lie prettily and aptly taunts himself: 

So cunning and so young is wonderful. 

Glo, My lord, will't please you pass along ? 

Myself and my good cousin Buckingham 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

TorJc . What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord? 
Prince . My lord protector needs will have it so. 

York. I shall not sleep in quieL at the Tower. 

Glo . Why, what should you fear ? 

York, Marry, my uncle Clarence’ angry ghost: 

My grandam told me he was murder'd there. 

Prince . I fear no uncles dead. 

Glo . Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince . An if they live, I hope I need not fear. 

But come, my lord; and with a heavy heart, 

Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[Senet. Exeunt Prince , Yorfc } Hastings, Cardinal, 
and Attendants. 

Puck . Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not incensed by his subtle mother 
To taunt and scorn you thus opprobl’iously ? 

Glo . No doubt, no doubt: 0, his a parlous boy; 

Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable: 

He is all the mother’s, from the top to toe. 

Buck* Well, let them rest.—Come hither, Catesby, 

Thou art sworn as deeply to effect wliat wo intend 
As closely to conceal what we impart: 

Thou know'st our reasons urg’d upon the way ;— 

Wliat think'st thou ? is it not an easy matter 
To make William Lord Hastings of our mind, 

Lor the instalment of tins noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle ? 

Cate , He for his father’s sake so loves tlie prince. 

That lie will not be won to aught against him. 

Puck . What think’st thou, then, of Stanley ? will not he? 
Cate . He will do all in all as Hastings doth. 

Puck . Well, then, no more but this; go, gentle Catesby, 
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And, ns it were far off* sound thou Lord Hastings, 

How lie doth stand affected to our purpose ; 

And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 

To sit about the coronation. 

If thou dost find him tractable to us, 

Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons : 

If lie be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 

13e thou so too ; and so break off fcho talk, 

And give us notice of his inclination: 

For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 

Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ'd. 

(rlo , Commend me to Lord William : tell him, Catesby, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle; 

And bid my lord, for joy of this good nows. 

Give Mistress Shove one gentle kiss the more. 

Buck* Good Catesby, go, effect this bushiest* soundly. 
Cute . My good lords both, with all the heed I can. 

Glo , Shall we hear from you, Catashy, ero we sloop ? 
Cate. You shall, my lord. 

Glo . At Crosby-place, there shall you find us both. 

[Exit Cate shy. 

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if wo perceive 
Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots ? 

Glo. Chop off his head, man;—somewhat we will do;— 
And, look, when T am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereloid, and all the movables 
Whereof the king my brother was possess'd. 

Buck, rll claim that promise at your grace's hand. 

Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindness, 

Como, let us sup betimes, that afterwards 

We may digest our complots in some form, [Exeunt. 


Scene JL Before Lord Hastings' house . 
Enter a Messenger, 

Mess. My lord ! my lord!— 

Hast, [within] Who knocks ? 


[Knocking % 
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Mess. One from the Lord Stanley* 

Hast, [loitkin] What is’t o’clock ? 

Mess . Upon the stroke of four* 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Cannot my Lord Stanley sleep these tedious nights ? 
Mess, So it appears by that I have to say. 

First, he commends him to your noble self. 

Hast, What then ? 

Mess. Then certifies your lordship, that this night 
Pie dreamt the boar had rased off his helm : 

Besides, lie says there are two councils held; 

And that may be determin’d at the one 

Which may make you and him to rue at the other* 

Therefore lie sends to know your lordship’s pleasure,— 

If you will presently take horse with him, 

And with all speed post with him toward the north, 

To slum the danger that liis soul divines. 

Hast . Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord; 

Bid him not fear the separated councils : 

His honour and myself are at the one. 

And at tho other is my good friend Cfttosby; 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us 
Whereof I shall not have intelligence. 

Tell him his fears are shallow, without instance : 

And for his dreams, I wonder he’s so simple 
j To trust tlie mockery of unquiet slumbers; 

| To fly the boar before the boar pursues, 

' Were to incense the boar to follow us, 

And make pursuit where lie did mean no chase. 

Go, bid thy master rise and come to me; 

And wo will both together to the Tower, 

Where, he shall sec, the boar will use us kindly. 

Mess . I’ll go, my lord, and tell him what you say* [Exit. 

Enter Catjssby. 

Cate. Many good morrows to my noble lord ! 

1last. Good morrow, Catesby j you are early stirring: 
What news, what news, in this our tottering state ? 

VOL. IV. 
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Cate . It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord ; 

And I believe will never stand upright 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 

Hast . How! wear the garland! dost thou mean the 
down ? 

Cate. Ay, my good lord. 

Hast. I'll have this crown of mine out from my shoulders 
Before I’ll see the crown so foul misplac'd. 

But canst thou guess that lie doth aim at it? 

Cate . Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his party for the gain thereof: 

And thereupon he sends you this good nows,— 

That this same very day your enemies, 

The kindled of the queen, must die at PomfreL 
Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, 

Because they have been still iny adversaries ; 

But, that I’ll give my voice on Richard’s side, 

To bar my master's heirs in true descent, 

God knows I will not do it to the death. 

Cate , God keep your lordship in that gracious mind! 
Hast. But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month hence,—* 
That they which brought me in my master’s hate, 

I live to look upon their tragedy. 

Well, Catesby, ere a foifcniglit make me older, 

I'll send some packing that yet think not on 'L 
Cale. 'Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord, 

When men arc uuprepar'd* and look not for iL 

Hast. 0 monstrous, monstrous! and so falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: and so ’twill do 
With some men else, that think themselves as safe 
As thou and I; who, as thou know'st, are dear 
To princely Richard and to Buckingham. 

Cate . The princes both make high account of you,—■ 

For they account his head upon the bridge. [ Aside. 

Hast. I know they do; and I have well deserv’d it. 

Enter Stanley. 

Come on, come on; where is your boar-spear, man ? 

Pear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 
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Stan. My lord, good morrow;—good morrow, Catesby;— 
You may jest on, but, by the holy rood, 

I do not like these several councils, I. 

Hast. My lord, I hold my life as dear as you do yours ;( st ) 
And never in my days, I do^ protest. 

Was it so precious to inc as *fcis now : 

Think you, but that I know our state secure, 

I would be so triumphant as I am ? 

Sian. The lords at Pom fret, when they rode from London, 
Were jocund, and supposki their states were sine,— 

And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust; 

But yet, you see, how soon the day o'ercast. 

This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt: 

Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward t 
What, shall we toward the Tower ? the day is spent. 

Hast. Come, come, have with you.—Wot yon what, my 
lord? 

To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded, 

Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear tlieir 
heads 

Than some that have accus'd them wear their hats.— 

But come, my lord, let’s away, 

Enter a. Pursuivant. 

Hast. Go on before ; I'll talk with this good fellow. 

[Exeunt Stan> and Cate shy. 
Iiow now, sirrah! how goes the world with thee ? 

Purs . The Letter that your lordship please to ask. 

Hast. I toll thee, man, J tis better with me now 
Than when thou mett’st me last where now we meet: 

Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 

By the suggestion of the queen’s allies; 

But now, I tell thee (keep it to thyself), 

This day those enemies are put to death, 

And I in better state than e’er I was. 

Purs, God hold it, to your honour's good content l 
Hast. Gramercy, fellow: there, drink that for me, 

[.Throwing him Ms purse. 

[Exit. 


Purs. I thank your honour. 



35G 


king moiiAiro in. 


[act m, 


Enter a Priest. 

Pr. Well met, iny lord; I Am glad to see your honour. 
Hast. I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my heath 
I am in your debt for your last exercise; 

Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you.( 25 ) 

Enter 'BuciaxaHAir. 

Puck. What, talking with a priest, lord chamberlain ! 
Your friends at Pomfrct, they do need the priest; 

Your honour hath no sluiving-work in hand. 

Hast. Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 

The men you talk of eamo into my mind.— 

What, go you toward the Tower? 

Buck. I do, my lord; but long I cannot stay there ; 

I shall return before your lordship thence. 

Hast. Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner there. 

Buck. And supper too, although thou know'st it not. 

[Aside. 

Come, will you go ? 

Hast. I'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt. 


Scene HI, Pom/ret. Before the Castle. 

Enter Batglifp, mith a guard) conducting Pmms, Chmv, and 
Vaughan to execution• 

Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this,— 
To-day shalt thou behold a subject die 
Tor truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Greg. God bless the prince from all the pack of you ! 
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

Vaugk . You live that shall cry woe for this hereafter. 

Hat. Dispatch; the limit of your lives is ouh 
( Riv. 0 Pomfret, Pom fret l O thou bloody prison, 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers I 
Within the guilty closure of Lhy walls 
Richard the second here was hack'd to death ; 
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And, for more slander to thy dismal seat, 

"We give tliee up our guiltless blood to drink. 

Grey. Now Margaret's curse is fall'll upon our heads, 
When she exclaim’d on Hastings, you, and I, 

For standing by when Richard stabb’d her son. 

Riv. Then curs'd she Richard, then curs’d she Bucking¬ 
ham, 

Then curs’d she Hastings:—0, remember, God, 

To hear her prayer for them, as now for us! 

And for my sister and her princely sons, 

Be satisfied, dear God, with our true blood, 

Which, as thou luiow’st, unjustly must he spilt. 

Rat. Make haste ; the hour of death is expiate.( 26 ) 

Riv . Come, Grey,—come, Vaughan,—let us here em¬ 
brace : 

Farewell, until we meet again m heaven, [Exeunt* 


Scene IV, London . A room in the Tower. 

Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, the Bishop of Ely, .Ratcliff, 
Lovel, awl others ) sitting at a table; Officers of the Council 
attending. 

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why we are met 
Is, to determine of the coronation, 

In God’s name, speak,—when is the royal day ? 

Suck , Are all things ready for that royal time ? 

Stan . The}' are; and wants but nomination. 

Ely. To-morrow, then, I judge a happy day. 

Suck. Who knows the lord protector’s mind herein ? 

Who is most inward with the noble dulce ? 

Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest know his 
mind. 

Buck* We know each other’s faces; for our hearts, 

He knows no more of mine than I of yours; 

Nor I of liis, my lord, than you of mine.— 

Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 

Hast. I thank his grace, I know he loves me well } 

But, for his purpose in the coronation, 
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I have not sounded him, nor he deliver’d 
His gracious pleasure any way therein: 

But you, my honourable lords, may name the time; 

And in the duke's behalf I’ll give my voice, 

Which, I presume, he’ll take in gentle part. 

lily. In happy time, here comes the duke himself. 

3'nlcr GiiOSTMt. 

Glo. My noble lords and cousins all, good morrow. 

I have been long a sleeper; but, I trust, 

My absence doth neglect no great design, 

Which by my presence might have been concluded. 

Buck . Had you not come upon your cue, my lord, 
William Lord Hastings had pronounc’d your part,— 

I mean, your voice,—-for crowning of the king. 

Glo . Than my Lord Hastings no man might be bolder ; 
His lordship knows me well, and loves me well.— 

My Lord of Ely, when I was last in Holborn, 

I saw good strawberries in your garden there : 

I do beseech you send for some of them. 

Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. 

[Exit. 

Glo . Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you. 

[Takes him aside. 

Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business, 

And finds the testy gentleman so hot, 

That he will lose his head ere give consent 
His masters child, as worshipfully he terms it, 

Shall lose the royalty of England’s throne. 

Buck , Withdraw yourself awhile; I’ll go with yon. 

[Exeunt Qloslcr and Buckingham* 
Sian , We have not yet set down this day of triumph. 
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden ; 

For I myself am not so well provided 
As else I would he, were the day prolong’d. 

Re-cntei' Bishop of Ely. 

Ely. Where is my lord tho Duke of Q las ter? 

I have sent for these strawberries. 
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Hast . His grace looks cheerfully and smooth this morn- 
ing; 

There's some conceit or other likes him well, 

When that he bids good morrow with such spirit. 

I think there's never a man in Christendom 
Can lesser hide his love or hate than he; 

For by his face straight shall you know his heart. 

Stan* What of his heart perceive you in his face 
13y any livelihood^ 7 ) he show’d to-dny ? 

Hast . Marry, that with no man here lie is offended ; 

For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

Re-enter Gloster mid BucKiNGHAAr. 

Glo , I pray you all, tell me what they deserve 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft, and that havo prevail'd 
Upon my body with their hellish charms ? 

Hast* The tender love I bear your grace, my lord, 

Makes me most forward in this princely presence 
To doom the offenders: whosoe’er they he, 

I say, my lord, they have deserved death. 

Glo . Then be your eyes the witness of their evil; 

Look how I am bewitch’d j behold mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, wither’d up : 

And this is Edward's wife, that monstrous witch, 

Consorted with that harlot-strumpet Shore, 

That by llieir witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Hast . If they have done this deed, my noble lord,— 

Glo . If I thou protector of this damned strumpet, 

Talk'st thou to me of “ ifs?” Thou art a traitor:— 

Off with his head l—now, by Saint Paul I swear, 

I will not dine until I see the same.— 

Lovel and Ratcliff,^ 8 ) look that it be done;— 

The rest, that love me, rise and follow me. 

[Exeunt all, except Hastings, Lovel, and 
Ratcliff\ 

Hast. "Woe, woe for England 1 , not a whit for me * 
l For I, too fond, might have prevented this, 

[ Stanley did dream the boar did rase his helm ; 
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And I did scorn it, and disdain to fly: 

Three times to-day rny foot-cloth horse did stumble, 

And started, when he look’d upon the Tower, 

As loth to hear me to the slaughter-house, 

0, now I need the priest that spake to me: 

I now repent I told the pursuivant, 

As too triumphing, how mine enemies 
To-day at Pomftet bloodily were butcher’d, 

And I myself secure in grace and favour. 

O Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings’ wretched head! 

Mat . Come, come, dispatch; the duke would he at dinner : 
Make a short shrift; he longs to see your head. 

Hast. O momentary grace of mortal men, 

Which we more hunt for than the grace of God 1 
Who builds his hope in air of your good looks, 

Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast, 

Ileady, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of tbe deep. 

Lovt Come, come, dispatch, f tis bootless to exclaim. 

Hast . O bloody Richard!—miserable England! 

I prophesy the feariull’st time to thee 
That ever wretched age hath look’d upon.— 

Come, lead me to the block; bear him my head: 

They smile at jug who shortly shall be dead. [Exeunt. 


Scene V. The same. The Tower-walls. 

Enter Glgster and Buckingham, in rusty armowr , 'marvellous ill - 

favowed. 

Glo. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and change thy 
colour, 

Murder thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then again begin, and stop again, 

As if thou wert distraught and mad with terror ? 

Buck, Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian; 

Speak and look back, and pry on every side. 

Tremble and start at wagging of a straw, 
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Intending deep suspicion: ghastly looks 
1 Are at my service, like enforced smiles; 

And both are ready in their offices, 

At any time, to grace my stratagems, 

But what, is Catesby gone ? 

Glo . He is; and, see, he brings the mayor along. 

Enter the Lord Mayor and Catesby. 

Buck. Lord mayor,— 

Glo . Loolc to the drawbridge there 1 
Buck . Harkl a drum. 

Glo. Catesby, o’erlook the walls. 

Buck . Lord mayor, the reason we have sent,— 

Glo . Look back, defend thee,—here are enemies. 

Buck . Grod and our innocency defend and guard us! 
Glo . Be patient, they are friends,—Ratcliff and Lovcl 

Enter Lovel and Ratcliff, with Hastings’ head, 

Lov . Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Glo . So dear I lov’d the man, that I must weep. 

I took him foY the plainest harmless creature 
That breath’d upon the earth a Christian; 

Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 
The history of all her secret thoughts : 

So smooth he daub’d bis vice with show of virtue, 

That, his apparent open guilt omitted,— 

I mean, his conversation with Shore’s wife,— 

He liv’d from all attainder of suspect. 

Buck. Well, well, lie was the covert’st shelter’d traitor 
That ever liv’d.—• 

Would you imagine, or almost believe 
(Were’t not that, by great preservation, 

We live to tell it you), the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted, in the council-house, 

To murder me and my good Lord of Gloster ? 

May* Had he done so? 

Glo. What, think you we are Turks or infidels? 

Or that we would, against the form of law, 
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Proceed thus rashly in the villain's death, 

But that the extreme peril of the ease. 

The peace of England and ouv persons' safety, 

Enfojc’d us to this execution? 

May . Now, foil 1 "befall you ! he deserv'd his death ; 

And your good graces both have well proceeded, 

To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 

I never look’d for better at his hands, 

After he once fell in with Mistress Shove. 

Buck. Yet had we not determin’d ho should die. 

Until yoiir lordship came to see his end j 
Which now the loving haste of these our friends, 

Something against our meaning, liave( 29 ) prevented: 

Because, my lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor speak, and timorously confess 
The manner and the purpose of his treasons; 

That you might well have signified the same 
Unto the citizens, who haply may 
Misconstrue( 30 ) us in him, and wail las death. 

May. But, my good lord, youv graced word shall serve. 
As well as I had seen, and heard him speak: 

Ancl do not doubt, right noble princes both, 

But I’ll acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings in this case, 

Glo , And to that end we wish’d your lordship hero, 

To avoid the censures of the carping world. 

Buck. But since you come too late of our intent, 

Yet witness what you hear we did intend: 

And so, my good lord mayor, we hid farewell. 

Lord Mayor. 

Glo . Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham. 

The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post!— 

There, at your meetest vantage of the time, 

Infer the bastardy of Edward’s children ; 

Toll them how Edward put to death a citizen, 

Only for saying lie would make his son 

Heir to the crown*, meaning, indeed, his house, 

Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so. 

Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 
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And bestial appetite in change of lust; 

Which stretchy uuto their servants, daughters, wives, 

Even where his raging( 3l ) eye or savage heart, 

Without control, listed to make a prey. 

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my person:— 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that insatiate Edward, noble York 
My princely father then had wars in France; 

And, by true computation of the time, 

Found that the issue was not liis begot; 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being notiiing like the noble duke my father : 

Yet touch this sparingly, as ’twere far oif; 

Because, my lord, you know my mother lives. 

Buclc . Doubt not, my lord, I’ll play the orator 
As if the golden fee for which I plead 
Were for myself; and so, my lord, adieu. 

Glo . If you thrive well, bring them to Baynaid’s Castle ; 
Where you shall find me well accompanied 
With reverend fathers and well-learned bishops. 

Buclc , I go ; and towards three or four o’clock 
Look for the news that the Guildhall affords. [Exit, 

Glo ♦ Go, Lovel, with all speed to Doctor Shaw,—* 

Go tliou O Calc.'] to Friar Penkcr;—bid them both 
Meet me within this hour at Bayimrd’s Castle. 

[Exeunt .Lovel and Catesly . 
Now will I in, to take some privy order, 

To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight; 

And to give notice, that no manner person 

Have any time recourse unto the princes. [Exit. 


Scene YL The same . A street. 

Enter a Scrivener. 

Scrw . Here is the indictment of the good Lord Hastings; 
Which in a set hand fairly is engross’d, 

That it may he to-day read o’er in Paul’s. 
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And mark how well the sequel hangs together 
Eleven hours I have spent to write it over. 

For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me $ 

The precedent was full as long a-doing; 

And yet within these five hours Hastings liv’d. 

Untainted, unoxaminkl, free, at liberty, 
i Here’s a good world the while! Who is so gross, 
j That cannot see this palpable device ? 
j Yet who so hold, hut says l\e sees it not? 

Bad is the world ; and all will come to naught, 

' When such ill dealing must be seen in thought, [Eaut* 


Scene VII. The same, Court of Baynard's Castle . 

Enter Glosteh and -Buckingham, meeting. 

Gin . How now, how now 1 what say the citizens ? 
Buck, Now, by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The citizens are mum, say not a ward. 

Glo . Touch'd you the bastardy of Edward’s children ? 
Buck . I did; witli his contract with Lady Lucy, 

And his contr&ct hy deputy in Franco ; 

The insatiate greediness of his desires, 

And his enforcement of the city wives; 

His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy,— 

As being got, your father then in France, 

And his resemblance, being not like the duke : 

Withal I did infer your lineaments,—> 

Being the right idea of your father, 

Beth in your form and nobleness of mind ; 

Laid open nil your victories in^S Gotland, 

Your discipline iu war, wisdom in peace, 

Your bounty, virtue, fair humility; 

Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpose 
UntouclVd, or slightly handled, in discourse ; 

And when my oratory drew toward end, 

I hid them that did love their country’s good 
C*y, u God save Richard, England’s royal king V* 

Glo . And did they so ? 
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J Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not a word; 

But, like dumb statuas( 32 ) or breathing stones, 

Starkl each on other, and look’d deadly pale. 

Which when I saw, I reprehended them \ 

And ask’d the mayor what meant this wilful silence : 

His answer was,—the people were not us’d 
To be spoke to but by the recorder. 

Then lie was urg’d to tell my tale again,— 

11 Thus saith the duke, thus hath the duke inf err’d; M 
But nothing spoke in warrant from himself. 

When he had done, some folio we vs of mine own. 

At lower end of the hall, hurl’d up their caps, 

And some ten voices cried, “God save King Richard!” 

And thus I took the vantage of those few,— 

“ Thanks, gentle citizens and friends,” quoth I; 
t( This general applause and cheerful shout 
Argues your wisdom and your love to Richard 
And even here brake off, and came away. 

Glo* What tougueless blocks were they! would they not 
speak ? 

Will not the mayor, then, and his brethren, come? 

Back. The mayor is here at hand. Intend some fear ; 

Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit: 

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand, 

And stand between two churchmen, good my lord ; 

For oil that ground I’ll make a holy descant: 

And be not easily won to our requests \ 

Play the maid’s part,—still answer nay, and take it. 

do. I go; and if you plead as well for them 
As I can say nay to thee for myself. 

No doubt we bring it to a happy issue. 

Buck . Go, go, up to the loads j the lord mayor knocks. 

[Exit Glosier. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizens- 
Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance here; 

I think the duke will not be spoke withal. 

Enter.,from the Castle, , Catesby. 

Now, Catesby,—what says your lord to my request ? 
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Cate . He doth entreat your grace, my noble lord, 

To visit liim to-morrow or next day: 

He is within, with two rigkt-r ever end fathers, 

Divinely bent to meditation; 

And in no worldly suit wouUl he be mov'd. 

To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Buck . Return, good Catcsby, to the gracious dulco} 

Tell him, myself, the mayor and aldermen, 

In deep designs, in matter of great moment, 

No less importing than our general good. 

Are come to have some conference with his grace. 

Cate, I'll signify so much unto him straight, [Rxil* 

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Edward! 

He is not lolling^) on a lewd day-bed, 

But on his knees at meditation ; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 

But meditating with two deep divines*, 

Not sleeping, to engross his idle body, 

But praying, to enrich his watchful soul; 

Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
Take on liis gmcc the sovereignty thereof: 

But, sure,( 31 ) I fear, we shall not win him to it. 

May . Marry, God defend bis grace should say us nay! 
Buck, X fear he will. Here Catcsby comes again. 

Bo-enter Cat res by. 

Now, Catesby, what says Ins grace ? 

Cato . He wondeis to what end you have assembled 
Such troops of citizens to come to him: 
ilia grace not being warn’d thereof before. 

He fears, my lord, you moan no good to him. 

Buck. Sorry I am my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him: 

By heaven, we come to him in perfect love • 

And so once more return and tell bis grace. \JSxtt Caivsby* 

"When holy and devout religious men 

Are at their beads, ’tis much to draw them thenco,— 

So sweet is zealous contemplation. 
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Enter Gloster, in a gallery above, between two Bishops. 
Oatesdy returns. 

May . Sec, where his grace stands ’tween two clergymen ! 
Buck . Two props of virtue for a Christian prince, 

To stay him from the fall of vanity : 

And, see, a hook of prayer in his hand,— 

True ornament( 35 ) to know a holy man.— 

Tam oils Plmitagenet, most gracious prince, 

Lend favourable ear to our requests; 

And pardon us the interruption 

Of thy devotion and right Christian zeal. 

Glo . My lord, there needs no such apology: 

I rather do beseech you pardon me. 

Who, earnest in the service of my God, 

Deferr’d the visitation of my friends. 

But, leaving this, what is your grace’s pleasure? 

Buck* Even that, I hope, which please th God above, 

And aiL good men of this tin govern’d isle. 

Glo . I do suspect I have done some offence 
That seems disgracious in the city’s eye; 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance, 

Buck* You have, my lord: would it might please your 
grace, 

On our entreaties, to amend your fault! 

Glo . Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian land ? 

Buck, Know, then, it is your fault that yon resign 
The supreme seat, the throne nmjcstical, 

The scepter’d office of your ancestors, 

Your state of fortune and your due of birth, 

The lineal glory of your royal house, 

To the corruption of a blemish’d stock : 

Whiles, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts 
(Which here wc waken to our country’s good,) 

This noble isle doth want her proper- limbs ; 

Her face defac’d with scars of infamy. 

Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants, 

And almost shoulder’d in the swallowing gulf 
Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion. 
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Which to recure, we heartily solicit 
Your gracious self to take on you the charge 
And lcingly government of this your land;— 

Not as protector, steward, substitute. 

Or lowly factor for another's gam; 

But as successively, from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth, your empery, your own. 

For this, consorted with the citizens - 
Your very worshipful and loving friends, 

And by their vehement instigation, 

In this just suit come I to move your grace, 

Glo . I cannot tell, if to depart in silence, 

Or bitterly to speak in your reproof, 

Best fitteth my degree or your condition: 

If, not to answer,—-you might haply think 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty. 

Which fondly you would here impose on me; 

If to reprove you for this suit of yours, 

So season'd with your faithful love to me, 

Then, on the other side, I check’d my friends. 
Therefore,—to speak, and to avoid the first, 

And then, m speaking, not to incur the lust,— 
Definitively thus I answer you. 

Your love deserves my thanks ; but my desert 
Unmeri table shuns your lngh request. 

Imt, if all obstacles were rat wvvay ) 

And that my path were even to the crown. 

As the ripe revenue and due of birtli; 

Yet so much is my poverty of spirit, 

So mighty and so many my defects. 

That I would rather hide me from my greatness,— 
Bciug a bark to broolc no mighty sea,*—- 
Than in my greatness covet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory smother'd. 

But, God be thank’d, there is no need of me 
(And much I need to help you, were there need); 
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, 

Which, mellow’d by the stealing hours of time, 
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Will well become the seat of majesty, 

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 

On him l lay that you would la}' on me,— 

The right and fortune of his happy stars ; 

Which God defend that I should wring from him! 

Muck. My lord, this argues conscience in your grace; 
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial, 

AU circumstances well considered. 

You say that Edward is your brother’s son * 

So say we too, but not by Edward’s wife; 

I r or first was lie contract to Lady Luc} 7 ,— 

Your mother lives a witness to his vow,— 

And afterward by substitute betroth’d 
To Bona, sister to the King of France. 

These both put off, a poor petitioner, 

A cave-craz'd mother to a many sons, 

A beauty-waning and distressed widow, 

Even in the afternoon of her best days. 

Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye, 

Seduc’d the pitch and height of his degree 
To base declension and loath’d bigamy: 

13y her, in his unlawful bed, he got 

This Edward, whom our manners call the prince. 

More bitterly could I expostulate, 

Save that, for reverence to some alive, 

I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 

Then, good my lord, take to your royal sell' 

This proffer'd benefit of dignity; 

If not to bless U3 and the land withal. 

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 
From the corruption of abusing time, 

Unto a lineal true-derived course. 

May . Do, good my lord; your citizens entreat you. 
Buck. Befuse not, mighty lord, this proffer’d love. 
Cate . 0, make them joyful, grant their lawful suit' 
Glo. Alas, why would you heap those cares on me ? 

I am unfit for state and majesty ;— 

Ido beseech you, take it not amiss; 

I cannot nor I will not yield to you. 
von. iv. n n 



ICIffG IilCHARD Itl. 


[act IIj. 


37 q 

Buck, If you refuse it,—as, in love and zeal, 

Loth to depose the child, your brothers sou; 

As well we know your tenderness of heart, 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse, 

Which we have noted in you to your kindred, 

And eg ally indeed to all estates,— 

Yet know, wher you accept our suit or no, 

Your brother's son shall never reign our king \ 

But we will plant some other in the throne, 

To the disgrace and downfall, of your house: 

And in this resolution here we leave you,— 

Come, citizens, wo will entreat no more. 

[j Exit Buckingham; the Mayor , Aldermen , and 
Citizens retiring. 

Cate . Call them again, sweet prince, accept their suit: 

If you deny them, all the land will rue it. 

Glo . Will you enforce me to a world of cares ? 

Call them again, [C 'atesbij goes to the Mayor, §c. f and then 
exit .] I am not made of stone,( a0 ) 

But penetrable to your kind entreaties, 

Albeit against my conscience and soul. 

fie-enter Buckingham and Catesby; the Mayor, i£c. coming forward. 
Cousin of Buckingham,—and sage, grave men,— 

Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

To bear her burden, wher I will or no, 

I must have patience to endure the load: 

But if black scandal or foul-fac’d reproach 
Attend the sequel of your imposition, 

Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof; 

For God lie knows, and you may partly sec, 

Plow far I am from the desire of this. 

May. God bless your grace ! we see it, and will say it. 
Glo . In saying so, you shall but say tlic truth. 

Buck , Then I salute you with this royal title,— 

Long live King Richard, England’s worthy king t 
All. Amen. 

Buck, To-morrow may it please you to be crown'd ? 
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Glo . Even when you please, for yon will have it so, 

Buck . To-morrow, then, we will attend your grace* 

And so, most joyfully, we take our leave. 

Glo . Come, let us to our holy work again.— 

[To the Bishops* 

farewell, my cousin ;—farewell, gentle friends. [Exeunt. 


ACT IY. 

Scene I. London . Before the Tower < 

Ruler, on one side , Queen Elizabeth, I)u chess of York, and Mar¬ 
quis of Dorset ; on the other, Anne Duchess of Glower, 
leading Lady Margaret Plantagenet, Clarence’s goung 
Daughter. 

Buck, Who meets us here ?—my niece Plnntogeiiet 
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Grloster ? 

, Now, for my life, she's wandeiing to the Tower, 

] On pure heart's love, to greet the tender princes.—( 3 ?) 

1 Daughter, well met. 

Anne . God give your graces both 

A happy and a joyful time of day ! 

Q, Eli#* As much to you, good sister ! Whither away ? 
Anne. No further than the Tower; and, as I guess. 

Upon the like devotion as yourselves. 

To gratulale the gentle princes there. 

Q f Eli?. Kind sister, thanks: we’ll enter all together:— 
And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. 

Enter Brakenbuiiy. 

Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 

How doth the prince, and my young son of York? 

Bvak, Right well, dear madam. By your patience, 

I may not suffer you to visit them; 

The king hath strictly charg’d the contrary. 

Q. Eli%* The king! who’s that ? 

Built* I mean the lord protector, 

Q. Bliss. The Lord protect him from that kingly title! 
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Hath he set bounds between their love and me ? 

I am their mother; who shall bar me from them? 

JDuc/t. 1 am their fathers mother; I will sec them. 

Anne . Their aunt I am m law, in love their mother: 

Then bring me to their sights j 1*11 bear thy blame, 

And take thy office from thee, on my peril. 

Brah. No, madam* no,—I may not leave it so: 

I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me, \_ExiL 

Enter &TAXLKY. 

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour hence. 

And I’ll salute your grace of York as mother, 

And reverend looker-on, of two fair queens.— 

Come, madam, you must straight to Westminster, 

[To the Duchess of Gloster. 
There to be crowned Richard’s royal queen. 

Q,. Eliz, Ah, cut my lace asunder, 

That my pent heart may have some scope to heat, 

Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news ! 

Anne. Despiteful tidings 1 O unpleasing news 1 
Dor. Be of good cheer : mother, how fares your grace ? 
Q, JSliz, O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee gone ! 
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels; 

Thy mother's name is ominous to children. 

If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas. 

And live with Richmond, from the leach of hell: 

Go, liie thee, lue thee from this slaughter-house, 

Lest thou increase the number of the dead ; 

And make me die the thrall of Margaret’s curse,— 

Nor mother, wife, nor England’s counted quemu 

Stan, Full of wise cave is this your counsel, madam.— 
Take all the swift advantage of the hours; 

You shall have letters fiom me to my son 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : 

Be not ta’cn tardy by unwise delay. 

Buck, 0 ill-dispersing wind of misery!— 

O my accursed womb, the bed of death ! 

A cockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the world, 

Whose un avoided c ye is murderous. 
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Stan. Come, madam, come; I in nil lmste was sent. 

Anne. And I with all unwillingness will go.— 

0, would to God that the inclusive verge 
Of golden metal that must round my brow 
Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain ! 

Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; 

And die, ere men can say, God save the queen! 

Q. IlUz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory ; 

To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm, 

Anne . No, why ?—When he that is my husband now 
Came to me, as I follow’d Henry’s corse; 

When scarce the blood was well wash’d from his hands 
Which issu’d from my other angel husband. 

And that dead saint which then I weeping follow’d j 
O, when, I say, I look’d on Richard's face. 

This was my wish,—“ Be thou," quoth I, " accurs’d, 

For making me, so young, so old a widow! 

And, when thou wedd’st, let sorrow haunt thy bed; 

And be thy wife (if any be so mad) 

More miserable hy the life( 38 ) of thee 

Than thou hast made me by my dear lord’s death J” 

Lo, ore I can repeat this curse again, 

Within so small a time, my woman’s heart 
Grossly grew captive to Ins honey words, 

And prov’d the subject of mine own soul's curse,— 

Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from rest; 

I f or never yet one hour in his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep, 

But with his timorous dreams was still awak’d. 

Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick; 

And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 

Q. Mix* Poor heart, adieu! I pity thy complaining. 

Anne, No more than with my soul I mourn for yours. 

Q> iJ& 2 !,( 39 ) Farewell, thou woful wclcomer of glory I 
Anne, Adieu, poor soul, that tak’sl thy leave of it! 

DucJi. Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune guide 
. thee!— \T° ‘Dorset. 

Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee!— 

[To Anno. 
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Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess thee !— 

[:To Queen Elizabeth* 

I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me ! 

Eighty odd years of' sorrow have I seen, 

And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a week of teen. 

Q . JSUb, Stay yet, look hack with me unto the Tower.— 
Pity 3 you ancient stones, those tender babes. 

Whom envy hath immur’d within your walls ! 

Rough cradle for such little pretty ones I 
Rude ragged nurse, old sulloii playfellow 
Fox tender princes, use my babies well l 

So foolish sorrow bids( 40 ) your stones farewell, [Exeunt. 

SuEtfis 11. The same . A room of state in the palace* 

Send* Richard, as Icing } upon his throne ; Buckingham, 
Catebhy, a paye, and others, 

K, Hick* Stand all apart.—Cousin of Buckingham,— 
Buck* My gracious sovereign? 

if. Rich . Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy advice 
And thy assistance, is King Richard seated :— 

But shall we wear these glories for a day ? 

Or shall they last, and wc rejoice in them ? 

Ruck. Still live they, and for ever let them last! 

K r Rich, Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the touch, 

To try if thou be current gold indeed 

Young Edward lives;—think now what I would speak. 

Buc/c, Say on, my loving lord, 

K, Rich . Why, Buckingham, 1 say, I would bo king. 
Buck, Why, so you are, my thri co-renowncd liege. 

JC Rich, Ha! am I king? r tis so;—but Edward lives. 
Buck, True, noble prince, 

K, Rich . O hitter consequence, 

That Edward still should live,-—true, noble prince!— 
Cousin, thou wast not wont to be &o dull:— 

Shall I be plain?—I wish the bastards dead; 

And J would have it suddenly perform’d. 

What say’&t thou now ? speak suddenly, be brief. 

Buck, Your grace may clo your pleasure. 
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1C. Rich, Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness freezes: 
Say, have I thy consent that they shall die? 

Suck. Give me some little krefttli, some pause, dear lord, 
Before I positively speak in this: 

I will resolve yon herein presently, [Exit* 

Cate . The king is angry: see, he gnaws his lip, 

[ Aside to another . 

K. Mich. I will converse with iron-wit ted fools 

[Descends from his throne. 
And um’espeo.tAvc boys: none are for me 
That look into me with considerate eyes:— 

High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect,— 

Boy !— 

Mage. My lord ? 

IC. Rich . Itnow’st thou not any whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt unto a close exploit of death? 

Mage. I know a discontented gentleman, 

Whose humble means match not his haughty spirit: 

Gold were as good as twenty orators, 

And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing, 

K. Rich. What is his name ? 

Mage. Ilis name, my lord, is Tyrrcl. 

IC Rich. I partly know' the man; go, call him hither, 

boy, [Exit Mage. 

The deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels: 

Hath he so long held out with inc mi tir’d, 

And stops he now for breath ?—well, be it so, 

Enter y FAN LEY. 

How now, Lord Stanley! what’s the news ? 

Stan. Know, my loving lord, 

The Marcjuis Dorset, as I hear, is /led 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides, 

IC Rich. Come hither, Catesby:—rumour it abroad 
That Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick; 

I will take order for her keeping close: 

Inquire rue out some mean poor gentleman. 

Whom I will marry straight to Clarence’ daughter;— 
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The boy is foolish, and I fear not him/—- 
Look, how thou dream’s t!-—I say again, give out 
That Anno my queen is sick, and like to die: 

About it; for it stands me mack upon, 

To stop all hopes whose growth may damage me. 

\_KdcU Cale&by* 

1 must be married to my brother's daughter, 

Or else my kingdom stauds on brittle glass :— 

Murder her brotheis, and then marry her l 
Uncertain way of garni But I am in 
So far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin : 

Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye, 

lic-cnter lhtgu, with TyiOUSl. 

Is thy name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr* Janies Tyrrel, ancl your most obedient subject. 

AT. Rich. Art thou, indeed? 

Tyr* Prove me, my gracious lord. 

K . Rich. Dav’sl tliou resolve to kill a friend of mine ? 
Tyr . Please you. 

But I had rather kill two enemies. 

K. Rich . Why, then thou lias»t it: two deep enemies, 
Foes to niy rest, and my sweet sleep’s disturbers, 

Are they that I would have then deal upon:— 

Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower. 

Tyr . Let me have open means to come to them, 

Ancl so on I’ll rid you from the fear of them. 

K. Rich. Thou sing’st sweet music. Hark, come hither, 
Tyrrel: 

Go, by this token:—rise, and lend thine ear: [Whispers* 

There is no moio hut so :—say it is done, 

And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 

Tyr . 1 will chspaLch it straight. [Exit* 

R &enter Buckingham. 

Ruck, My lord, I have consider’d in my mind 
The late demand that you did sound me in. 

AT, Rich. "Well, lei that re^t. Dorset is llod to Richmond. 
Buck. I hear tho news, my lord. 

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife’s son:—well, look to it. 
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Buch . My lard, I claim the gift, my due by promise, 

For which your honour and your Faith is pawn'd; 

The earldom of Hereford, and the movables, 

Which you have promised I shall possess. 

K, Rich, Stanley, loot to your wife: if she convey 
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. 

Buch. What says your highness to my just request i 
IC Rich. I do remember me,—Henry the sixth 
Did prophesy that Richmond should be king. 

When Richmond was a little peevish boy, 

A king !—perhaps*— 

Buch, My lord,— 

K, Rich. How chance the prophet could not at that time 
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him? 

Buck. My lord, your promise for the earldom,— 

K. Rich . Richmond!—When last I was at Exeter, 

The mayor in courtesy allow'd me tlie castle, 

And call'd it Rouge-mon t: at which name 1 started, 

Because a bard of Ireland told me once, 

T should not live long after I saw Richmond. 

Buck, My lord,— 

IC Rich. Ay, what's o'clock? 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promis’d me. 

X, Rich. Well, hut what’s o’clock? 

Buch. Upon the stroke of ten. 

IC Rich. Well, let it strike. 

Buck. Why let it strike ? 

IC Rich . Because that, like a Jack, thou keep’st the 
stroke 

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 

I am not in the giving vein to-day* 

Buck. Wliy, then resolve me whether you will or no. 

K. Rich. Thou trouhlest me; I am not in the vein. 

[Exeunt King Richard and train. 
Buck. And is it thus ? repays he my deep service 
With such contempt? made I him king for this? 

0, let me think on Hastings, and be gone 

To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on! [Exit. 
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Scene III. Another room in the palace* 

Kilter Tybiiel, 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is clone,— 

The most arch deed of piteous massacre 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 

Dighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless butchery. 

Albeit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs, 

Melting with tenderness and mild compassion. 

Wept like two children in their death’s sad story. 

“ O, thus,” quoth Dighton, “lay the gentle babes,”— 
t( Thus, thus,” exuoth Forrest, “girdling one another 
Within their alabaster innocent arms: 

Their lips wore four red roses on a stalk, 

Which in their summer beauty kiss’d each other. 

A hook of prayers on their pillow lay ; 

Which once,” quoth Forrest, “almost chang’d my mind; 
But, 0, the devil/ 1 —there the villain stup’d; 

When Dighton thus told on,— 11 we smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature, 

That from the prime creation e’er she fram’d/ 1 
Hence both are gone with conscience nnd remorse 
They could 7iot sx^eak j and so 1 left them both. 

To bear this tidings to the bloody king 
And here he comes. 


Enter King Rich Aim. 

All health, my sovereign lord ! 

1C. Rich. Kind Tyrrel, am I happy in thy news ? 
Tyr. If to have done the tiling you gave in charge 
Beget your happiness, be hapx^y then, 

For it is done. 

AT. Rich. But didst thou see them dead? 

Tyr . I did, my lord. 

1C Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them j 
But where, to say the truth, I do not know. 

1C. Rich . Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after supper, 
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When thou slialt tell the process of their death. 

Meantime, hut think how I may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy desire. 

Farewell till then. 

Tyr. I humbly take my leave. [Exit* 

K, Rich . The son of Clarence have I pent up close $ 

His daughter meanly have I match’d in marriage; 

The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham’s "bosom, 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night. 

Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims 
At young Elizabeth, my brother’s daughter. 

And, by that knot* looks proudly on the crown, 

To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter IUtoliff. 

Rat . My lord,— 

K . Rich Good news or bad, that thou coin'st in so 
bluntly ? 

Rat . Bad news, my lord : Morton is fled to Richmond; 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welshmen, 

Is in the field, and still his power increasetli. 

AT. Rich Ely with Richmond troubles me more near 
Than Buckingham and his rash-levied strength. 

Come,'—I have 1 earn'd that l eqrf ul commenting 

Is leaden servitor to dull delay j 

Dchiy leads impotent and snail-pac’d beggary : 

Then fiery expedition be my wing, 

Jove’s Mercury, and herald for a king ! 

Go, muster men: my counsel is my shield ; 

We must be brief, when traitors brave the field. [Exeunt* 


Scene IV. Before the palace. 
Enter Queen Maegauet 

Q. Mar, So, now prosperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 

Here in these confines slily have I lurk'd, 

To watch the waning of mine enemies. 
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A dire induction am I witness to, 

And will to Franco; hoping the consequence 
Will prove ns bitter, black, and tragical.— 

Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret: who comes here ? 

[lie l ires. 

Ehticr Queen Elizabeth and the Duchess of Yohk. 

Q> Eliz* Ah, my poor princes! ah, my lender babes ! 

My unblown dowers, new-appearing sweets l 
If yet your gentle souls lly m the air. 

And be not fix’d in doom perpetual. 

Hover about me with your airy wings, 

And hear your mother's lamentation! 

<2, j\Iar, Hover about her j say, that right for right 
Hath dimmed your infant morn to aged night, 

JJuck . So many miseries have craz'd my voice, 

That my woe -wearied tongue is still aiul mute.— 

Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 

Q. Mar. Plantagenct doth quit Plantagenet, 

Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

Q. Elh, Wilt thou, O God, fly from such gentle lambs, 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 

When didst thou sleep, when such a deed was done ? 

Q. Mar, When holy Harry died, and my sweet sou. 

Duck . Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal living ghost, 
Woo's scene, world’s shame, grave’s duo by life usurp’d. 

Brief abstract and record of tedious days, 

Ilest thy i wires L on England's lawful earth, [Sitting down* 
Unlawfully made drunk with iuuoceut blood! 

Q. Elia, Ah, that thou wouldsl as soon afford a grave 
As thou canst yield a melancholy soat! 

Then would 1 hide my bones, not rest them here. 

Ah, who hath any cause to mourn but we ? 

[Sitting down by her . 

Q. Mar, If ancient sorrow be most reverent, 

Give mine the benefit of seniory, [Coming forward 

And let my griefs frown on the upper hand, 

If soriow can admit society, [Sitting down with them. 

Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine;— 

1 had an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him; 
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I had a Henry,( 41 ) till a Richard lull'd him : 

Thou lmdsL an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him ; 

Thou hadst a Richard, till a Ilichard kill’d him. 

Buck . 1 had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him ; 

1 had a Rutland too, thou liolp’st to kill him. 

<3. Mar , Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard kill'd 
him. 

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound that doth hunt us all to death: 

That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes. 

To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood; 

That foul defacer of Goths handiwork; 

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, 

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls,—( 4a ) 

Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves,— • 

O upright, just, and true-disposing God, 

How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother’s body. 

And makes her pew-fellow with others' moan ! 

Buck . O Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes ! 

God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 

Q> Mar. Bear with me ; I am hungry for revenge. 

And now I cloy me with beholding it. 

Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward; 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward; 

Young York lie is hut boot, because both they 
high p&'Sei'fiav uf uoy J 

Thy Clarence he is dead that stabb'd my Edward; 

And the beholders of this frantic play, 

The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 

Untimely smother’d in their dusky graves. 

Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer ; 

Only reserv'd their factor, to buy souls, 

And send them thither:—but at hand, at hand, 

Ensues his piteous and unpitied end : 

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray, 

To have Him suddenly convey’d from hence.— 

Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray, 

That I may live to say. The dog is dead 1 
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Q. Ulizt O, thou didst prophesy the time would come 
That I should wish for thee to help me curse 
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back’d toad! 

Q* Mar . I call’d thee then, vain flourish of my fortune; 
I call’d thee then, poor shadow, painted queen; 

The presentation of but what I was ; 

The flattering* index of a direful pageant; 

One heav’d a-lrigh, to be hurl’d down below; 

A mother only mock’d with two fair babes ; 

A dream of what thou wast; a garish flag, 

To be the aim of every dangerous shot; 

A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; 

A queen in jest, only to All the scene. 

Where is thy husband now ? where be thy brothers ? 

Where be thy two sons ? wherein dost thou joy ? 

Who sues, and kneels, and says, God save the queen ? 
Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee ? 

Where be the thronging troops that follow’d thee ? 

Decline all this, and see what now thou art; 

For happy wife, a most distressed widow; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name; 

For one being su'd to, one that humbly sues; 

For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care; 

For one( 4<i ) that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me; 

For one being fear’d of all, now fearing one ; 

For one commanding all, obey’d of none. 

Thus hath the course of justice wheel’d about,. 

And left thee but a very prey to time ; 

Having no mote but thought of what thou wast, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not 
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow ? 

Now thy proud neck bears half my burden’d yoke; 

From which even here I slip my wearied head, 

And leave the burden of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York's wife, and queen of sad mischance:—■ 

These English woes shall make me smile in France. 

Q. -EZte. 0 thou well-slulVd in curses, stay awhile, 

And teach me how to curse mine enemies t 
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Q. Mar* Forbear to sleep the night, and fast the day; 
Compare dead happiness with liviug woe; 

Think that thy babes were fairer than they were, 

And he that slew them fouler than he is: 

Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse: 

Revolving this will teach thee liow to curse. 

Q. Elfa. My words are dull; 0, quicken them with 
thine ! 

Q. Mar, Thy woes will make them sharp, and pierce like 
mine. [Exit 

Duch . Why should calamity be full of words ? 

Q. El fa. Windy attorneys to their client woes. 

Airy succeeders of intestate joys. 

Poor breathing orators of miseries! 

Let them have scope ■ though what they do impart 
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart. 

Duoh . If so, then he not tongue-tied: go with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words let's smother 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smother’d. 

[Drum within, 

I hear his drum:—be copious in exclaims. 

Enter King III guard and 1 m train } marching, 

K . Rich, Who intercepts me in my expedition? 

Duch . O, she tha t might have intercepted thee, 

By strangling thee in her accursed womb. 

From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done! 

Q. Eliz . Hid'st thou that forehead with a golden crown, 
Where should be branded, if that right were right, 

The slaughter of the prince that ow’d that crown, 

And the dire death of nay poor sons and brothers ? 

Tell me, thou villain-slave, wheie are my children ? 

Duch , Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother Cla¬ 
rence ? 

And little Ned Plautageuet, bis soil ? 

Q. Eliz* Wlieie is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Grey? 
Duch . Where is kind Hastings ? 

K . Rich. A flourish, trumpets! strike alarum, drums ! 
Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
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Rail on the Lord's anointed: strike, I say! 

\Jflou} ixh. Alarum a . 

Either he patient, and entreat me fair. 

Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Duch . Art thou my son ? 

K % Rich . Ay, I thank God, my father and yourself. 
Duch. Then patiently hear( 4rj ) my impatience. 

K> Rich . Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 

That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Duch. 0, let me speak I 

JC Rich . Do, then ; hut I’ll not hear. 

Duch. I will he mild and gentle in my words. 

I(. Rich. And brief, good mother; for I am in haste. 
Duch. Art thou so hasty ? I have stay’d for thee, 

God knows, in torment and in agony. 

Ii. Rich . And came I not at last to comfort you ? 

Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know'st it well. 

Thou cani’st on earth to make the earth my hell, 

A grievous burden was thy birth to me ; 

Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy; 

Thy school-days Rightful, desperate, wild, and furious; 

Thy prime of nranliood daring, hold, and venturous; 

Thy age confirm'd, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody, 

More mild, but yet more hamiful, kind in hatred; 

What comfortable hour canst thou name. 

That ever grac’d me in thy company ? 

K. Rich . Faith, none, hut Humphrey Hour, that call’d 
your grace 

To breakfast oxice forth of my company. 

If I he so disgracious in your eye, 

Let me march on, and not offend you, madam,— 

Strike up the drum. 

Duch . I prithee, hear me spoalc. 

K. Rich , You speak too bitterly. 

Duch . Hear me a word, 

For I shall never speak to thee again. 

JC Rich , So. 

] Duck. Either thou wilt die, by God’s just ordinance. 
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Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror; 
r Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish, 

And never look upon thy face again. 

Therefore take with tliee iny most heavy curse; 

Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear’st! 

My prayers on the adveise party tight ■, 

And there the little souls of Edward’s children 
! Whisper the spirits of thine enemies, 

And promise them success and victory. 

Eloody tliou art, bloody will be thy end; 

Shame serves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [Exit. 
i <3. Eliz t Though far more cause, yet much less spirit to 
curse 

Abides in me ; I say amen to her. [Going* 

K. Rich . Stay, madam; I must talk a word with you. 

Q. Eh%. I have no move sons of the royal blood 
For thee to slaughter: for my daughters, Richard,— 

They shall he praying nuns, not weeping queens; 

And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

K . Rich, You have a daughter call’d Elizabeth, 

Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious, 

(2. Eliz. And must she die for this ? 0, let her live, 

And I'll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty; 

Slander myself as false to Edward’s bed ; 

Throw over her the veil of infamy: 

So she may live unscarr’d of bleeding slaughter, 

1 I will confess she was not Edward’s daughter. 

K . Rich. Wrong not her birth, she is of royal blood. 

Q. Eliz. To save her life. I’ll say she is not so. 

K. Rich . Her life is safest only in her birth. 

Q. Eliz* And only in that safety died her brothers. 

K . Rich . Lo, at their births good stars were opposite. 

Q. Elk No, to their lives had friends were contrary. 

K, Rich . All unavoided is the doom of destiny, 

Q, Eliz* True, when avoided grace makes destiny ; ■* 

My babes were destin’d to a fairer death, 

If grace had bless’d thee with a fairer life. 

K . Rich. You speak as if that I had slain my cousins, 
von. iv. cc 
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Q, Ehz. Cousins, indeed; and by tlieir uncle cozen’d 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 

Whose hand soever lanc’d their tender hearts, 

Tliy head, all indirectly, gave direction r 
No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart, 

To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 

But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame, 

My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys 
Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes; 

And I, in such a desperate bay of death. 

Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft. 

Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 

1C Rich . Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise 
And dangerous success of bloody wars, 

As I intend more good to you and yours 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm’d! 

G. Eliz. What good is eoverkl with the face of heaven, 
To be discover'd, that can do me good? 

R . Rich. The advancement of your children, gentle lady, 
G. Eliz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose their heads ? 
1C Rich. No, to the dignity and height of honour, 

The high imperial type of this earth’s glory. 

Q. Eliz* Platter my sorrows with report of it; 

Tell me what state, what dignity, what honour, 

Canst tliou demise to any child of mine? 

IC Rich* Even all I have 5 ay, and myself and all, 

Will I withal endow a child of thine; 

So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 

Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs 

Which thou supposest I have done to thee. 

Q. Eliz. Be brief, lest that tlie process of thy kindness 
Last longer tolling than thy kindness’ date. 

Av Rick, Then know, that from my soul I loye thy 
daughter. 

Q. j Ehz. My daughter’s mother thinks it with her soul. 
1C Rich . What do you think ? 

Q» Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter from thy soul: 
So, from thy soul’s love, didst thou love her brothers; 
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And, from my heart’s love, I do thank thee for it. 

K . Hick, Be not so hasty to confound my meaning : 

I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter. 

And do intend to make her Queen of England. 

Q. Elisa, Well, then, who dost thou mean shall he her king? 
K. Rich. Even lie that makes her queen: who else should be ? 
Q. Eliz . What, thou ? 

1C Rich. I, even I: what think you of it, madam ? ( 4r> ) 

Q. Eliz. How canst thou woo her? 

K . Rich. That I would learn of you, 

As one being best acquainted with her humour. 

Q. j Bliss* And wilt thou learn of me ? 

1C Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 

Q. Eliz . Send to her, by the man that slew her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon engrave 
Edward and York; then haply will she weep : 

Therefore present to her,—as sometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, steep'd in Rutland's blood,— 

A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain 
The purple sap from her sweet brothers’ bodies,( 47 ) 

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal. 

If this inducement move her not to love, 

Send lier a letter of thy noble deeds; 

Tell her thou mad’st away her uncle Clarence, 

Her uncle Rivers; ay, and, for her sake, 

Mad’st quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

1C Rich. You mock me* madam this is not the way 
To win your daughter, 

Q. Eliz. There is no other way; 

Unless thou couldst put on some other shape, 

And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

K. Rich , Say that I did all this for love of her? 

Q. Eliz. Nay, then indeed she cannot choose but hate( 48 ) 
thee, 

Having bought love with such a bloody spoil. 

1C Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now amended: 
Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, 

Which after-hours give leisure to repent. 

If I did take the kingdom from your sons, 
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To make amends. I’ll give it to your daughter. 

If I have kill’d the issue of your womb. 

To quicken your increase, I will beget 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter : 

A gran dam’s name is little less in love 
Than is the doting title of a mother; 

They are as children but one step below, 

Even of your mettle, of your very blood ; 

Of all one pain,—save for a night of groans 
Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like sorrow. 
Your children were vexation to your youth; 

But mine shall he n comfort to your age. 

The loss you have is but a son being king, 

And by that loss your daughter is made queen. 

I cannot make you what amends I would. 
Therefore accept such kindness as I can. 

Dorset your son, that with a fearful soul 
Leads discontented steps in foreign soil, 

This fair alliance quickly shall call home 
To high promotions and great dignity ; 

The king, that calls your beauteous daughter wife, 
Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother; 

Again shall you be mother to a king, 

And all the ruins of distressful times 
Repair'd with double riches of content. 

Wlmt! we have many goodly days to see : 

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed 
Shall come again, transform'd to orient pearl, 
Advantaging their loan( J0 ) with interest 
Of ten-times-double gain of happiness. 

Go, then, my mother, to thy daughter go ; 

Make bold her bashful years with your experience; 
Prepare her ears tn hear a wooer's tale ; 

Put in her tender heart the aspiriug flame 
Of golden sovereignty; acquaint the princess 
With the sweet silent horns of marriage joys : 

And when this arm of mine hath chastised 
The petty rebel, dull-brainkl Buckingham, 

Bound with triumphant garlands will I come, 
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And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed; 

To whom I will retail my conquest won, 

And she shall be sole victress, Ciesar’s Caesar. 

Q . Eliz. What were I best to say ? her father’s brother 
Would be her lord? or shall I say, her uncle ? 

Or, he that slew her brothers and her uncles ? 

Under what title shall I woo for thee, 

That God, the law, my honour, and her love, 

Can make seem pleasing to her tender years ? 

A. Rich, Infer fair England's peace by this alliance. 

G. Eliz. Which she shall purchase with still-lasting war. 
A. Rich. Tell her, the king, that may command, entreats. 
G. Eliz. That at her hands which the king’s King forbids. 
A. Rich. Say, she shall be a high and mighty queen. 

<3. Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother cloth. 

A. Rich . Say, I will love her everlastingly. 

Q. Eliz. Hut how long shall that title ff ever” last? 

A. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life’s end. 

Q. Eliz. But how long fairly shall her sweet life last? 

A. Rich . As long as heaven and nature lengthens it, 

Q. Eliz. As long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

A. Rich. Say, I, her sovereign, am her subject low. 

G. Eliz . But she, your subject, loathes such sovereignty. 
A. Rich . Be eloquent in ray behalf to her. 

G. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best being plainly told, 

A", Rich. Then, plainly to her tell my loving tale. 

Q. Eliz . Plain and not honest is too harsh a style. 

A. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and too quick. 

Q. Eliz . O, no, my reasons are too deep and dead;— 

Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves. 

A. Rich . Harp not on that string, madam ; that is past, 

G. Eliz. Harp on it still shall I till heart-strings break. 
K. Rich. Now, by my George, my garter, and my crown,— 
Q, Eliz. Profan’d, dishonour’d, and the third usurp’d. 

A. Rick. I swear,-— 

Q. Eliz. By nothing; for this is no oath: 

Thy George, profan’d, hath lost his holy honour; 

Thy garter, blemish’d, pawn’d his knightly virtue; 

Thy crown, usurp’d, disgrac’d his kingly glory. 
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If something thou wouldst swear to he believ’d, 

Swear, then, by something that thou hast not wrong’d. 

1C Rich . Now, by the world,— 

Q , Ehz* ’Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

1C Rich . My father’s death,— 

Q, Eliz, Thy life hath that dishonour’d. 

1C Rich . Then, by myself,—■ 

Q t Elh. Thyself is self-misus'd. 

1C Rich . AVliy, then, by God,— 

Q. j Eliz. GocVs wrong is most of all. 

If thou hadst fear’d to break an oath by him, 

The unity the king thy biother made 

Had not been broken, nor my bi other slain :(**) 

If thou hadst fear’d to break an oatli by him, 

The imperial metal, circling now thy head, 

Had grac’d the tender temples of my child ; 

And both the princes had been breathing here, 

Which now, two tender bedfellows for dust. 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 

What canst thou swear by now ? 

K. Rich . The time to come. 

Q. Eli%< That thou hast wronged in the time o’erpast; 
For I myself have many tears to wasli 
Hereafter time, for time past wrong’d by thee. 

The childien live, whose parents thou hast slaughter’d, 
Ungovern’d youth, to wail it in tlieir age; 

The parents live, whose children thou hast butcher’d,. 

Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. 

Swear not by time to come; for that thou hast 
Misus’d ere us’d, by times ill-us’d o’erpast. 

/C Rich . As I intend to prosper, and repent! 

So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hostile arms! myself myself confound ! 

Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours ! 

Hay, yield me not thy light; nor, liighL, thy rest ! 

Be opposite all planets of good luck 

To my proceeding !—if, with pure heart’s love, 

Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter! 



BCCNE IV,] 


KINCr RICHARD III, 


391 


In her consists my happiness and tliine; 

Without her, follows to myself and thee, 

Herself, the land, and many a Christian soul, 

Death, desolation, ruin, and decay: 

J t cannot he avoided hut by this ; 

It will not be avoided but by this. 

Therefore, dear mother (I must call you so), 

Be the attorney of my love to her: 

Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 

Hot my deserts, but what I will deserve : 

Urge the necessity and state of times, 

And be not peevish found in great designs. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus? 

Km Hick. Ay, if the devil tempt you to do good. 

Q. j Eliz. Shall I forget myself to be myself? 

1C liich . Ay, if your seifs remembrance wrong yourself. 
Q. 7 Ilia. But tliou didst "kill my children. 

K . Rich . But in your daughter's womb I bury them : 
Where, in that nest of spicery, tlie} r shall breed 
Selves of themselves, to your recomforture. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I go win my daughter to tliy will? 

X. Rich . And he a happy mother by the deed. 

Q. Eliz . I go.—Write to me very shortly, 

And you shall understand from me her mind, 

1C Rich Bear her my true love’s lass; and so, farewell. 

[Kissing her. Exit Queen Elizabeth 
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing woman ! 

Enter Ratcliff i Catesbv following. 

How now! what news ? 

Rat * Most mighty sovereign, on the western coast 
Ilideth a puissant navy; to the shore 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 

Unarm'd, and unresolv'd to heat them back : 

'Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral j 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham to welcome them ashore, 

K . Rich Some light-foot friend j)Ost to the Duke of 
Norfolk 
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Ratcliff, thyself,—or Catesby *, where is he ? 

Cate . Here, my good lord. 

K, Rich . Catesby, fly to the dulcc* 

Cate . I will, my lord, with all convenient haste. 

K . Ratcliff,( &l ) come hither:—post to Salisbury: 

When thou cam’st thither,—Dull, unmindful villain, 

[2b Catesby. 

Why stay’st thou here, and go’st not to the duke ? 

Caie. First, mighty liege, tell me your highness* pleasure, 
Wliat from your grace I shall deliver to him. 

IC Rich . O, true, good Catesby;—bid him levy straight 
The greatest strength and power he can make, 

And meet me suddenly at Salisbury. 

Cate. I go. [Rocit, 

Rat . What, may it please you, shall I do at Salisbury ? 
1C Rich . Why, what wouldst thou do there before I go ? 
Rat . Your highness told me I should post before. 

Enter Stanley. 

K . Rich . My mind is chang’d.—Stanley, what news with 
you? 

Stan. None good, my liege, to idease you with die hear¬ 

ing; 

Nor none so bad, but well may be reported. 

1C Rich . Hoy day, a riddle [ neither good nor bad l 
What need'st thou run so many miles about, 

When thou mayst tell thy tale the nearest way ? 

Once more, what news ? 

Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 

1C Rich , There let him sink, and be the seas on him! 
White-liver’d runagate, what doth he there ? 

Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by guess. 

K . Rich . Well, as you guess ? 

Sian. Sthr’d up by Dorset, Buckingham, and Morton, 
lie makes for England, licvo, to claim the crown. 

JC Rich . Is the chair empty ? is the sword unsway’d? 

| Is the king dead? the empire unposscss’d? 

, What heir of York is there alive but we ? 

1 And who is England’s king but great York’s heir ? 
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Then, tell me) what makes he upon the seas? 

Stan, Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. ( r ^) 

IC Rich . Unless for that he comes to he your liege, 

You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes. 

Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Stan . No, mighty liege; therefore mistrust me not. 

IC. Rich . Where is thy powei, then, to beat him hack? 
Where he thy tenants and thy followers? 

Are they not now upon the western shore, 

Safe-conducting the rebels fiom their ships ? 

Stan, No, my good lord, my friends are in the north. 

AT. Rich . Cold friends to me : what do they ill the 
north, 

When they should serve their sovereign in tlie west ? 

Sian . They have not been commanded, mighty king : 
Please til your majesty to give me leave, 

I'll muster up my friends, and meet your grace 
Where and what time yonr majesty shall please. 

IC Rich . Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to join with 
Richmond : 

But I’ll not trust thee, 

Stan . Most mighty sovereign, 

You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful: 

I never was nor never will be false. 

IC Rich . Go, then, and muster men, Rut leave behind 
Your son, George Stanley * look your heart be firm, 

Or else his head's assurauce is but frail. 

Stan . So deal with him as I prove true to you. [Exit, 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, My gracious sovereign, now in Devonshire, 

As I by friends am well advertised, 

Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate 
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother, 

With many more confederates, are in arms, 

Enter a second Messenger. 

Sec. Mess. In Kent, my liege, the Guildfords are in 
arms; 
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And every hour more competitors 

Flock to the rebels, and their power grows strong, 

Enter a third Messenger. 

Third Mess . My lord* the army of great Buckingham— 
JC Rich . Out on ye, owls ! nothing hut songs of death ? 

[lie strikes him . 

There, take thou that, till thou bring better news. 

Third Mess. The news I have to tell your majesty 
Is, that by sudden floods and fall of waters, 

Buckingham's army is dispers’d and scatter’d; 

And lie himself wander’d away alone, 

No man knows whither, 

K . IUqK I cry thee mercy : 

There is my purse to cure that blow of thine. 

Hath any well-advised friend proclaim’d 
Tie ward to him that brings the traitor in ? 

Third Mess. S ucl\ proclamation hath been made, my lord. 

Enter a fourth Messenger. 

Fourth Mess . Sir Thomas Lovel and Lord Marquis 
Dorset, 

’Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 

But tliia good comfort bring I to your highness,— 

The Bretagne navy is dispers’d by tempest; 

Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks 
If they were his assistants, yea or no; 

Who answer'd him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party: he, mistrusting them, 

Hois’d sail, and made his course again for Bretagne. 

K. Rich . March on, march on, since we are up in arms; 
If not to fight with foreign enemies, 

Yot to beat down these rebels here at home. 

Reenter Oaths by. 

Cate . My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken,— 
That is the best news: that the Earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 

Is colder news, hut yet they must be told. 
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IC Rich . Away towards Salisbury ! while we reason here, 
A royal battle might be won and lost t— 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury; the rest march on with me. [Flourish, Exeunt . 


Scene V. A room in Lord Stanley’s house. 

Enter Stanley and Sir Curistopiieii Urswick. 

Stan. Six' Christopher, toil .Richmond this from me :— 
That, in the sty of the most deadly boar, 

My son George Stanley is frank’d uj) in hold: 

If I revolt, off goes young George’s head; 

The fear of that holds off my present aid. 

So, get thee gone : commend me to thy lord ; 

Witlial say that the queen hath heartily consented 
He should espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 

But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? 

Chits . At Pembroke, or at Ha’rford-west, in Wales. 
Stan. Wliat men of name resort to him ? 

Cht is. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier; 

Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley ; 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, 

And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew; 

And many other of great name and worth : 

And towards London do they bend their power, 

If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Stan. Well, hie tliee to thy lord; I kiss his hand : 

My letter will resolve him of my mind. 

Farewell. [ Exeun t . 


ACT V. 

Scene I. Salisbury* An open place* 

Enter the Sheriff, and Guard, toith Buckingham, led to execution. 

BucJc . Will not King Richard let me speak with him ? 
Slier. No, my good lord; therefore be patient. 
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Buck. Hastings, and Edward’s children* Grey, and Rivers, 
Holy King Henry, and thy fair son Edward, 

Vaughan, and all that have miscarried 
Ey underhand corrupted foul injustice,— 

If that your moody discontented souls 
Do through the clouds heliold this present hour. 

Even for revenge mock my destruction 1— 

This is All-Souls' day, fellows,( &3 ) is It not? 

Sher . It is, my lord* 

Buck. Why, then All-Souls’ day is my body’s doomsday. 
This is the day which, in King Edward’s time, 

I wish’d might fall on me, when I was found 
False to his children or his wife's allies; 

This is the day wherein 1 wish’d to fa11 
Ey the false faith of him whom most I trusted; 

This, this All-Souls’ day to my fearful soul 
Is the determin'd respite of my wrongs: 

That high All-scer which I dallied w r ith 
Hath turn’d my feigned prayer on my head, 

And given in earnest what I b egg’d in jesU 
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their masters’ bosoms: 

Thus Margaret’s curse falls heavy on my neck,— 

” When he,” quoth she, u shall split thy heart with sorrow. 
Remember Margaret was a prophetess.”— 

Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame; 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

[Exeunt* 


Scene II. Plain near Tamworklu 

Biller, loilh drum and colours , Richmond, Oxford, Sir James 
Blunt, Sir Walter Herbert, and others , loith forces, marching. 

Hichm, Fellows in arms, and my most loving friends, 
Bruis’d underneath the yoke of tyranny. 

Thus far into the bowels of tile land 
Have we march’d on without impediment; 

And here receive we from our father Stanley 
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Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, 

That spoiled your summer fields and fruitful vines, 

Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes bis trough 
In your embo well'd bosoms,—this foul swine 
Lies now even in the centre of this isle, 

Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn: 

From Tamworth thither is but one day’s march, 

In God’s name, elieerly on, courageous friends, 

To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Oxf, Every man’s conscience is a thousand swords, 

To fight against that bloody homicide. 

Herb . I doubt not but his friends will turn to us. 

Blunt . Ho hath no friends but what are friends for fear, 
'Which in his clearest need will 11 y from him. 

llichm . All foi our vantage. Then, in God’s name, march : 
True hope is swift, and flies with swallow’s wings \ 

Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. \_Exeunt . 


Scene III. Bosworth Field. 

Filter King Rich Aim and forces , the Buko of Norfolk, Earl of 
Surrey, and others. 

1C Rich . Here pitch our tents,( 51 ) even here in Bos worth - 
field.— 

My Lord of Surrey, why look you so sad? 

Sur* My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 

1C Rich . My Lord of Norfolk,— 

Nor- Here, most gracious liege. 

1C Rich . Norfolk, we must have knocks; ha! must we 
not? 

Nor- We must both give and take, my loving lord. 

1C Rich . Up with my tentl here will I lie to-night; 

\Soldiers begin to set uj) the King's tent. 
But where to-morrow ? Well, all’s one for that,— 

Who hath descried the number of the traitors? 

Nor . Six or seven thousand is their utmost power. 
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AT. Hick* Why, our battalia, trebles that account: 

Besides, the Icing’s name is a tower of strength, 

Which they upon the adverse faction want.— 

Up with the tent!—Come, noble gentlemen, 

Let us survey the vantage of die ground— 

Call for some men of sound direction :— 

Let’s lack no discipline, make no delay ; 

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeunt. 

Enter, on the other side of the field, Richmond, Sir William Bran¬ 
don, Oxfobd, and other Lords, Some of the Soldiers pitch 
Rioiihiond’s tent 

Jiichm* The weaiy sun hath made a golden set, 

And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 

Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow.— 

Sir William Brandon, you shall hear my standard.— 

Give me some ink and paper in my tent: 

I’ll draw the form and model of our battle, 

Limit each leader to his several charge. 

And part in just proportion our small power.— 

My Lord of Oxford,—you, Sir William Brandon,— 

And you. Sir Walter Herbert,—stay with me.— 

The Earl of Pembroke keeps Iris regiment:— 

Good Captain Blunt, bear my good-night to him, 

And by tire second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in my tent: 

Yet one thing more, good, captain, do for me,— 

Where is Lord Stanley quarter’d, do you know ? 

Blunt , Unless I have mista’eu liis colours much 
(Which well I am assur’d I have not done), 

His regiment lies half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Riclmu If without peril it be possible, 

Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak with him, 

And give him from me this most needful note. 

Blunt . Upon my life, my lord, I’ll undertake it; 

And so, God give you quiet rest to-night I 

Richm* Good night, good Captain Blunt.—Come, gentle¬ 
men, 
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Let us consult upon to-morrow’s business: 

In to my tent; the air is raw and cold. 

[They mthdrcm into the tent . 
Enter, to his tent , King Richard, Norfolk, Ratcliff, and 
Oatesby. 

K. Rich . What is’t o’clock ? 

Cate. It's supper-time, my lord ; 

It’s six o ’clock.( r>r >) 

K* Rich. I will not sup to-night.— 

Give me some ink and paper,— 

What, is my beaver easier than it was ? 

And all my armour laid into my tent? 

Cciie . It is, my liege; and all things are in readiness. 

K. Rich . Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge; 

Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels. 

Nor « I go, my lord, 

K. Rich , Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Norfolk. 
Nor. I warrant you, my lord, [Exit. 

K. Rich . Ratcliff,— 

Rat. My lord ? 

IC . Rich . Send out a pursuivant-at-arms 

To Stanley’s regiment; bid him bring his power 
Before sunrising, lest his son George fall 
Into tho "blind cave o£ eternal night.— 

Fill me a bowl of wine.—Give me a watch.— 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow.— 

Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy.— 

Ratcliff,— 

Rat , My lord ? 

K. Rich . Saw’st thou the melancholy Lord Northum¬ 
berland ? 

Rat, Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himself, 

Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop 
Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers. 

K . Rich . So, I am satisfied,—Give me a howl of wine: 

I have not that alacrity of spirit, 

Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. 

Set it down,—Is ink and paper ready ? 

Rat . It is, my lord. 
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JC Rich . Bid my guard watch } leave me. 

Ratcliff, about the mid of night come to my tent 
And help to arm mo. Leave mo, I say. 

[King Richard retires into his tent „ Exeunt 
Ratcliff and Catesby . 

Bioiimond's tent opens , and discovers him and his Officers, c5c. 
Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm! 

RicJm . All comfort that the dark night can afford 
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law ! 

Tell me, how fares our loving mother ? 

Stan . I, by attorney, bless thee from tliy mother, 

Who prays continually for Richmond's good : 

So much for that.—The silent hours steal on. 

And flaky darkness breaks within the east. 

In brief,—for so the season bids us be,— 

Prepare thy battle early in the morning, 

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody strokes and mortal-staring war, 

I, as I may (that which I would I cannot), 

With best advantage will deceive the tune, 

And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms : 

But on thy side I may not be too forward, 

Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender George, 

Be executed in his father's sight. 

Farewell: the leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love 
And ample interchange of sweet discourse, 

"Which so-long-sunder'd friends should dwell upon ■ 

God give us leisure for these rites of love ! 

Once more, adieu: be valiant, and speed well! 

RicJm . Good lords, conduct him to his regiment; 

I'll strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap, 

Lest leaden slumber peiae me down to-morrow, 

"When I should mount with wings of victory: 

Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 

[Exeunt Officers t §c. with Stanley. 
O Thou, whose captain I account myself, 
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I Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 
i Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, 
j That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries! 

Make us thy ministers of chastisement, 

That we may praise thee in thy victory I 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul, 

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes: 

Sleeping and waiting, O, defend me still \ [Sleeps. 

The Ghost of Prince Ed ward, son to HukrY the sixth, rises between 
the two Unis , 

Ghost* Let mo sit heavy on tliy soul to-morrow ! 

[To King Richard. 

Think, how thou stabb’dst me in my prime of youth 
At Tewksbury: despair, therefore, and die!— 

Be cheerful, Richmond; for tlie wronged souls 
Of butcher’d princes fight in thy behalf ' 

King Henry’s issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

The Ghost of King Henry the sixth rises. 

Ghost When I was mortal, my anointed body 

[To King Rich a id. 

By thee was punched full of deadly holes: 

Think on the Tower and me : despair, and die,— 

Ilarry the sixth bids thee despair and die I— 

Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror ! [To Richmond. 
Harry, that prophesied thou shouldst be king. 

Doth comfort thee in sleep : live, aiul flourish !( r, °) 

The Ghost of Clarence rises. 

Ghost . Let me sit heavy oil thy soul to-monow ! 

[To King Richard* 

I, that was wash’d to death with fulsome wine, 

Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death ! 

To-morrow in the battle think on me, 

And fall thy edgcless sword : despair, and die 1— 

Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster, [To Richmond, 
The wronged heirs of Yoik do pray for thee: 

Good angels guard thy battle ! live, and flourish! 

YOL. IV. d n 
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The Gliosis o/TUyers, Ctiiey, and Vaughan, rise. 

Ghost ofH. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow, 

[To King Richard. 

Rivers, that died at Pom fret 1 despair, and die! 

Ghost of G\ Think upon Gi'cy, and let thy soul despair! 

[To King Richard . 

Ghost of V. Think upon Vaughan, and, with guilty fear, 
Let fall thy lance : despair, and die !( r *) [To King Richard . 
AU Three. Awake, and think our wrongs in Richard's 
bosom [To Richmond ♦ 

Will conquer him!—awake, and win the day 

The Ghost of Hastings rises. 

Ghost* Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake, 

[To King Richard. 

And in a bloody battle end thy clays ! 

Think on Lord Hastings: despair, and die !— 

Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake ! [To Richimuh 

Arm, fight, and conquer, for foil’ England’s sake 1 

The Ghosts of the two young Princes rise. 

Ghosts* Dream on thy cousins smother’d in the Tower: 
Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 

And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death 1 
Thy nephews’ souls bid thee despair and die l— 

Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in joy; 

Good angek guard thee haul the hoaTs annoy l 
Lire, and beget a happy race of kings ! 

Edward’s unhappy sons do bid thee flourish. 

The Ghost of Queen Aimc / iscs. 

Ghost. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife, 
That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 

Now fills thy sleep with perturbations: 

To-morrow in the battle think on me. 

And fall thy edgeless sword: despair, and die !—■ 

Thou quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep ; ['To Richmond. 
Dream of success and happy victory ; 

Thy adversary’s wife doth pray for thee. 
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The Ghost of Buckingham rises. 

Ghost The first was I that help’d thee to the crown \ 

[To King Richard* 

The last was I that felt thy tyranny: 

O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltiness! 

Dream on* dream on, of bloody deeds and death: 

Fainting, despair; despairing, yield thy breath !— 

I died for hope ere I couUl lend thee aid: [To Richmond, 
But cheer thy heart, and he thou not dismay’d: 

God and good angels fight on Richmond’s side ; 

And llichard falls in height of all his pride. 

[The Ghosts vanish. King Richard starts 
out of his dream, 

K, Rich, Give me another hprse,—bind up my wounds,— 
Have mercy, Jesu!—Soft! 1 did but dream.— 

O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me !— 

The lights burn blue.—It is now dead midnight. 

Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 

What, do I fear myself ? there’s none else by : 

Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I. 

Is there a murderer here ? Ho;—yes, I am: 

Then fly. What, from myself? Groat reason why,— 

Lest I revenge. What, myself upon myself? 

Alack, I love myself. Wherefore ? for any good 
That I myself have done unto myself? 

0, no ! alas, I rather hate myself 
For hateful deeds committed by myself! 

I am a villain: yet I lie, I am not. 

Fool, of thyself speak well:—fool, do not flatter. 

My conscience hath a thousand several tongues, 

And every tongue brings in a several tale. 

And every tale condemns me for a villain. 

Perjury, perjury, in the high’st degree ; 

Murder, stern murder, in the dir’st degree; 

All several sins, all us’d in each degree, 

Throng to the bar, crying all, Guilty! guilty ! 

I shall despair. There is no creature loves me; 
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And if I die, no soul shall pity me : 

Nay, where foie should they,—since that I myself 
End in myself no pity to myself ? 

Metliought the souls of all that 1 had murder’cl ( 66 ) 

Came to my tent ; and every one did threat 
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter RArcmim 

Rat. My lord,— 

K, Rich. Who's there ( 

Hut . Ratcliif, my lord; his I. The early village-cock 
Hath twice done salutation to the morn; 

Your friends are up, and buckle on tlieir armour. 

1C Rich , O Ratcliff, I have dr earn’d a fearful dream !— 
What thinkest thou,—will our friends prove all truo ? 

Rat , No doubt, my lord. 

K. Rich. 0 Ratcliff, I fear, I fear,— 

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows. 

1C Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to-night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard 
Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers 
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 

It is not yet near day* Come, go with me; 

Under our tents I’ll play the caves-droppev, 

To hear if any mean to shrink from me. 

\Bxeant King Richard and Ratcliff\ 

Enter OxroiiD atid others* 

Rords. Good morrow, Richmond ! 

Richm . Cry mercy, lords and watchful gentlemen. 

That you have ta'en n Lardy sluggard here. 

Raids. How have you slept, my lord? 

Jlickm . The sweetest sleep, ancl fairest-boding dreams 
That ever enter’d in a drowsy head, 

Have I since your departure had, my lords. 

Methought their souls, whose bodies Richard murder'd, 

Came to my tent, and cried on victory: ( 5 0) 

I promise you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of so fair a dream. 

How far into the morning is it, lords ? 
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Lords . Upon the stroke of four. 

Richn, Why, then *tis time to arm and give direction, 

[lie advances to the troops . 
More than l have said, loving countrymen. 

The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon : yet remember this,— 

God and our good cause light upon our side; 

The prayers of holy saints and wronged souls, 
hike high-rear'd bulwarks, stand before our faces, 

Richard except, those whom we fight against 
Had rather have us win than him they follow : 

For what is lie they follow? truly, gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant and a homicide, 

One rais'd in blood, and one in blood establish'd; 

One that made means to come by what he hath. 

And slaughter’d those that were the means to help him; 

A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 
Of England's chair, where he is falsely set; 

One that hath ever been God's enemy : 

Then, if yon fight against Gods enemy, 

God will, in justice, ward you as his soldiers ; 

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down. 

You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain \ 

If you do fight against your country's foes, 

Your country's fat shall pay your pains the hire • 

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives, 

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors; 

If you do free your children from the sword. 

Your children's children quit it in your age. 

Then, in the name of God and all these rights. 

Advance your standards, draw your willing swords. 

For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold coipse on the earth's cold face; 

But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 
The least of you shall share his part thereof. 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly and cheerfully ; 

God and Saint George! Richmond and victory l [ Exeunt . 
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JlG-cnter King Richard, Ratcliff, Attendants, md Forces. 

K. Rich . What said N or thumb erlaiul as touching .Rich¬ 
mond ? 

Hat . That lie was never trained up in arms. 

K . iE/cA. lie said the truth: and what said Surrey, then? 
Hat. He smil’d, and said, The better for our purpose. 

K t Rich . He was in the right; and so, indeed, it is. 

[Clock strikes. 

Tell the clock there.-—Give me a calendar.— 

Who saw the sun to-day ? 

Rat . Not I, my lord. 

K, Rich. Then lie disdains to shine; for by the book 
He should have bray’d the east an hour ago : 

A black day will it be to somebody*— 

Ratcliff,— 

Rat. My lord ? 

| 7t. Rich . The sun will not be soon to-day ; 

The sky doth frown and lower upon our army. 

,1 would these dewy tears were from the ground. 

Not shine to-day! Why, what is that to me 
More than to Itichinond ? for the selfsame heaven 
■ That frowns on me looks sadly upon him. 

Fnhr Norfolk. 

Nor . Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in tiro field. 

IC. Rich . Come, bustle, bustle;—caparison my horse;—■ 
Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power: 

I will lead forth my soldiers to tlio plain, 

And thus my battle shall be ordered:— 

IVIy foreward shall be drawn out all in length, 

Consisting equally of horse and foot; 

Our arclieis shall bo placed in the midst: 

John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 

Shall have the leading of this foot and horse. 

They thus directed, wo will follow( 00 ) 

In the main battle; whose puissance on either side 
Shall be well winged with our cliiefest horse. 

This, and Saint George to boot!—What think’st thou, Nor¬ 
folk ? 
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Nor . A good direction, warlike sovereign.— 

This found I on my tent this morning. [Giving a scroll . 

K* Rich . [reads] “ Jockoy of Noifolk, he not too( 61 ) hold, 

For Dickon thy master is bought toad sold,” 

A tiling devised by the enemy.— 

Go, gentlemen, every man-unto his charge: 

Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls; 

Conscience is but a word that cowards use,(^) 

Devis'd at first to keep the strong in awe: 

' Our strong arms he our conscience, swords our law. 

March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell-mell; 

J If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell.— 

What shall I say move than I have inferr'd? 

Remember whom you are to cope withal;— 
t A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways, 

A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants, 

Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth 
To desperate adventures( 63 ) and assur'd destruction. 

You sleeping safe, they bring to you unrest; 

You having lands, and blcss’d with beauteous wives, 

They would restrain^ 1 ) the one, distain the other, 
i And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow. 

Long kept in Bretagne at our mother’s cost ? 

A milk-sop, one that never in his life 
Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow ? 

Let’s whip these stragglers o'er the seas again; 

Lash lienee these overweening rags of France, 

These famish’d beggars, weary of their lives; 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want of means, poor rats, had bang'd themselves: 
if we he conquer’d, let men conquer us, 

And not these bastard Bretagncs ; whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bobb’d, and thump'd, 

And, on record, left them tire heirs of shame. 

Shall these enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives ? 

Ravish our daughters ? —Hark! I hear their drum. 

[Drum afar off. 

Fight, gentlemen of England! fight, bold yeomen! 

Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ! 
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Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood; 

Amaze the welkin with your broken staves \ 

Enter a Messenger. 

VVJmt says Lord Stanley ? will ho bring his power ? 
jl/b.w. My lord, he doth deny to come. 

1C Rich . Off with his son George’s head ! 

JS T o?\ My lord, the enemy is past the marsh; 

After the battle let George Stanley die. 

IC Hick. A thousand hearts are great within my bosom : 
Advance our standards, set upon our foes*; 

Our ancient vvoul of courage 5 fair Saint George, 

Inspire us with llie spleen of fiery dragons ! 

XJpou them! Victory sits on our helms. [Eamtni- 


Sceke IV. Another pari of Lite field. 

* Alarum: excursions. Enter Ngkeolk and Forces ; to him 

Gate sd y. 

Cate . Rescue, my Lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue! 

A’he king enacts more wonders Yhsm n man, 

Daring an opposite to every danger: 

His horse is slain, anti all on foot he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death. 

Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost! 

Ah u*UM. Enter King Riciiauu. 

K. Rich . A horse! a horse ! juy kingdom for a horse ! 
Cate, Withdraw, my lord; I’ll help you to a horse. 
1C Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon a cast, 

' And I will stand the hazard of the die ; 
i think there be six Richmonds in the Held ; 

Live have £ shun to-day instead of him.— 

A horse! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse 1 


[2itieunt. 
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Scene V. Another pari of the field. 

Alarums. l*lnter y from opposite sides > King Richard and Rioit- 
jrOND , they fight) and e.ceunt fighting.if Iietmd and flourish. 

Then re-enter Richmond, wtfh Stanley bearing the c/’ow/i, and 
divers other Loi ds , and Forces 

Richm. God and your arms be prais’d, victorious friends; 
The clay is ours, the bloody dog' is dead, 

Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast tliou acquit thee* 
Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty 
"Prom the dead temples of this hloody wretch 
Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal: 

Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 

Richm. Great God of heaven, say Amen to all!— 

But, tell me, is young Geoige Stanley living? 

Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town \ 
Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw us. 

Richm . What men of name are slain on either side ? 

Stan. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferrers, 

Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Brandon. 

Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births: 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled 
That in submission will return to us : 

And then, as we have ta’en the sacrament. 

We will unite the white rose and the red:— 

Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction, 

That long hath frown'd upon their enmity!— 

Wliat traitor hears mo, and says not Amen ? 

England hath long been mad, and scarr’d herself; 

The brother blindly shed the brother’s blood, 

The father rashly slaughter’d his own son, 

The son, compel I’d, been butcher to the sire : 

] All this divided York and Lancaster, 

J Divided in their dire division, 

0, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true sucoeedors of each royal house, 

By God’s fair ordinance conjoin together! C 57 ) 

And let their heirs (God, if thy will be so) 
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Enrich the time to come with smooth~fac*d peace, 

With smiling* plenty, and fair prosperous days ! 

Abate( 6e ) the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That would reduce these bloody days again, 

And make poor England weep in streams of Tblood! 

Let them not live to taste this land’s increase 

That would with treason wound this fair land's peace ! 

Now civil wounds are stopp’d, peace lives again: 

That she may long live heie, God say Amen! [ExeunL 
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P. 307. (}) "That tempers him to this cxti entity " 

So the quarto 1597.—-Tho folio has “ That tempts him tv this harsh evti entity” 
—which X am surprised that Air. Collier should have adopted, after tho note 
of Malone, who has ployed to demonstration that it is tm erroneous lection, 
(In a subsequent note Malone observes: “In this play tho variations between 
the 01 lginnl copy in quarto and tho folio nro moio numerous than, I bcliove, 
in any other of our author’s pieces Tho alterations, it is highly probable, 
were made, not by Shakespeare, but by the players, many of them being 
voiy injudicious.” In the piescnt edition I lmvo adhered to tho qumtos less 
frequently than Malone (and less frequently perhaps than I ought to have 
done); but oftener than Mr. Collier and Mi. Knight,—who, though the pro¬ 
fessed champions of the folio, are yet constrained to give nn eclectic text of 
Richard III) 


P. 307. ( 2 ) "Antony WoodoiUe, ho brother there” &c. 

In this line "Woodvillc" is to bo lead as n tnsyllablo (which Air Colliei's Ms. 

Corrector did not peiceivo when lie made the alteration, u -■ her same bio- 

thet theie &c.), but not to he pihUed, ns it usually is m the recent editions, 
“ Woodovillc seo note ( :o ) on The Merchant of Venice , vol. n. 328. 

P. 309. C) 

“ Till Geoige he pack'd loitk posthorse up to heaven." 

Mr. Collier’a Ms, Correotor substitutes "- with po^t-hasta up to heaven” — 

which Air. Singer ( Shakespeare Vindicated , See. p, 105) thinks “we may allow 
to bo an admissible correction of a prubcible misprint.”—I believo tlio old text 
is right} “ with posthorse" moaning—with the speediest possible conveyance: 
in tho Induct! on tn The Sec. Part of Henry IV., Humour speaks of "Making 
the wind my post-horse” 


P, 31G. ( 4 ) “TP7ifl£/ I, that hill'd her husband and hisfalhcr t 
To tahe her in her heart's citremest hate; 

With curses m her mouth , tears m hei eyes, 

The bleeding witness of her halted by” &c, 

Ileio Air. Collier gives, with the folio, “ The bleeding witness of my hatred by" 
See , which ho says is “correct:" but smoly the second of the abovo lines 
shows that it is quito the reverse. 


P.317 ( 5 ) “Stanley/ 1 

“Iu the curly pa\t of tlua play Lord Stanley, yvha is warned such in tllQ 
[thiidj fourth, and fifth acts, is called Derby, lie was not cieated Earl 
of Derby till after the accession of Henry VII. The necessavy collection 
tluoughoiit was made by Theobald." Knight. —Air, Hunter {New Illusl. of 
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* 'Sliahespeai e r u. 82) objects, with some lcnson, to the expression which Theo¬ 
bald's alteration occasions in this scene,—“my Lord of Stanley but since a 
motlorn editor cannot allow tlio same character to figme under two names, lie 
must oithci adopt Thoobuld’u alteration, or substitute “Derby" wherever the 
old copies hato “ Stanley," (If I havo counted rightly, 4 ‘ Stanley" occurs thir¬ 
teen tunes in the quartos, and nineteen times in the folio,—'that is, in the text 
mid stage-directionsprefixes to speeches and mentions of “ Gcorgo Stanley*’ 
not being included.) 

I\ 319. (*) 

“Mttfics hun to send; that theichy lie may gathei 
The yrouful of your i and so remove it.” 

So the quarto 1 *, except that they have u - and to icmne it.’’—The folio has 

inoioly “Makes him to send, that ho may leai'iio tlio giound. 1 ’ 


l\ 319, (?) 

“ That wrens make piey where cayles dare not pack?' 

The quarto of 1G02 and the later quai tos read u That wrens may pi cyf &e., 
—which soyomlI editors baic pieiened (on nceount of tlio antithesis, I sup¬ 
pose), But it is a very doubt hit alteration: afterwards in this play, p 3G3, 
\yc find tho expression 11 Uj umbo a prey.” 


r. 3511, (*) " Q, Eli*. As little joy, my ford, <is yon .suppose 
As little joy you may suppose m me, 

Q. Mai As til fie joy enjoys the queen theiecff &e. 
Tho old copies have u Q J1 1. A little ioy c inayes the queen e thereof” Sec, 


V. 323. (°) ” If hcuvcii have 


O, let them?' &o. 

Some editors pi hit u If heavens have ,” &u. But compare Richard II noth 
bc, 2, \ul lii. p. X1%— 

“ But wo our quiuvol to tho will of heaven ; 

Who, when they see,’* &c. 


I J . 323. ( I0 ) “ The slave of nature and the «so» of hell i” 

This lino I bcliovo to be quite genuine.-—But Mi\ Collier's Ms, Corrector 
iiltors* "slave’* to “stain*’ and (with strange impropriety) "son" to “scorn.” 
Mr. faingcr’s Ms. Correetoi also tries lus hand on it (Shakespeare Vindicated t 
& e - P* and My. Singer says u wikli hotter success,”—which is no grunt 

praise. 
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P. 326. (11) 

“And foi your gi ace,—and you , my noble lords ” 

Bo tho two earliest quartos, except that they have lf Bo" for “lords "—The 

folio has “-and yours my gracious loul,” (Some ediiais retain “ loid,” 

though the context proves that it ia wiong) 


P. 327, ( 12 ) “ Melhoughts that I had hohen from the Tower, 

Mclhought that Glostev stumbled , 

Melhoughts I saw," &c 

The quartos linve “ Methoughte" only in tho first lino of this speech.—Compare 
a speech in The Winter's Tale, act i. sc, 3, vol )iu p. 89, 

“Looking on the lines 
Of my boy’s face, melhoughts I ilul recoil 
Twenty-tincc years 

now like, methought, X then was to this kernel,” &(, 


P. 329. ( w ) 

u Brak. I will, my lot d: God give your gmcc good icst l — 

[Clarence sloops. 


Surrow breaks seasons” &c. 


<4 In the folio at tho beginning of this scene wo find— 1 Enter Clarence and 
Keeper, 1 mill after ho lias spoken this line, ‘I will, my lord,* 8co, wq have— 
‘Enter Brakenbury, the Lieutenant of tho Tower.* Butin the quarto 1597, 
the scenicftl dnection at the beginning of this scene, is, ‘Enter Clarence and 
Brakenbury ;* and after Clarence \ eposes himself, and Brakenbury lias wished 
him good night [not “good night” but “good rest”], he naturally makes the 
obsurvatiou—'Borrow bicuks seasons,* &e. The Keeper mid Brnkeiihury, 
who was lieutenant of the Tower, was ceitainly the same person. There 
caw he no doubt, therefore, that the text, which is regulated recording to 
tho original quarto 1507, is right,” JltLOKE.—(Mr. Hunter (New Iflusf. of 
Shakespeare, ii, 83) thinks that tho folio rightly represents the dialogue ns 
being held “between Clarence and nkeeper j” nrnl obseiwes that “it is im¬ 
probable Brule on bury, who ivas tho Lieutenant of the Tower, should pass the 
night ill the sicepirtg-rootn of his prisoner” But the opening of this scene,— 
“Biak. Why looks your grace so liea\ily to-day? 

Ch. 0 ,1 have passed a miserable night" &c. t —• 

shoivs distinctly that it lakes place during the day, —in the earlier part of tho 
day,—Brakenbury having just coino to visit his prisoner: and wdicn Clarence 
says to Binkenbiuy,— 

“Keeper, I piitheo, sit by me awhile ; 

[ Quaitos —I pi ay thee, gentle keeper, stay by uioj] 

My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep ,”— 
ho evidently means no more than that Brakenbury should temam beside him 
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wink he refreshed himself by a short slumber. ITonoo it is, that, immediately 
after wishing' Clarence “good rest,” Hrakpnbnry remarks,— 

« Sorrow heahs seasons and reposing hows, 

Plaices tho night morning, and the noon-tide night") 


P. 330. ( J1 ) “twy holy humour f &e. 

So tho quartos.—Tho folio 1ms M this passionate hnmtmr of mine," Tho 

second mvwdevev’b next speech proves that ‘half was the tuithoi 4 h word. The 
player-editors ptobably changed it, ns they did many others, on account of 
the statute, 3 Jac. I c. 21. A little lower, they, from the sumo apprehension, 
omitted tho word 1 faith *” Malonij, 


P. 334, ( 1S ) 11 To do this deed will hate you for the deed. 

Sec. Min'd, What shall we do?” 

“In tho quarto lf>97 ? uftor the last line of tho pi eroding speech [ l To do this 
deed/ &c.], we find only tho Following dialog no j 

* 2 . Wlint shall wo do ? 

Cla , llelont, and sane your souhn, 

1. Ilclont, *tia cowiudly and womanish. 

Cla . Not to relent, is beastly, sturngo, and diuelish 
Sly fiiend, I spie some pit tie in thy lookcs* 

Oh if thy eie bo not a llatteror, 

Come them on my side, and intreato for me 
A begging Bunco, what bugger pittios not ? 

1. I, thus, anil thus; if this will not seme, 

Tie chop fcheo in the inalmcsoy Put in the next 1001110 .* 

In tho folio the passage is tlms exhibited; fivn linos being added here, and 
tho second zmirdoior’s speech [‘hook behind you, my loul']; 

* 2, Whit6 slmll we do ? 

Cla, 11 blent, and snuo your so ides: 

Which of you, if you worn n Princes Sonuo, 

Being punt from Liberty, as I am now, 

If two siieli imivthorora as ymirsohios came to you, 

Would not in treat for life, as you. would beg go 
Wore you J11 my distress.©. 

1. Hole it t ? no; *Tis cowardly and womanish. 

Cla. Not to relent, is beastly, smmgc, diuelhsh. 

My Friend, I spy some pitty in thy lookos* 

0, if thine eye bo not a flatterer, 

Como thou on my side, and intreato for meo, 

A begging Prince, what boggoi puties not, 

2, Looko behmde you, my Lord, 

h Take that, and that, if all this will not do/ &o. 

I think, with Mr. Tyrwlntt, that tho added lines have been insetted in tho 
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wrong place, and have thereforo adopted his arrangement ” Malone.—“I 
lmvo regulated the text according to Mr. Tynvhitfc’s instruction, ,f Steevexs. 

With all my dislike of tianspositions, I liavo adopted the arrangement 
proposed by Tyrwhitt, bocauso I am unable to tloviso any better lomedy 
for Uvo confusion which tl\o carelessness of the player-editors has occasioned 
hero: nor can I think that Mr. Collier and Mr. lCnighfc have much cause to 
plumo thorns elves oil adhering to tho folio throughout this xiortfon of tho dia¬ 
logue, when they give, as fiom Shakespeare's pen, the following cxtraoulumry 
piece of composition,— 

u Which of you, if you vere a prince'a son, 

Being pent from liberty, ns I ntu now, 

If two such murder as as pour selves came to you, 

TTou/ri wot entreat for life, as you icould Leg 
Were you in my distress ?” Ill 

(Theobald attempted to get rid of such a glaring absurdity by printing,— 
u Would not entreat for life? all I you would beg , 

Wcicyou in my distress ,"— 

a wretchedly feeble alteiatiou:—and about equal in weakness is that of Mr, 
Singer’s Ms Corrector {Shakespeare Vindicated, &c. p, 1GS),— 

"Would not cnticatfoi life? so you. would beg. 

Were you m my (list)css ."— 

Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector adds what Mr. Collier calls “three small woids,”— 
"If two such mmderers us yourselves came to you, 

Would not entreat for life ? As you would beg, 

Were you in my distress, so pity me.” 

But to make additions to tho text is the most objectionable mode of dealing 
with a corrupted passage, and to bo resot ted to only when all other methods 
fad.) 

r. aar. ( lfi ) 

" Of you , and you, Loid Rivers, and of Dorset, 

That all without desert havefrown'd on me ;— 

Of you, Lord Woodmlle, and Lord Scales, of you ;— 

Duhes, earls, lords, gentlemen ," &o. 

So the folio:—but whethei it gives bore the very words of the poet, or whether 
the passage hns been tampered with—see note ('}—I do not pictend to deter¬ 
mine, “The eldest son of Earl liners was -Cord Scales; but thoro wns no bucIi 
person as Lord Woodviho,” sny» Malone; who here adopted the reading of 
fclio quartos,— 

“ Of you my lord Killers, and lord Gray of you, 

That all without doseit have frownd on me, 

Dukes, earles, loids, gentlemen,’’ &c. 


P. 342. ( 17 ) “ But lately sptinlei V/,” &c. 

Dr. llichavdoon (Diet, sub Spfenf, &c.) r marks, that m tlia present lino 
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“ splinter'd is by move [most editors altered to splinted ;”~-bnt they hart the 
authority oC tlie quartos for the alteration.—I adhere to the spelling of the 
folio, because in Othello , act ii sc. 3, ivo have “This broken joint, between 
you and her husband, entreat her to splinter ” &c. 


V, 343. (i 8 ) 

“ Madam,—and you , my mother,—unll you go* &c. 

So the quartos.—Tha folio lias 11 Madam > and you my Sister, will you go* See. 
—which Hi. Collier and Mr, Knight huro loplaood in tho text but, through¬ 
out the present scene at least, Gloster evidently keeps up towards the Queen 
nn appearance of duo respect,—which would bo not a little violated if bore he 
nddi ossed his mother first. 


I\ 345, (“) "Arch” 

The folio 1ms “ YoiV’—To tho corresponding speech the quartos prefix “ Car." 
—seo note ( 2I ). 


P 345. ( 20 ) 

"Arch. Good madam, he nol angry with the child* 

In the folio this lino if» given to "Dut,”; in iho quartos to “ Cftr.",—sec next 
note (I cannot agree with Mr. Hunter (New llhtst of fflutfiespeai e, ii. 87) 
that the prefix of the folio is tho right one.) 


P 346. ( 2I ) "Q. Eliz, For what offence? 

Mess. 

• mg graciaa* lady " 

" This question is gt\ ou in the quarto to the Archbishop (or Cardinal, as he 
is thoro called), whore also wo have in the following speech 'my gracious 
lady* The ediior of the folio ftltmeil' lady 1 to 1 lord f but it is move probable 
that the compositor prefixed * Car* (tlio designation there of the Aichbishop) 
to the winds, 1 For what ollonco V instead of* Qu! than that ‘ hulg' fdiould 
have been printed m tho subsequent speech instead of ford,** Maj.one 
T ho Messenger, in replying above to the Archbishop, calls him "my lord?" 
towards the bottom of this page, the Archbishop addiesses tho Queen as u my 
<p-«CMUs lady!* 


P> 048. («) 

" Wtigh ii but with the (j) assn css of this ugefi &c 

Worburton"Would alter thia to **- with the greenness o/'his age*’ &c,, and 

Mr Collier's Md. Coircctor (more unluippily) to “- toith the goodness of 

his agef &c—See Johnson's noto ad L, nnd Mr. finger’s Shahcspea? c Vindi¬ 
cated, &c. p. lVo, (hut, to confess the truth, thoir exphmahons of the present 
reading hardly satisfy me.) 
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I 1 349. ( M ) “ UViere if seems best unto your toy id self." 

So tho two earliest quartos.—Tho folio ha* fl Where it tliink’st best," See .— 
The Into Mi. Sydney Walker (who has .shown that in the Jme of Hamlet, 
net v. ho. 2, ns given m the folio, “Does it not, thinhst thee, stnnrl mo now 
>pon,” &c. t “ thinhst thee” is to be understood ns 11 tkmhs V tliee,” j.o. “ thinly it 
thee”) would here read “IfViere if thinks best" See, (Shakespeare's Verifica¬ 
tion, See p, 28d),—and rightly perhaps, but since Mr. Walker's reading in¬ 
volves the rejection of a letter, I have preferred, with the modern editois, that 
of the two earliest quartos. 


1*. 355, <«) 

"My lout, I hold my life as dear as you do yours," &c. 

So tho quartos.—The folio has %t My Lord, I hold my Life as deare as yams' 1 
&c,j which Steevens and some other editois maintain to be what the author 
wrote, and to have the same meaning as tho reading of the quartos.—° The 
verse is, like many others, an alexandrine. [CapeU’s arrangement is, 

“ My lord, 

I hold my life ns deal ns you do yoms,” &r ] 

But in tlio folio copy lids lino was curtailed to tho standard mensuio, with 
an entire disregard to the author’s souse ; for the plain and (Inert meaning of 
the vvrwtte thfiYo found, and adopted by My. Steswcws, is, f My lord, I hold my 
life ns dear ns your life; X estimate them both at tho some rate;’ which is 
very different from what TInatingi means to say,— 1 'X hohi my own life as dear 
as you do your life. 5 This latter is tho assertion which the argument of Hast¬ 
ings requires, and no critical chymiatry can extract such a meaning out of 
the words found in the folio copy Calling it an elliptical expression, will 
certainly not serve the purpose, 11 Malone. 


P. 356 ( 2fl ) " Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you.” 

After this line tho folio lias, 

"jPncst. Ilo wait \pon your Loidfchip,”— 
the very words with which, accoiditig to the folio , Hastings soon aftej addresses 
Buckingham. Tho quartos hnvo them in neither place: and to mo it is per¬ 
fectly plain (as it was to Theobald, Malone, &c.) that they wcic incited in 
the folio twice by mistake. (After 

‘‘Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you,*’— 
the quartos have the stage-dn cction, “ lie whispers in his erne.") 


P. 357. ( jQ ) "Make haste; the hour of death at expiate” 

Tho editor of the second folio substituted “ Make haste, the houre of death is 
now expir’d ”—See the note of Malone ad l, who cites fiom our author’s 22d 
Sonnet, 

“ Then look I death my days should expiate f 
V. K 


VOL. IV. 
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P. ft5Q. (^) 11 By any livelihood he show'd to-day." 

So fclio folio;—which loading Mr. Knight has Huppoitcd 1)y citing from All's 
well that ends well, net i. so 2,— “ tho tyinnny of hoi* sorrows takes all liveil- 
hood from Iier check/'—Tho quartos have " Ihj any likelihood fie” & o. 


P. 330. (-*) 11 Lovel and Jlalcliff, look that d he done,” 

Theobald altered this to M Level and Culesby, loofi,” &c.—“ Tho scene/' Jm 
observes, “is hero in the Tower, and Kuril Hastings was cut off on that vory 
day, when Rivers, Cfrcy, and Vaughan suffered at PomfieL How then could 
Ratcliff at tho sanio instant bo both in Yorkshire and the Tower? In llto 
very scene peccding this, wo find him conducting those gentlemen to the 
block. Tho plnyois m their edition first nmrto the blunder as to Ratcliff 
attending Lord Jlnsting^ to death; for m tho old quarto wo find it rightly, 

1 Exeunt Manet Cuteshi/ With Hasting ?/ And in tho next scone, hofaio tlic 
Tower-Willis, n c find Lovel imd Cates by couio back from tJia execution, bring¬ 
ing 1 thu head of Hastings/’—Tyrwhitt ronmiks; “Mr. Theobald silould have 
added, tlmt, in the old qumto, no names are mentioned in Richard’s speech, 
lie only says —*somR sec it done.* Nor, in that edition, does Lovel appear in 
tho next scene; but only Cntosby, bunging tho head of Hastings. The con¬ 
fusion seems to have arisen, when it was thought necessary that Cntosby 
should be employed to fetch the Mayor, who, in tho quarto, is nmdo to eomo 
without liming been sent for* As aomo other person was then wanted to 
bring tho head of Hasliugs, tho poet, or tho playoiH, appointed Lovel and 
Ratcliff to that office, without reflecting that the latter was engaged in ano¬ 
ther service on the same clay at Pcnufret ”—Malone says; " I lutvo adopted the 
emendation, because u\ one <-i cue at least it prevents the glaring impropriety 
mentioned by Mr. Theobald But unfortunately, ns Mr, Tyrwhitt lvas ob¬ 
served, thib my impropriety is found in tho next scene, whmo Ratcliff in 
introduced, and where it cannot lie corrected without taking greater liberties 
than perhaps arc justifiable. Tor there, in couscquonco of (lie injudicious 
alteration made, I think, by tho players, instead of—*1101 c comes tho Mayor/ 
tho reading of the quarto, wo find in tho folio— 

‘But what, i.s Catcshy gone ? 

Glo . IIo i.s ; and sec, ho brings tho mayor along 5 
Cntosby being thus employed, he cannot bring in the bend of Hastings; nor 
win tlmt office bo assigned to Loved only, because Gloslor in tho folio men¬ 
tions two persons, 

'Be patient, they eve fiiends,— RatvhJ)' ami Lovel.’” 

Amending to Mr, Knight, ** this is ono of those position* in which the poet 
has trusted to tho imagination of his audience vulhci than to their topogra¬ 
phical knowledge," &c.—Bee, too, Mr, Huntov’a New Illnst ♦ of Shit hnpeare, 
vol, U, 80. 

P. 362. (->) 

lt Whwh «oit> ihc lofting haste of these our friends. 

Something against onr meaning, have prevented." 

Bee note ( w ) on Love's Labours lost , vol. ii, p, 160. 
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1\ 302. “ Misconstrue* &c. 

ITnro the old copies have “ Misconster,” &c. See no to ( 10 ) on The Merchant 
of Venice t vol. n. p. .32-1, 

l a . 303. ( ,r ) "liven where his raging ft/e," &c. 

So the folio, which reading was very plausibly altered by Pope to “liven 
whcie his ranging eye,” &c.—The quartos have u Bum wli&e his lustfull ei/c,” 
&c. (In Dry den's Vvgil, sEn. viii,, we find “ raging eyes. 11 ) 


P 3C5. (; e ) "But, til iC dmni> sfatuns,” &l\ 

The old copies have •' - dumbe statues,” &c.—See note ( n ), p, 1 Ufi. 

P. 3f>0 ( 31 ) “ He is not lolling on a lewd dag-bed" &c. 

Ilerc Mr. Knight and Mr. Collier retain the spelling of the old copies, " lie is 
not hilling on,” See., but why? — 111 1'roihis and Cressula, act h sc. 3, the old 
copies have 4 ‘ The large Achilles, on lus press’d bod lolling &o —I ght 1 , with 
the quaitos, “/a lewd day-bedf Sec, because I feel convinced that the altera¬ 
tion in the Folio, “ a lewd Louc-Hcd,” &c., was not made by the poet 

I\ 3GC. ( Jl ) “ But, suic l If car" Sec. 

Mi, Collier's Ms. Coi rector gives "But soie I fear,” &c., winch is perhaps 
right, nl the conclusion of The Merchant of Venice we have,— 

11 I’ll fear no other thing 
So sore," Sec, 


P. 3G7. (*) 

11 May. See, where his grace stands ’tween two clci gynien i 
Buck. Two props of virtue for a Christian prince. 

To fit ay himfiom the fall of vanity i 
And, see , a hook of prayer in his hand t — 

True ornament to Jtnow a holy man ” 

The last two lines are only in the folioj—which has “ True Ornaments to 
know," &e, a most palpable oiror, (At p. 371, the folio makes Rieluud call 
Buckingham, “ My Cousins and see the next note.) 


I\ 370. ( M ) u I am not made of stone 11 

The old copies lmvc **-- of stones.” 


P. 371. ( 17 ) “ Now, f07 my life , she's wandering to the Tower. 

On pure heart's love, to gieet the, tcndei princes.” 

These lines are only in the folio, hich has ** - the fender Piiucc,” Tlio 

slight correction which I have made is obviously necessary Anne herself 
presently declares that slio is going to the Tower,— 



[ '120 ] 


“ To grata Into the gentle princes thorn 
f The quartos To grahilatc the tcmlei prince# there].” 

(Lot no one object to the alteiation on metrical grounds: wo have had before, 
p. 363, 

u Have any time recourse unto tho prince*?') 


1\ 373. ( sa ) li And he thy wife (if any he so marl) 

Mote miserable by the life of thee ?' & o. 

M The quartos refill‘by the death of thee/ winch corresponds with Anne’s 
words in A. i sc, 2 .” CoLr.n:it. 


r. 373 

u Q. Eliz, Farewell, thou wofnl welcome/' of glory 1 
Anne. Adieu, poor soid, that ialt’st thy kave of Hi” 

I have given, witli tiio quartos, the first of these speeches to the Quoon.—The 
folio assigns it to “ I)oyb ” —The twcoiwl speech is evidently addressed by Anne 
to the person who spoke the, Jirsh Imt, according to the folio, Anne, instead of 
replying to I)oi set, add) esses the Queen ^ —for tlio u tjhnf l here mentioned is 
the regal g/oiy, which Anne is "wofully welcoming,” and which, in conse¬ 
quence of Anne’s approaching coronation, Quoon Klizubcth is " taking leuio 
of” (Possibly, mdeed, the player-editors, or whoever else put the prefix 
“Dora.” to the first speech, may have intended us to understand llio second 
one ns nddressetl to Dorfaotj they perhaps thought thnt hccuuso Dorset \Ms 
ahmit to fly from tho English court to Jiichmund, he might in* hind io bo 
taking his leave of glory l Nor is it imp rob able that they wove led to the 
alteration by finding that the immediately following speech of tho Duchess of 
York commences with an address to Dorset,) 


P, 374 (®) 11 So foolish so)) o\o bids your stones fate well." 

The folio lin& “So foolish Sorrowes bids?* and lUr. Collier Bays "it may 
ho doubted whether wo ought to read sen row bids or sorrows hidT —Imt surely 
there can bu no doubt; see notes ( 36 ), (“).—This speech is not In the quartos. 


P. 380, ( J >) 

11 1 had an Edward, tdl a 21 tv hard hill'd him ; 

2 had a Henry , till a 21 id tar d kill'd him: 

Thou hud at an JEdwattl, tdl a Jhchatd hill'd him} 

Thou httdsi a Wellard, till a Hit fund /idl'd him?' 

‘‘[In the second lino] tile quarto has, 4 1 had a liiclttnd? which tho editor of 
the folio corrected by substituting *1 lmd a husband? In a .subsequent speech 
in this scene, p 390, 1 my brother’ being printed in the quarto by mistake, in¬ 
stead ol 1 thy brother,’ the editor of the folio corrected the wrong word, and 



[ -Ml ] 

printed 'my husband.' —It is clofli tlmt ft Christurn nurno ivas intended heio, 
though by a mistake m the onginal copy Hi chard mts substituted for IJemy" 
M-ALOXU.—See also Cap ell’s Notes, &e. \ol. n 186. 


P. 381. ( J: ) “ That foul defacer of God's handiwork ; 

That excellent grand tyrant of the ecu th, 

That leigns in galled eyes of weeping souls,” &o. 

The two last lines rive only in the folio, wheie, through carelessness, they are 
tiflnsposed.—Cupeil first urianged them ns above 5 —“for wlint leuson,” says 
Mr. ICniglit, “ne know not.” I would hopo, howevci, that tlie lender knows. 


P. 381. ( J3 ) "Match not &e. 

Ho the quartos,—The folio 1ms “Mutch’t not” &c m (I notice this only be¬ 
cause Mi. Hunter (aYew lllusL of Shakespeare , ii. 02 ) montions the latter 
reading as that “ of the old copies,’ ) 


L\ 382. (**) “For joyful mother, one that toads the name ; 

Foj one being su'd to t one that humbly *ues; 

Foi queen, a vciy caitiff a own'd with caic ; 

Foi otiq that scorn'd at me, now scorn'd of me, 

For one being fear d of all, now fed) mg one , 

Foi one commanding obey'd of none ” 

Here, us Mr Collior observes, “ tlio folio has ‘For she' m two places wlieie 
the quartos have f Foi one,' 'which, coiisisteiiLly vwth the lino m the folio, 
‘For ono being su’d to, one that humbly sues,’ is no doubt the coriecfc rend¬ 
ing,” 

Tlio quartos, omitting the fifth of the aboie lines, give the passage in the^ 
following form, — which was preferred by CapeII, and I would not say 
wrongly, 

“For ioyfull mother,one that wailes the name, 

For queono, a very catnio crownd with care, 

For ono being sued too, one that liurnblu; sues, 

For ono commaundmg nil, obeyed of none. 

For one that scornd ut me, now scornd of mef 


P. 384. ( u ) “ Then patiently hear my impatience.” 

Sir Collier’s Ms, Conector changes “hear" to “bear.” but (without layiug 
any sties* on Mi. Singer’s objection to the change {Shahespeatc Vindicated, 
&c. p 174),—viz. that 14 accent of leproof” in tlni next speeuh uUuws il to be 
wrong) the old reading may certainly stand. 

F.387, ( Jfl ) 

»K Itich, 1 , even I: what think you of it, madam?” 

So tlio quartos; and perhaps the first “I” fqy. for “Ay’i 1 ] ought to bo 
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omitted, that this speech with the preceding “Whitt, thou ? ,J might make up 
a Liuc.—The folio has “ Euen so. Haw tlnnkc you of it?" 


P. ,387. (*) 

14 The purple sup foul her sweet brothers' bodies," 

Tho folio has “- Brothers body.”—This is not in tlio quartos, 

Ik 387 («) 

“iVwy, indeed she cannot choose but hate thee" &a« 

Tyvwlutfc conjectures 44 - but love theef &c„—Mu son agrees with Tyrwlutt 

that this is spoken ironically, but proposes 4i - but haro theef See (which 

offends Air. Knight as being a 11 loir phruso”). Tu spite of lloswoll’s profound 
remark, that "a virtuous woman would halo the man who thought to purchase 
her lovo by tho commission of crimes/*—tho old reading' a p}) ears tome very 
suspicion a: Tyrwhltt’b conjecture, though it iharegaviU tho ductus liter arum, 
seems to suit the context better than Mason's. 


P. 388, ( 4<l ) ,4 Advantaging their Joan with interest," See. 

Tho folio 1ms 4 * Adiiantagnuj their Lone," &u,—Tins is not in the quartos. 


lk 390, ( a0 ) “ The unity the lung thy brother made 

Had not been fo ohen > nor my brother slain" 

14 Tho qimito, by an enm of tho press, has [in tho first of these hues') ‘my 
brother,' uliich the editor oF Iho folio eon or ted llnis* 

* Tho unity the king, my husband, nuulo, 

Thou hadst not Inoken, nuv my l» others diul.’ ” 

jr,iLONii. 


Ik 392, ( A1 ) u Itaicl(()\ tome hit he) ” 

The folio hiw, by mistake, “ CMc&by, come,” &c.—This is not m the quartos. 

Ik 393 («) 

14 Stan, Unless for that , my liege, 1 cannot guess. 

K Kich. Unless for that he comes to be your liege t 
You cannot guess wheref at c the Welshman comes." 

Air. Hunter (A r eio Illust. of Shakespeare, 93) says that Stanley’s speech, 

41 Unless for that, my lie-go, I cannot guess,” 

is “in fact n broken sentence* Richard interrupting him.” Not so, smoly 
Stanley haa previously told llichiml his guess in. tho matter; and Ilioha-vd 
lm\ mg again put to him the question, wluil Uieluuoud. * 4 makes upon tho sens,” 
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Stanley now replies “Unless for that [i.c. for the vonson already given], 1 
cannot guess,” Richard immediately ditches up the words “Unless fui that,” 
&c,, using "for that 11 in a different sense. 


V. 39G. ( fi5 ) “ This is All-Souls' day, fellows, is it not * 

Slier. It is, my lot d ” 

So the qunitos (except that, according to them, the mtcilocators in this scene 
arc Buckingham and Batchff ),—the wo id "fellows” being addressed by the 
Duke to tho Guard generally.—The folio lias, 

“ This is All-souks day (Fellow) is it not/ 

Slier. It is/’— 

which Mr. Collier and Mr. Knight htue brought back into the text? but it 
seems rather odd that Biicltinghnin should call flic Sheriff 11 follow,” mid ns 
odd that the ShoiiiV (see his piccedmg speech) should reply so cuuLly, 


P.397, ( M ) " Here pitch out tenh,” &i\ 

fn this lino tho folio 1ms “tent,” but lliu quartos have 11 tentsf and rightly, 
—Richard spenlung of the tents foi himself and his olficeis Presently he 
speaks of his own pmticular tent—“Up with my tent!” mid “Up with the 
tent 1” 


P, 3U9 ( fir> ) u 2t\ suppet-time, my hid, 

It's si\v o'clock ” 

So tho folio, except that it has "nmo” instead of “siv' } (winch I have intro- 
duoed from tlio quartos,—where Cntesby leplios, less lospccifnlly, “It is sixe 
of clooho [and sixe of the cloche], full supper time”).—Steo veils, I apprehend, 
is right in observing that “a supper at so late on hour as nine o'clock, m the 
year MBS, would have been a prodigy.” 


P, -101. (° 6 ) "Doth comfort thee in sleep ‘ live, and flourish I ' 

The quartos have “- m thy slcepcf &c.—Pope piintcd “Doth comfotl thee 

m sleep: live thou and Jlmuish /” which is also giicn by Mr Collier’s Ms. 
Corrector. 

P, 402 ( 5 0 “ Let fall thy lance ■ despair, and diei" 

Ilorc, in nil probability, mi epithet to “ kince” has dropped out. (A little befoie 
wo have, nccoichiig to the folio, a line iinpoifoct fiom the same cmisc*,— 

"By thee was punched full of holes:”— 

them, however, tho qunitoa assist us by giving “- full of deadly holes”)— 

Capell punted “ Let fall thy hmllcss lance” &c.—Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector 
reads, more happily, “Let full thy pointless lance," &u. (Mr. Singer asks 
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“ Wily pointless lunco ?" Shakespeare Vindicated, &c. p. 176. But Ml-. Smgor 
might ns well lisle why both tlio ghost of CIm'onco mid the ghost of Anno 
wish Richard's swuid to fall “cdgoless.”) 


v loi. C b ) 

“il Icthought the souls of all that I had munhVd 
Came io my tent , and every one did threat 
To-moj tow's vengeance on the head of Richard*' 

There can bo no doubt (though Ritson is pleased to think otherwise) that 
these lines come m lioic most awkwardly —the nudiniinti, who had seen and 
liem d the eloon ghosts, did not need to ho told tlio cause of lhehnuVs terror, 
Mason conjeetuios- that the lines ought to he intiodueod ns a continuation of 
whut Richard sayfl to Ratcliff—“ O RatclifF, I fear, I four—and it would 
almost seem as if the editors of the folio had intended, hut forgot, to place 
them there; for in Richard's dialogue with Ratcliff, the folio entirely omits — 

14 JC t Jhch. O Ratcliff, I hnvo cl roam'd, a fearful dream 1— 

"What fchinlcest tliou,—will out friends prove all true ? 

21at. No doubt, my lord,— ” 

rind makes Ratcliff sny, very absurdly, 

41 Nay, my good lord, be not afraid qfshadows ”— 
though Richard has not spoken to him n word about his dream, 


1\ -104. ( 59 ) “ Came (a my tent, and cried on victuiyT 

This has been altered lo “- mled out Victory f ami tlio more recent edi¬ 
tors print u - rued- —On \ victory i"—Compare, for the espiession, “This 

qiuury cries on havoc,’ 1 JTumid, act v. sc. 2j and “whoso noise is ibis thuL 
ci ics on minder ?” Othello, act v, sc, T. 


P. 406, ( co ) 11 'They thus directed, we will follow” See, 
Pope printed "- ivc ourself will follow,” & c. 


l l . 41)7, C 1 ) “ Jockey of Norfolk, he not too hold,” &c 

Mr, Collier observes, “The curly copies, including the folio 1023, have ‘be 
not so bold,’ but the quarto of IG34 reads, ‘be not too bold/winch is con¬ 
sistent with the wends in Hull and llolmshed.” 

This couplet is not marked m the old copies as vend by Richard but the 
singe-direction in tlio qnaitos, u Hr [XTnrthiimberlundj shewefh him a paper,” 
nould ho alone sufficient to prove that the king,not Northumberland! reads it. 


I\ 107, ( r>J ) “ Conscience is hut a word (hat cowards use” 

fio the quartos 1597 and 1598. * D«z* being accidentally omitted in it laid 
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quarto, the editor of the folio supplied the omission by leading, u For con¬ 
science is u word/ &cT Maluku. 


V 407. ( flJ ) “ To desperate advcHtuies” See, 

According to Steevens and Mr, Collier's Ms Corrector, wo ought to change 
“ adventures" to “ ventures-" but the souse at least is not affected by the altei- 
ntion, 


P. 407 ( Gl ) “ They would rest) am the on cf &o. 

"Winburton and Mi\ Collici's Ms Co i rector would read “—^ distrain the 
one” &c . but .see Malone's note ad l. 


V. 107. (°') “ at o«r iHcitfter’fl cost ” 

This should bo “ at aw brother’s cost." but Shakespeare was led into the mis¬ 
take by following a particular edition of XIoliiished, See Malone's and 
Police's notes ad /, 

P. 400 ( CG ) fl -and exeunt fighting," &u. 

Mr. Knight retains the atage-ditection ot the old copies “- they fight 

lUchard is slam," &c t , and says in his note f “it is important to preserve it, ns 
allowing tho course of tho dramatic nction.” How Mr. Knight understands 
“the dramatic action" to bo carried on heie, I cannot conoeive. If, after 
Hi chard is killed in tho sight of the audience, Stanley enters bearing the 
crown which ho lias plucked oif from his “dead temples/'there must have 
been two Kichards in the field—Tho fact ifa, that heio, ns frequently else¬ 
where, m tho old copies, the stage-direction is a piece of mere confusion: 
If i chard and If i ohm on d wore evidently intended by the author to go off'the 
stage, fighting. (Towards the end of Macbeth, the folio has “Exeunt {Mac¬ 
beth and j\fticduff \] fighting then, immediately after, “ Enter Fighting, and 
Macbeth slainc /’ and pieseiitly, “Enter Macduffwith Machelhs head”!l )— 
It seems strange that tho modem editors should have neglected to mark a 
change of sceno hero,—which the audience of Shakespeare's clays were evi¬ 
dently intended to imagine, 


P. 400. ( ojr ) “ All this divided York and Lancaster , 

By God's fair oj dinance coujout together*” 

T have adopted liero tho punctuation which was recommended by Johnson; 
and which is also that of Mi. Collier's Ma. Collector. (Prayton lias,— 

“ which thing all-power full Elite 
So happily product out of that inosperous Bed, 

Whose manages coxim nd the White-tose and the llcdf &c. 

Voly-olbion, Fifth Song , p. 76, cd. 1622.) 
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1\ 410. ( 6S ) * Abate the edge of traitors'' &<;. 

Hr. Collier's Jls. Covrcctoi reads “llobuto f/ir crij/u," &e r> tm alteration wliieh 
ootiiiireel to myself Ion# ago, bill in this passage “vitae 1 ” may ho equivalent 
to “Jlclmlej” for it is cm tain that our unrJy writers bomctiinua use ,€ vi^hatu’* 
where syw might expect "fibula" 
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Kino IIenky the Eighth. 

Caiidikal IVolsiay 
C.uimsAr. Oampbiuh. 

Cavuoius, Ambassador from the Empovor Charles V 
Chanmeti, Ai eh bishop of Canterbury. 

Duku ov KouroLic. 

D UK13 OF B U L'KJ h UHAM. 

1>DKE OI^ SUPFOLK. 

Eahl or Sum try, 

Lord (Jliuinberluiti. 

Lord Chancellor. 

Gaudixbii, Bishop oCWnuiliostoi. 

Bishop of Lincoln, 

Lom> A iiunu avunnt. 

Loud £ani>s 
S m Hanky GuiTiTirorm. 

Sin Thomas Len kll. 

Sin Anthony Dmunr. 

Sm Nicholas Vaux, 

Secretaries to Wohii*y» 

Cromwell, Sow nut to WoUoy. 

Guuwmi, Gentleman-nsher to Qnooii Katharine. 

Three Gentlemen, 

'J )outou Buits, Physician to the King, 

Gartor King'at-Arms. 

Smvoyor to the Duko of Buckingham. 

Bjiandon, and a Scrgeant-ufc-Auns, 

J)oor-koopur of tha CoimmLcluiuibor. Porter, and his Man. 
Pngo to Gardiner, A Grier, 

QurrN Katharine, wife to King Ileury* afterwards divorced, 
Akne Pullen, lier Maul of Honour, after wauls Queen, 

An old Lady, friend to Anno Ballon. 

PAYiEhCB, woman to Qnmi Knthnrinis 

Several Lords and Ladies in the Dumb Shaw*, A Vo men attending upon the 
Queen, Scribes, Officers, Guards, and other Attendants, 

Spirits. 

Scene— Chiefly in London and Westminster, mice tit KimbolIon 



PROLOGUE. 


I come no more to make you laugh : things now, 
Tlmt hear a. weighty anti a serious brow. 

Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe, 

Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow, 

We now present* Those that can pity, here 
May, if they think it well, let fall a tear; 

The subject will deserve it. Such as give 
Their money out of hope they may believe. 

May here find truth too. Those that come to see 

Only a show or two, and so agree 

The play may pass, if they be still and willing. 

I’ll undertake may see away their shilling 
Richly in two short hours. Only they 
That come to hear a merry bawdy play, 

A noise of targets, or to see a fellow 

In a long motley coat guarded with yellow, 

Will be deceiv’d ; for, gentle hearers, know, 

To rank our chosen truth with such a show 

As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting 

Our own brains, and the opinion that wc bring, 

To make that only true wc now intend, 

Will leave us never an understanding friend. 
Therefore, for goodness’ sake, and as you are known 
The first and happiest hearers of the town, 

Be sad, as we would make yc; think ye see 

The very persons of our noble story 

As they were living; think you, see them great* 

And follow’d with the general throng and sweat 
Of thousand friends; then, in a moment, see 
How soon this mightiness meets misery ; 

Anti, if you can be merry then, I’ll say 
A man may weep upon his wedding-day. 



KING HENRY VIII. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. London . An anto-cfttmb&r m the palace. 

Enter y on one side, the Duke of Norfolk ; on the oilier, the Duke 
of Buokixuiiam and the. Lord Auehgavenny. 

Luck, Goucl moirow, and well met. How have ye done 
Since last we saw in France ? 

Nor, I thank your grace. 

Healthful 5 and ever since a fresh admirer 
Of what I saw there. 

Bitch, An untimely ague 

Stay’d me a prisoner in my chamber, when 
Tlio.se suns of glory, those two lights of men, 

Met in the vale of Andi‘en.( J ) 

Nor . ’Twixt Cruyncs and Arclc: 

I was then present* saw them salute on horseback \ 

Beheld them, when they lighted, how they clung 
In their embracement, as they grew together; 

Which had they, wlmt four thron’d ones could have weigh’d 
Such a compounded one ? 

Buck . All the whole time 

I was my chamber’s prisoner. 

Nor. Then you lost 

The view of earthly glory ; men might say, 

Till this time pomp was single, but now married 
To one above itself. Each following day 
Became the next day’s master, till the last 
Made former wonders it’s; to-day, the French, 
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All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods. 

Shone clown the English; and, to-morrow, they 
Made Britain India: eveiy man that stood 
Show’d like a mine. Their dwarfish pages were 
As cherubins, all gilt: the madams too, 

Not us’d to toil, did almost sweat to bear 
The pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them as a painting: now this masque 
Was cried incomparable ; and the ensuing night 
Made it a fool and beggar. The two kings, 

Equal in lustre, wore now best, now worst, 

As presence did present them ; him in eye, 

Still him in praise : and, being present both, 

'Twas said they saw but one; and no discern cr 
Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these suns 
(For so they phrase ’em) by then 1 heralds challeng’d 
The noble spirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought’s compass; that former fabulous story, 
Being now seen possible enough, got credit, 

That Bevis was believ’d. 

Buck , 0, yon go far. 

Nor. As X belong to worship, and affect 
In honour honesty, the tract of every thing 
Would by a good discourser lose some life, 

Which action’s self was tongue to,( 2 ) All was royal; 
To the disposing of it naught rebell’d, 

Order gave each thing view; the office did 
Distinctly his full function, 

Buck. Who did guide, 

I mean, who set the body and the limbs 
Of this great sport together, as you guess ? 

Nor. One, certes, that promises no element 
In such a business. 

Buck . 1 pray you, who, my lord ? 

Nor . All this was order'd by the good discretion 
Of the right-reverend Cardinal of York* 

Buck , The devil speed him ! no man’s pie is freed 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these fierce vanities ? I wonder 
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Tliat such a keecli can with liis very bulk 
Take up the rays o‘ the beneficial sun, 

And keep it from the caith. 

Nor . Surely, sir, 

There’s in him stuff that puts him to these ends; 

For, being not propp’d by ancestry, whoso grace 
Chalks successors their way; nov call’d upon 
For high feats done to the crown ; neither allied 
To eminent assistants; but, spidcr-like, 

Out of his self-drawing web, he( a ) gives us note, 

The force of his own merit makes his way; 

A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the king. 

Abew I caunot tell 

What heaven hath given him,—let some gravel* eye 
Pierce into that; but I call sec liis pride 
Peep through each part of him : whence lias he that ? 
If not from liell, the devil is a niggard ; 

Or has given all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himself. 

Buck* Why the devil, 

Upon this French going-out, took lie upon him, 
Without the privity o' the king, to appoint 
Who should attend on him ? He makes up the file 
Of all the gentry; for the most part such 
To whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon i and his own letter. 

The honourable board of council out, 

Must fetch him in lie papers. 

Aha . I do know 

Kinsmen of mine, tlnec at the least, that have 
By this so sicken’d their estates, that never 
They shall abound as formerly. 

Buck , O y many 

Have broke their backs with laying manors on ’em 
For this groat journey. What did this vanity 
13ut minister communication of 
A most poor issue ? 

Nor. Gvievingly I think. 
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The peace between the Trench and us not values 
The cost that did conclude it. 

Such Every man, 

After the hideous storm that follow’d, was 
A tiling inspir’d; and, not consulting, broke 
Into a general prophecy,—That this tempest, 

Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded 
The sudden breach on’t. 

Nor, Which is budded out; 

For France hath flaw’d the league, and hath attach’d 
Our merchants’ goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber, Is it therefore 

The ambassador is silenc’d ? 

Nor . Marry, iy’t, 

Aber. A proper title of a peace; and purchas’d 
At a superfluous rate l 

Such. Why, all this business 

Our reverend cardinal carried. 

Nor. Like it your grace, 

The state takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you 
(And take it from a heart that wishes towards you 
Honour and plenteous safety), that you read 
The cardinal’s malice and his potency 
Together? to consider further, that 
What his high hatred would effect wants not 
A minister in hia power. You know his nature, 

That he’s revengeful; and I know his sword 
Hath a sharp edge : it’s long, and, *t may be said, 

It reaches for; and where ’twill not extend, 

Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel, 

You’ll find it wholesome.—La, where comes that rock 
That I advise your shunning. 

Enter Cardinal Wolsey (the purse home before him), certain of the 
Guard, and two Secretaries with papers The Cardiual in his 
passage fixelh his eye on Buckingham, and Buckingham on 
him, both full of disdain. 

Wol. The Duke of Buckingham’s surveyor, ha? 

VOL. IV. FF 
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Where’s his examination ? 

First Seer . Hero, so please you. 

Wol. Is lie in person ready ? 

First Seer. Ay, please your grace. 

Wol. Well, we shall then know more; and Buckingham 
Shall lessen this big look. [.Exeunt Wolseij and Train 

Fuck. This butcher’s cur is venom-mou til’d/*) and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him ; therefore best 
Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar’s book 
Out-worths a noble's blood. 

Nor. What, are you chaf’d ? 

Ask God for temperance; that’s the appliance only 
Which your disease requires. 

Fuck. I read in's looks 

Matter against me; and his eye revil’d 
Me, as his abject object: at this instant 
He bores mo with some trick: lie’s gone to the king; 

I’ll follow, and outs taro him. 

Nor. Stay, my lord, 

And let your reason with your choler question 
What ’tis you go about: to climb steep lulls 
Requires slow pace at first: anger is like 
A full-hot horse, who being allow’d his way, 

Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England 
Can advise me like you: be to yourself 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck. I’ll to the king; 

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipswich fellow’s insolence ; or proclaim 
There’s difference in no persons. 

Nor. Be advis’d; 

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do singe yourself: we may outrun, 

By violent swiftness, that which we run at, 

And lose by over-running’. Know you not, 

The liie that mounts the liquor till’t run o’er, 

In seeming to augment it wastes it ? Be advis’d; 

I say again, there is no English soul 
More stronger to direct you than yourself, 
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If with the sap of reason you would quench, 

Or but allay, tlie fire of passion. 

Buck . Sir, 

I am thankful to you; and I’ll go along 
By your prescription : but this top-proud fellow 
("Whom from the flow of gall I name not, hut 
From sincere motions), by intelligence. 

And proofs as clear as founts in July, when 
We see each grain of gravel, I do know 
To he corrupt and treasonous. 

Nor. Say not, treasonous. 

Buck . To the king Pll say’t; and make my vouch as strong 
As shore of lock. Attend. This holy fox, 

Or wolf, or hoth (for he is equal ravenous 
As he is subtle, and as prone to mischief 
As able to perforndt; liis mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally), 

Only to show his pomp as well in Trance 
As here at home, suggests the king our master 
To this last costly treaty, the interview, 

That swallow’d so much treasure, and like a gloss 
Did break i’ the rinsing. ( D ) 

Nor . Faith, and so it did. 

Buck . Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning cardinal 
The articles o 1 the combination drew 
As himself pleas'd; and they were ratified 
As he cried, Thus let be: to (is much end 
As give a crutch to the dead: but our count-cardinal 
Has done this, and Tis well; for worthy Wolsey, 

Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam, treason),—Charles the emperor, 

Under pretence to see the queen his aunt 
(For ’twas indeed his colour, but he came 
To whisper Wolsey), here makes visitation : 

His fears were, that the interview betwixt 
England and France might, through their amity, 

Breed him some prejudice ; for from this league 
Peepkl harms that menac’d him: he(°) privily 
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Deals with our cardinal; and, as I trow,— 

Which I do well; for, X am sure, the emperor 
Paid ere he promis’d ; whereby his suit was granted 
Ere it was ask'd;—hut when the way was made, 

And pav’d with gold, the emperor thus desir’d,— 

That he would please to alter the Icing's course. 

And break the foresaid peace. Let the king know 
(As soon he shall by me), that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases, 

And for his own advantage. 

Nor. I am sorry 

To hear this of him; and could wish he were 
Something mistaken in’t. 

Buck. No, not a syllable; 

I do pronounce him in that very shape 
He shall appear in proof. 

Enter Brandon, a Sergeant-at-aims before him , and two or three of 

the Guard. 

Bran. Your office, sergeant; execute it. 

Serg. Sir, 

My lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arrest thee of high treason, m the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck. Lo, you, my lord, 

The net has fall'll upon me 1 I shall perish 
Under device and practice. 

Bran. I am sorry 

To see you ta’cn from liberty, to look on 
The business present: ’tis his highness* pleasure 
You shall to the Tower. 

Buck . It will help me nothing 

To plead mine innocence; for that dye is oil me 
Which makes my whit'st part black. The will of heaven 
Be done in this and all things l—I obey,— 

O my Lord Aberga’ny, fare you well! 

Bran. Nay, he must bear you company.—The king 

[To Abergavenny . 
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Is pleas’d you shall to tlie Tower, till you know 
How lie determines further, 

Abei\ As tlie duke said, 

The will of heaven he done, and the king’s pleasure 
By me obey’d ! 

Brails Here is a warrant from 

The king to attach Lord Montacule ; and the bodies 
Of the duke’s confessor, John de la Car, 

One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor,—( 7 ) 

Buck. So, so ; 

These are the limbs o* the plot:—no more, I hope. 

Bran. A monk o’ the Cliartreux, 

Buck. O, Nicholas Hopkins ?( 8 ) 

Bran . Pie. 

Buck. My surveyor is false ; the o’er-great cardinal 
Hath sbow’d him gold ; my life is spann’d already; 

I am the shadow of poor Buckingham, 

Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on, 

By darkening my clear sun.—My lor cl, farewell. ( 9 ) [ Exeunt . 


Scene II, The same. The council-chamber. 

Cornets. Enter King Henry, Cardinal Wolsey, the Lords of the 
Council,,Sir Thohas Lovell, Officers, and Attendants. The 
King enters leaning on the Cardinal’s shoulder. 

Km Hen. My life itself, and the best heart of it, 

Thanks you for tins great care : I stood i’ the level 
Of a full-cliurg’d confederacy, and give thanks 
To you that chok’d it.—Let be call’d before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham’s; in person 
I’ll hear him his confessions justify; 

And point by point the treasons of his master 
He shall again relate. 

[The King takes his state . The Lords of the Coun¬ 
cil take their several ‘places. The Cardinal 
places himself under the King's feet , on his 
right side. 
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A noise within, crying “Room for the Queen!” Enter Queen 
Katharine, ushered by the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk : 
she kneels. The King rise.th front his state } takes her up, lasses, 
and placeth her by him , 

Q. Kath . Nay, we must longer kneel: I am a suitor. 

IC lien . Arise, and take place by us :—half your suit 
Never name to us ; you have half our power: 

The other moiety, ere you ask, is given; 

Repeal your will, and lake it. 

Q. Kath, Thank your majesty. 

That you would love yourself, and in that love 
Not unconsider’d leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 

K . Hen . Lady mine, proceed. 

Q. Kath . I anx solicited, not by a few, 

And those of true condition, that your subjects 
Are in great grievance: there have been commissions 
Sent down among ’em, which hath flaw’d the heart 
Of all their loyalties:—wherein, although, 

My good lord cardinal, they vent repiouches 

Most bitterly on you, as puttcr -011 

Of these exactions, yet the king our master 

(Whose honour heaven shield from soil 1), even he escapes not 

Language unmannerly, yea, such which breaks ' 

The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 
In loud rebellion. 

Nov, Not almost appears,— 

IL doth appear j fox', upon these taxations, 

The elothieis all, not able to maintain 
The many to them longing, have put off 
The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who. 

Unfit for other life, connielFd by hunger 
And lack of other means, in desperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, arc all in uproar, 

And danger serves among them. 

K, Hen, Taxation I 

Wherein ? and what taxation ?—My lord cardinal, 
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You tlmt are blam’d for it alike with us, 

Know you of this taxation ? 

WoL Please } r ou, sir, 

I know hut of a single part, in aught 
Pertains to the state; and front but in that file 
Where others tell steps with me. 

Q. Hath, No, nay lord. 

You know no more than others 5 hut you frame 
Things that are known alike ; avhich are not wholesome 
To those which would not know them, and yet must 
Perforce he their acquaintance. These exactions. 
Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are 
Most pestilent to the hearing; anti, to bear ’em, 

The back is sacrifice to the load. They say 
They are devis’d by you; or else you suffer 
Too hard an exclamation, 

K % Hen » Still exaction! 

The nature of it ? in what kind, let’s know, 

Is tills exaction ? 

Q. Kath . I am much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience; hut am bolden'd 
Under your promis’d pardon, The subjects’ grief 
Comes through commissions, which compel from each 
The sixth part of his substance, to he levied 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this 
Is nam’d, your wars in France : this makes hold mouths 
Tongues spit their duties out* and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them; their curses now 
Live where their prayers did; and it’s come to pass, 
This( 10 ) tractable obedience is a shave 
To each incensed will. I would your highness 
Would give it quick consideration, for 
There is no primer business. ( n ) 

K. Hen . Py my life, 

This is against our pleasure. 

IVoh And for me, 

I have no further gone in this than by 
A single voice; and that not pass’d mo but 
By learned approbation of the judges. If I am 
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Traduc’d hy ignorant tongues, which neither know 

My faculties nor person* yet will be 

The chronicles of my doing,—let me say 

’Tis hut the fate of place, and the rough brake 

That virtue must go through. Wc must not stint 

Our necessary actions, in the fear 

To cope malicious censnvers; which ever. 

As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
That is new-trimin'd, but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing, What we oft do best, 

By sick interpieters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow’d; wlmt worst, as oft, 

Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up 
For oiu* best act,( 12 ) If we shall stand still, 

In feur our motion will be mock’d or carp’d at, 

We should take root here where wc sit, or sit 
State-statues only, 

1C Hen. Things done well, 

And with a care, exempt themselves from fear; 

Things done without example, in their issue 
Are to be fear’d. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission ? I believe, not any. 

We must not rend our subjects from our laws, 

And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each ? 

A trembling ( 13 ) contribution ! Why, we take 
From every tree lop, bark, and part o’ the timber •> 

And, though we leave it, with a root, thus hack’d, 

The air will drink the sap. To every county 
Where this is question’d send our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that lias denied 
The force of this commission: pray, look to’t; 

I put it to your care. 

TFqL A word with you. [2b the Secretary* 

Let there he letters writ to every shire, 

Of the king's grace and pardon. The griev’d commons 

Hardly conceive of me ^ let it be nois’d 

That through our intercession this revolvement 

And pardon comes: I shall anon advise you 

Further in the proceeding- [Exit Secretary* 
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Hater Surveyor, 

Q. Hath, I am sorry that the Duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your displeasure. 

IC Hen • It grieves many : 

Tlie gentleman is learn’d, and a most rare speaker; 

To nature none more bound ; his training such. 

That, he may furnish and instruct great teachers. 

And never seek for aid out of himself. Yet see, 

When these so noble benefits shall prove 

Not well dispos’d, the mind growing once corrupt, 

They turn to vicious forms, ten times snore ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This man so complete. 

Who was enroll’d 'mongst wonders, and when we, 

Almost with ravish’d listening, could not find 
His hour of speech a minute ; lie, my lady, 

Hath mto monstrous habits put the graces 
That once were his, and is become as black 
As if besmear’d in hell. Sit by us; you shall hear 
(This was his gentleman in trust) of him 
Things to strike honour sack—Bid him recount 
The fore-recited practices; whereof 
We cannot feel too‘little, hear too much. 

WoU Stand forth, and with bold spirit relate what you, 
Most like a careful subject, have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 

jY. Men, Speak freely, 

Surv* First, it was usual with him, every day 
It would infect his speech,—that if the king 
Should without issue die, he’ll( 14 ) carry it so 
To make the sceptre his: these very words 
I’ve heard him utter to his son-in-law, 

Lord Aberga’ny; to whom by oath he menac’d 
Revenge upon the cardinal. 

WoL Please your highness, note 

This dangerous conception in this point. 

Not friended by his wish, to your high person 
His will is most, malign ant; and it stretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 
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Q t Kath. My 1 earn’d loud cardinal. 

Deliver all with charity. 

IC Hen, Speak on: 

TIow grounded lie liis title to the ciown, 

Upon our fail ? to this point hast thou heard him 
At any time speak aught ? 

Sur u. He was brought to this 

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins.( lG ) 

K . Hen. What was Unit Hopkins ? 

Surv. Sir, a Chartreux friar, 

His confessor; who fed him every minute 
With words of sovereignty. 

K. lien. How know’st thou this ? 

Surv. Not long before your liiglmess sped to France, 
The duke being at the Rose, within the parish 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
"What was the speech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey : I replied, 

Mon fear’d ( lb ) the French would prove perfidious. 

To the king’s danger. Presently the duke 
Said, ’twas the Fear, indeed ; and that lie doubted 
’Twould prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy monk ; tf that oft,” says he, 
et Hath sent to me, wishing me to permit 
John de la Car, my chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of some moment; 

"Whom after under the confession’s seal( n ) 

He solemnly had sworn, that what lie spoke 
My chaplain to no creature living, but 
To me, should utter, with demure confidence 
This patisingly ensu’d,—Neither the king nor’s heirs 
(Tell you the duke) shall prosper: bid him strive 
To gain( 18 ) the love o’ the commonalty: the duke 
Shall govern England. ” 

(3. Kath « If I know you well, 

You were the duke’s surveyor, and lost your oiKce 
On the complaint o’ the tenants: take good heed 
You charge not in your spleen a noble peison. 

And spoil your nobler soul: I say, take heed; 
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Yes, heartily beseech you. 

IC Hen . Let him on.— 

Go forward. 

Sum, On my soul, Til speak but truth. 

I told my lord the duke, by the devil’s illusions 
The monk might be deceiv'd; and that ’twas dangerous for 
him ( lfJ ) 

To ruminate on this so far, until 

It forg'd him some design, which, being believ'd, 

It was much like to do : lie answer’d, “ Tush, 

It can do me no damage;" adding further. 

That, had the king in his last sickness fail'd, 

The cardinal’s and Sir Thomas Lovell’s heads 
Should have gone off. 

K. lien, Ha! what, so rank? Ah-ha! 

There’s mischief in this man :—eanst thou say further? 

Sum, I can, my liege, 

IC Hen . Proceed, 

Surv. J Being at Greenwich, 

After your highness had reprov’d the duke 
About Sir William Blomer,— 

AT. Hen , I remember 

Of such a time:—being my sworn servant, 

The duke retain’d him his.—But on; what lienee ? 

Sum, (e If,” quoth he , <f I far this had been committed. 
As, to the Tower, I thought,—I would have play’d 
The part my father meant to act upon 
The usurper Richard; who, being at Salisbury, 

Made suit to come in 5 s presence ; which if granted. 

As he made semblance of his duty, would 
Have put his knife into him." 

AT. Hen. A giant traitor ! 

Wol. Now, madam, may his highness live in freedom, 

And this man out of prison ? 

Q, Kath, God mend all! 

K, Hen . There’s something more would out of tliee; wliat 
say’st ? 

Surv. After “the dukeliisfather,” with “the knife," 

He stretch’d him, and, with one hand on his dagger, 
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Another spread on's breast, mounting his eyes, 

He did discharge a horrible oath; whose tenour 
Was,—weic he evil us'd, he would outgo 
His father by as much as a performance 
Does an irresolute purpose. 

K. Ilea. There's liis period. 

To sheathe his knife in us. tie is attach’d; 

Call him to present trial: if he may 
find mercy in the law, 1 tis liis; if none, 

Let him not seek’t of us: by day and night, 

He’s traitor to the lieight.( 20 ) [Exeunt. 


Scene III. The same . A roovi in the palace. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain a/ad Lord Sands. 

Cham . Is’t possible the spells of France should juggle 
Men into such strange mysteries ? 

Sands. Now customs. 

Though they be never so ridiculous. 

Nay, let 'em be unmanly, yet are follow’d. 

Cham. As far as I see, all the good our English 
Have got by the late voyage is but merely 
A fit or two o' the lace; but they are shrewd ones; 

For when they hold ’em, you would swear directly 
Their very noses had been counsellors 
To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep state so. 

Sands. They have all new legs, and lame ones: one would 
take it. 

That never saw ’em pace before, the spavin 
Or springhalt reign’d among ’em,( 21 ) 

Cham . Death ! my lord, 

Their clothes are after such a pagan cut too^ 22 ) 

That, sure, they’ve worn out Christendom. 

Enter Sir Thomas Loyeld, 

How now l 

What news. Sir Thomas Lovell ? 

Lov. Faith, my lord, 

I hear of none, but the new proclamation 
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That’s clapp’d upon the court-gate* 

Cham. Wlmt is’t for ? 

Lot j. The reformation of our travelled gallants, 

That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 

Cham . Tun. glad ’tis there: now I would pray our mon- 
sieurs 

To think an English courtier may he wise, 

And never see the Louvre. 

Lov. They must either 

(Tor so run the conditions) leave those remnants 
Of fool and feather, that they got in France, 

With all tlieir honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto (as fights and fireworks ; 

Abusing better men than they can he, 

Out of a foreign wisdom), renouncing clean 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings, 

Short blister’d breeches, and those types of travel. 

And understand again like honest men ; 

Or pack to their old playfellows: there, I take it, 

They may, cum jmvilegio, wear (^) away 

The lag end of their lewdness, and be laugh’d at. 

Sands . ’Tis time to give ’em physic, their diseases 
Are grown so catching. 

Cham . What a loss our ladies 

Will have of these trim vanities! 

Lov. Ay, marry. 

There will be woe indeed, lords: the sly whoresons 
Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies; 

A French song and a fiddle has no fellow. 

Sands, The devil fiddle ’em ! I am glad they are going 
(For, sure, there’s no converting of 'em) : now 
An honest country lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring liis plain-song, 

And have an hour of hearing ; and, byT lady, 

Held current music too. 

Cham . Well said, Lord Sands; 

Xoiir colt’s tooth is not cast yet. 

Sands . No, myloid; 

Nor shall not, while I have a stump. 
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Cham. Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a-going? 

Lov. To the cardinal’s: 

Your lordship is a guest too. 

Cham, Oj 'tia true ; 

This night he makes a supper, and a great one, 

To many lords and ladies; there will he 
The beauty of this kingdom, I’ll assure you. 

Lov. That churchman hears a bounteous mind indeed, 

A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us; 

His clews fall every where, 

Cham. No doubt lie’s noble; 

Ho had a black mouth that said other of him. 

Sands . He may, my lord,—has( 2i ) wherewithal; in him 
Sparing would show a worse sin than ill doctrine : 

Men of his way should be most liberal; 

They are set here for examples. 

Cham . True, they are so ; 

But few now give so great ones. My barge stays ; 

Your lordship shall along.—Come, good Sir Thomas, 

We shall be late else ; which I would not be, 

For I was spoke to, with Sir Hemy G uildford 
Tliis nig]it to be comptrollers. 

Sands. I am your lordship’s, [lixrmt. 


Scene IV. The same. 2Vie presence-chamber tti YorJc-Tlacc, 

Hautboys. A small tabic under a state for the Cardinal, a longer 
table for the quests. JUnter, on o?ie side, Aran Bullion and 
divers Lords, Ladies, and Gentlewomen, as guests ; on the 
other, enter Sir llnsuv Guiidfoed. 

Guild . Ladies, a general welcome from his grace 
Salutes ye all; this night lie dedicates 
To fair content and you ; none here, he hopes, 

In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad; lie would have all as merry 
As, first, good company, good wine, good welcome. 

Can make good people.—O, my lord, you’re tardy: 
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Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and Sir Thomas Lovell, 

The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp’d wings to me. 

Cham . You are young, Sir Harry Guildford. 

Sands . Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal 
But half my lay thoughts in him, some of these 
Should find a running banquet ere they rested, 

I think would better please ’em : by my life, 

They are a sweet society of fair ones. 

Lov. O, that your lordship were hut now confessor 
To one or two of these ! 

Sands. I would I were; 

They should find easy penance. 

Lov . Faith, how easy ? 

Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it. 

Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit ?—Sir Harry, 
Place you that side; I’ll take the charge of this: 

His grace is entering.—Nay, you must not freeze; 

Two women plac’d together makes cold weather :— 

My Lord Sands, you are one will keep ’em waking ; 

Play, sit between these ladies. 

Sands. By my faith, 

And thank your lordship.—By your leave, sweet ladies: 

[jSfeafc himself between Anne Bullen and another Lady . 
If I chance to talk ft little wild, forgive me ; 

I had it from my father. 

Anne , Was lie mad, sir ? 

Sands. 0, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too : 

But he would bite none; just as I do now,— 

He would kiss you twenty with a breath. [Kisses her. 

Cham. Well said, my lord.— 

So, now you’re fairly seated.—Gentlemen, 

The penance lies on you, if these fair ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

Sands . For my little cure, 

Let me alone. 

Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wodset, attended, and tabes his stale. 
Wol. Ye’re welcome, my fair guests: that noble lady, 
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Or gentleman, that is not freely merry. 

Is not my friend: this, to confirm my welcome; 

And. to you all, good health, [Drinks. 

Sands. Your grace is noble :— 

Let me have such a howl may hold my thanlcs, 

And save me so much talking. 

JVol. My Lord Sands, 

I am beholding to you: cheer your neighbours,— 

Ladies, you arc not merry:—gentlemen, 

"Whose fault is this ? 

Sands. The red wine first must rise 

In their fair cheeks, my lord; then we shall have ’em 
Talk us to silence. 

Anne . You are a merry gamester, 

My Lord Sands. 

Sands* Yes, if I make my play. 

Here’s to your ladyship : and pledge it, madam, 

.For ’tis to such a thing,— 

Anne , You cannot show me. 

Sands. I told your grace they would talk anon. 

[Drum and trumpets , chambers discharged , within . 
WoL What’s that ? 

Cham . Look out there, some of ye. [ Exit a Servant . 
JVol. What warlike voice, 

And to what end, is this ?—Nay, ladies, fear not; 

By all the laws of war ye’re privileg’d. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Cham . How now! whatis’t? 

Serv . A noble troop of strangers,— 

For so they seem: they’ve left their barge, and landed ; 

And hither make, as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. 

JVol . Good lord chamberlain, 

Go, give ’em welcome; you can speak the French tongue ; 
And, pray, receive ’em nobly, and conduct ’em 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at full upon them,—Some attend him. 

[Exit Chamberlain, attended . All rise, and tables removed . 
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You have now a bioken banquet; but well mend it. 

A good digestion to you all: and once more 
I shower a welcome on ye;—welcome all. 

Hautboys. Enter the King and others, as masquers, habited like 
shepherds, ushered by the Lord Chamberlain. They pass di¬ 
rectly before the Cardinal, and gracefully salute him . 

A noble company! what are their pleasures ? 

Cham , Because they speak no English, thus they pray’d 
To tell your grace,—that, having heard by fame 
Of this so noble and so fair assembly 
This night to meet here, they could do no less, 

Out of the great respect they bear to beauty, 

But leave their flocks; and, under your fair conduct, 

Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat 
An hour of levels with 'em. 

Woh Say, lord chamberlain, 

They have done my poor house grace; for which I pay ’em 
A thousand thanks, and pray ’em take their pleasures. 

[Ladies chosen for the dance. The King chooses 
Anne Bullert . 

K. ITen . The fairest hand T ever touch’d! 0 beauty, 

Till now I never knew thee ! [Music. Dance. 

Woh My lord,— 

Cham. Your grace? 

JVol. Bray, tell ’em. thus much from me:— 

There should he one amongst 'em, by his person, 

More worthy this place than myself; to whom, 

If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
I would surrender it. 

Cham. I will, my lord. 

[ffoc? to the Masquers ^ and returns , 

Hoi. What say they ? 

Cham . Such a one, they all confess, 

There is indeed; which they would have your grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

Woh Let me see, then, 

[Comes from his state. 
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By all your good leaves, gentlemen ;—here I’ll mate 
My royal choice. 

K. Hen* Ye have found him, cardinal: [ Unmasking* 

You hold a Pair assembly; you do well, lord: 

You are a churchman, or, I’ll tell you, cardinal, 

I should judge now unhappily. 

JVoL I am glad 

Your grace is grown so pleasant. 

K. Hen • My lord chamberlain, 

Prithee, come hither ^ what fair lady's that? 

Cham. An’fc please your grace. Sir Thomas Bull oil’s 
daughter,— 

The Viscount llocliford,—one of her highness’ women. 

fC Hen. By heaven, she is a dainty one,—Sweetheart, 

I were unmannerly, to take you out, 

And not to kiss you.—A health, gentlemen ! 

Let it go round. 

JFol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready 
I* the privy chamber ? 

Lov . Yes, my lord. 

WoL Your grace, 

I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 

K. lien , I fear, too much, 

WoL There’s fresher air, zny lord, 

In the next chamber. 

K . Hen . Lead in your ladies, every one:—sweet partner, 
I must not yet forsake you :— jet's be merry :— 

Good my lord cardinal, I have half a dozen healths 
To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure 
To lead ’em once again; and then let’s dream 
Who’s best in favour.—Let the music knock it. 

[Eaewit with trumpets* 


ACT II. 

Scene I. Londoii* A street . 

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting. 
.First Gent. Whither away so fast? 



S.CENU 1 ] 


KING IIENRY Vlir. 


m 


Sec. Gent. 0,—God save ye ! 

E’en to the hall, to hear what shall become 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 

First Gent . I'll save you 

That labour, sir. All’s now done, but tho ceremony 
Of bringing back the prisoner. 

Sec. Gent . Were you there? 

First Gent . Yes, indeed, was I, 

Sec. Gent . Pray, speak what has happen’d. 

First Gent , You may guess quickly wliat. 

Sec. Gent . Is he found guilty? 

First Gent. Yes, truly is lie, and condemn’d upon’t. 

Sec. Gent. I am sorry for T t. 

First Gent. So are a number more* 

Sec. Gent. But, pray, how pass’d it? 

First Gent. 1*11 tell you in a little. The great duke 
Came to the bar; where to his accusations 
He pleaded, still, not guilty, and alleg’d 
Many sharp reasons to defeat the law. 

The king’s attorney, on the contrary, 

Urg’d on the examinations, proofs, confessions 
Of divers witnesses; which the duke desir'd 
To lmve( 25 ) brought, viva voce, to his face: 

At which appear’d against him his surveyor; 

Sir Gilbert Peck his chancellor; and John Car, 

Confessor to him ; with that devil-monk, 

Hopkins, tl\at made this mischief. 

Sec . Gent. That was he 

That fed him with his prophecies ? 

First Gent . The same. 

All these accus’d him strongly ; which lie fain 
Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he could not: 

And so his peers, upon this evidence. 

Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 
He spoke, and learnedly, for life ; but all 
Was either pitied in him oi forgotten. 

Sec . Ge?it. After all this, how did he bear himself? 

First Gent. When he was brought again to the bar, to 
bear 
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His knell rung out, his judgment,—he was stirv’d 
With such an agony, he swet extremely, 

And something spoke in clioler, ill, and hasty: 

But he fell to himself again, and sweetly 
In all the rest show’d a most noble patience. 

See. Gent. I do not think he fears death. 

First Gant. Sure, he does not, — 

He never was so womanish; the cause 
He may a little grieve at. 

Sec. Gent. Certainly 

The cardinal is the end of this. 

First Gent . ’Tis likely, 

By all conjectures : first, Kildare’s attainder, 

Then deputy of Ireland; who remov’d, 

Earl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too, 

Lest he should help his father. 

Sec. Gent . That trick of state 

Was a deep envious one. 

First Gent. At his return 

No doubt he will requite it. This is noted, 

And generally,—whoever the king favours, 

The cardinal instantly will find employment, 

And far enough from court too. 

Sec. Gent. All the commons 

Hate him perniciously, and, o’ my conscience. 

Wish liim ten fathom deep; this duke as much 

They love and dote on ; call lnm bounteous Buckingham, 

The mirror of till courtesy,— 

First Gent. Stay there, sir, 

And sec the noble ruin’d man you speak of. 

Enter Buciunuiiam from his arraignment, tipstaves before him; the 
axe with the edge towards him, halberds on each side vnth him 
Sir TnoarAS Lovcll, Sir Nicholas Vaux, Sir William Sands, 
and common people. 

Sec. Gent. Let’s stand close, and behold him. 

Buck. All good people, 

You that thus far have come to pity me, 

Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me. 
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I have this day receiv’d a traitor's judgment, 

And by that name must die: yet, heaven bear witness, 

And if I heave a conscience, let it sink me, 

Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful! 

The law I bear no malice for my death; 

’T has done, upon the pi onuses, but justice: 

But those that sought it I could wish move Christians: 

13c what they will, I heartily forgive 'em : 

Yet let ’em look they glory not in mischief, 

Nor build their evils on the graves of great men ; 

For then my guiltless blood must ciy against ’em. 

For further life in this world I ne'er hope. 

Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. You few that lov’d me. 

And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 

His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying, 

Go with me, like good angels, to my end; 

And, as the long divorce of steel falls on me, 

Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice, 

And lift my soul to heaven.—Lead on, o’ God’s name. 

Lov. Ido beseech your grace, for charity, 

If ever any malice in your heart 

Were liid against me, now to forgive me frankly. 

Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive you 
As I would be forgiven : I forgive all; 

There cannot be those numberless olFcnces 

’Gainst me, that I cannot take( 2l> ) peace with: no black envy 

Shall mark( 27 ) my grave.—Commend me to Lis grace; 

And, if lie speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him 
You met him half in heaven: my vows and prayers 
Yet are the king's; and, till my soul forsake, 

Shall cry for blessings on him : may he live 
Longer than I luave time to tell Ins years! 

Ever belov’d and loving may his rule be! 

And when old time shall lead him to his end. 

Goodness and he fill up one monument 1 

Lov. To the water side I must conduct your grace; 
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Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 

Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vaux. Prepare there, 

The duke is coming : sec the barge be ready ; 

And fit it with such furniture as suits 
The greatness of his person. » 

JBuoh . Nay, Sir Nicholas, 

Let it alone ; my state now will but mock me. 

When I came hither, I was lord high constable 

And Duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward Bolniu : 

Yet I am richer than my base Accusers, 

That never knew wliat truth meant: 1 now seal it; 

And with that blood will make ’em one day groan fork. 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 

Who first rais’d head against usurping Richard, 

Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 

Being distress’d, was by that wretch betray’d, 

And without trial fell; God s peace be with him ! 
Henry the Seventh succeeding, truly pitying 
My father’s loss, like a most royal prince. 

Restor’d me to my honours, and, out of ruins, 

Made my name oucg more noble. Now his son, 

Henry the Eighth, life, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy, at one stroke has taken 
For ever from the world. I bad my trial, 

And, must needs say, a noble one; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched father : 

Yet thus far we aie oue in fortunes,—both 
Fell by our servants, by those men we lov’d most; 

A most unnatural and faithless servico I 
Heaven has an end in all: yet, you that hear me, 

This from a dying man receive as certain:— 

Where you arc liberal of your loves and counsels 

Bo sure you be not loose; for those you make friends 

And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 

The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 

Like water fiom ye, never found again 

But where they mean to sink yo, All good people. 
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Pray for me ! I must now forsake yc : the last hour 
Of my long weary life is come upon me. 

Farewell: 

And when you would say something that is sad, 

Speak how I fell.—I have clone; and God forgive me! 

[Fxeunt Buckingham and Train. 
First Gent . 0, this is full of pity!—Sir, it calls, 

I fear, too many curses on their heads 
That were the authors. 

Sec. Gent, If the duke he guiltless, 

Tis full of woe: yet I can give you inkling 
Of an ensuing evil, if it fall, 

Greater than this. 

First Gent, Good angels keep it from us ! 

Where may it be ? You do not doubt my faith, sir ? 

Sec, Gent, This secret is so Aveiglity, Twill require 
A strong faith to conceal it. 

First Gent, Let me have it; 

I do not talk mucin 

Sec, Gent . I am confident; 

You shall, sir; did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing of a separation 
Between the Icing and Katharine ? 

First Gent, Yes, but it held not: 

For when the king once heard it, out of anger 
He sent command to the lord mayor straight 
To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 

Sec, Gent, But that slander, sir, 

Is found a truth now: for it grows again ( 

Fresher than e’er it was; and held for certain 
The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal. 

Or some about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good queen, possess’d him with a scruple 
That will undo her; to confirm this too, 

Cardinal Campeius is arriv’d, and lately ; 

As all think, for this business. 

First Gent, *Tis the cardinal; 

And merely to revenge him on the emperor 
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For not bestowing on him, at his asking, 

The archbishopric of Toledo, this is purpos’d. 

Sec. Gent . I think you have hit the mark: hut is’t not 
cruel 

That she should feel the smart of this ? The cardinal 
Will have his will, and she must fall. 

First Gciitk ’Tis wofah 

We are too open here to argue this; 

Let’s think in private more. [ Exeunt . 


Scbnis II. The same. An ante-chamber m the /palace. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain, reading a letter 

Cham. fc My lord,—The horses your lordship sent for, with all 
the care I lmd, I saw well chosen, ridden, and furnished. They 
were young and handsome, and of the best bleed in the north. 
"When they were ready to set out for London, a man of my lord 
cardinal's, by commission and main power, took ’em from mo; with 
tins reason,—His master would he served before a subject, if not 
before the king; which stopped our mouths, sir.” 

I fear he will indeed: well, let him have them: 

He will have all, I think. 

Enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, 

Nor. Wei! met, my lord chamberlain. 

Cham . Good day to both your graces. 
j Su/m How is the king employ kl? 

Cham. I left him private, 

Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 

Nor. What’s the cause ? 

Chaw* It seems the marriage with his brother’s wife 
Has crept too near his conscience. 

Suf. No, his conscience 

Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor. ’Tis so: 

This is the cardinal’s doiug, the king-cardinal: 
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That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune, 

Turns what he list. The king will know him one clay. 

Suf. Pray God he do! hell never know himself else. 
Nor. How holily he works in all his business! 

And with what zeal! for, now he has crack'd the league 
Between us and the emperor, the queen’s great-nephew, 

He dives into the king’s soul, and there scatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience, 

Pears, and despairs,—and all these for his marriage : 

And out of all these to restore the king, 
lie counsels a divorce; a loss of her 
That, like a j ewcl, 1ms hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre; 

Of her that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with; even of her 
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls, 

Will bless the king: and is not this course pious ? 

Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel! ’Tis most 
true 

These news arc every where; every tongue speaks ’em, 
And every true heart weeps for’t: all that dare 
Look into these affairs see this main end,— 

The French Icing’s sister. Heaven will one day open 
Tlie king’s eyes, that so long have slept upon 
This bold bad man. 

Suf. And free us fiom his slavery. 

Nor. We had need pray, 

And heartily, for our deliverance; 

Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages : all men’s honours 
Lie like one lump before him, to be fashion’d 
Into what pitch lie please. 

Suf. For me, my lords, 

I love him not, nor fear him; there’s my creed : 

As I am made without him, so I’ll stand. 

If the king please; his ciuses and his blessings 
Touch me alike, they’re breath I not believe in. 

I knew him, and I know him; so I leave him 
To him that made him proud, the pope. 
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Nor. Let's in; 

And 'with some other business put the king 

From these sad thoughts, that work too much upon him:— 

My lord, you’ll bear us company ? 

Cham. Excuse me; 

The king has sent me otherwhere : besides, 

You'll find a most unfit time to disturb him : 

Health to your lordships, 

Nor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain, 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain. Norfolk opens a fohU 
tng-door . The King is discovered sitting > 
and reading pensively.^) 

Sitf\ How sad lie looks ! sure, he is much afflicted. 

K, Hen. Who's there, ha? 

Nor . Pray God he be not angry. 

K. Hen. Who’s there, I say ? How dare you thrust 
yourselves 

Into my private meditations ? 

Who am I, lia ? 

Nor. A gracious king that pardons all offences 
Malice ne'er meant: our breach of duty this way 
Is business of estate; in which we come 
To know your royal pleasure. 

IC lien. Ye are too bold : 

Go to; I'll make ye know your times of business : 

Is this an hour for temporal affairs, ha ? 

Enter Wolsuy and Cameius. 

Who's there ? my good lord cardinal ?—0 my Wolsey, 

The quiet of my wounded conscience; 

Tliou art a cure fit for a king.—You're welcome, 

[To Camp tins. 

Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom: 

Use us and it.—My good lord, have great care 
I he not found a talker. [To Jfolsey. 

JFol, Sir, you cannot. 

I would your grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 

K. Hen. We are busy ; go. [To Norfolk and Suffolk. 
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Nor. [aside to Suf.] This priest lias no pride in him ! 

Saf. [aside to JVor.] Not to speak of: 

I would not be so sick though for his place: 

Hut this cannot continue. 

Nor. [aside to Suf.] If it do, 

I’ll venture one lmve-at-him. 

Suf. [aside to Nor.'] I another* 

[Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk . 
IVol. Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom 
Above nil princes, in committing freely 
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom: 

Who can be angry now? what envy reach you? 

The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her, 

Must now confess, if they have any goodness, 

The trial just and noble, All the clerks, 

I mean the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms 
Have their free voices: Rome, Lhe muse of judgment, 
Invited by your noble self, hath sent 
One general tongue unto us, this good man, 

This just and learned priest, Cardinal Campeius,— 

Whom onco more I present unto your highness. 

K. lien . And once more in mine arms I bid him wel¬ 
come, 

And thank the holy conclave for their loves : 

They have sent me such a man I would have wish’d for. 

Cam , Your grace must needs deserve all strangers’ loves, 
Yon are so noble. To your highness’ hand 
I tender my commission ;—by whose virtue 
(The court of Rome commanding), you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join’d with me their servant 
In the impartial judging of this business, 

1C Hen. Two equal men. The queen shall be acquainted 
Forthwith for what you come,—Where’s Gardiner ? 

Wol. I know your majesty has always lov’d her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law,— 

Scholars allow’d fieely to argue for her. 

IC lion . Ay, and the best she shall have 5 and my favour 
To him that does best: God forbid else. Cardinal, 
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Prithee, call Gar din or to me, my new secretary : 

I find him a fit fellow. [Exit JVolsuy. 

Re-enter Wolsey, with Gaudiner. 

IVol* [aside to Gard ,] Give me your hand: much joy and 
favour to you ; 

You are the king’s now. 

Gard . [aside to TFol.] But to be commanded 
For ever by your grace, whose hand lias rais’d me. 

K, Hen . Como hither, Gardiner. [They converse apart . 
Cam . My Lord of York, was not one Doctor Pace 
In this man’s place before him ? 

7FoL Yes, he was. 

Cam* Was he not held a learned man ? 

JVoL Yes, surely. 

Cam . Bolieve me, there’s an ill opinion spread, then. 

Even of yourself, lord cardinal. 

IFoL How ! of me ? 

Cam . They will not stick to say you envied him ; 

And fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous, 

Kept him a foreign man still; which so griev'd him, 

That he ran mad and died. 

fFoL Ilcaveu’s peace be with him ! 

That’s Christian care enough : for living murmiirers 
There’s places of rebuke. lie was a fool; 

For lie would needs be virtuous : tluit good fellow, 

If I command him, follows my appointment; 

I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother, 

Wo live not to be grip’d by meaner persons. 

K. lien . Deliver this with modesty to the queen, 

[Exit Gardiner . 

The most convenient place that I can think of 
For such receipt of learning is Black-Friars ; 

There ye shall meet about this weighty business :— 

My Wolsey, see it furnish’d.—O, my lord. 

Would it not grieve an able man to leave 

So sweet a bedfellow ? But, conscience, conscience,—• 

O, 'tis a tender place! and I must leave lier. [Exeunt* 
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Scene III. The same . ante-chamber in the Queens 

apartments* 

Enter Anne Bullen and an old Lady. 

Anne . Not for that neither: here’s the pang that pinches:— 
His highness having liv’d so long with her, and she 
So good a lady that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce dishonour of her,—by my life. 

She never knew harm-doing ;—O, now , after 
So many courses of the sun enthron’d, 

Still growing in a majesty and pomp,—the which 
To leave a thousand-fold more bitter than 
'Tis sweet at first to acquire,—after this process. 

To give her the avaunt! it is a pity 
Would move a monster. 

Old L. Hearts of most hard temper 

Melt anti lament for her. 

Amie. O, God’s will! much better 

She ne’er had known pomp : though *t be temporal, 

Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It fiom the bearer, ’tis a sufferance panging 
As soul and body’s severing. 

Old L . Alas, poor lady ! 

She’s a stranger now again. 

Anne . So much the more 

Must pity drop upon her. Verily, 

I swear, *tis better to be lowly born, 

And range with humble livers in content. 

Than to be perk’d up in a glistering grief, 

And wear a golden sorrow* 

Old L. Our content 

Is our best having. 

Anne . By my troth and maidenhead, 

I would not be a queen. 

Old Z. Eeshrew me, I would, 

And venture maidenhead fov’t j and so would you, 

For all this spice of your hypocrisy : 

You, that have so fair parts of woman on you, 

Have too a woman’s heart; which ever yet 
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Affected eminence, wealth, sovereignty; 

Which, to say sooth, are blessings; and which gifts 

(Saving your mincing) the capacity 

Of your soft cheveril conscience would receive, 

If you might please to stretch it* 

Anne. Nay* good troth,— 

Old L. Yes, troth,and troth}—you would not be a queen? 

Anne . No, not for all the riches under heaven* 

Old L, Tis strange: a three-pence howVI would hire me,( 29 ) 
Old as I am, to queen it; but, I pray you, 

What think you of a duchess ? lmve you limbs 
To bear that load of title ? 

A?me. No, in truth. 

Old Xt . Then you are weakly made: pluck off a little j 
I would not be a young count in your way, 

For more than blushing conies to : if your back 
Cannot vouchsafe this burden, Tis too weak 
Ever to get a boy. 

Anne . How you do talk 1 

I swear again, I would not be a queen 
For all the world. 

Old L . In faith, for little England 

You’d venture an em balling: I myself 
Would for Carnarvonshire, although there long'd 
No more to the crown but that-—Lo, who comes here ? 

Enter Oia Lord Chamber to ur 

Cham . Good morrow, ladies. What were’t worth to know 
The secret of your conference ? 

Anne . My good lord, 

Not your demand ; it values not your asking: 

Our mistress' sorrows \vc were pitying. 

Cham . It was a gentle business, and becoming 
The action of good women; there is hope 
All will be well. 

Anne. Now, I pray God, amen! 

Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly blessings 
Follow such creatures. That you may, fair lady, 

Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note’s 
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Ta'en of your many virtues, the king's majesty 
Commends liis good opinion of you( 30 ) to you, and 
Does purpose honour to you no less Jlowfng 
Than Marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title 
A thousand pound a year, annual support, 

Out of his grace he adds. 

Anne . I do not know 

Wliat kind of my obedience I should tender; 

More than my all is nothing: nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hallow'd, nor my wishes 
Move worth than empty vanities; yet prayers and wishes 
Are all I can return. Beseech your lordship, 

Vouchsafe to speak my thanks and my obedience, 

As from a blushing handmaid, to his highness ; 

Whose health and royalty I pray for. 

Cham* Lady, 

I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit 

The king hath of you.—I have perus'd her well; [Aside, 

Beauty and honour in her are so mingled, 

That they have caught the king: and who knows yet 
But from this lady may proceed a gem 
To lighten all this isle ?—I’ll to the king, 

And say I spoke with you. 

Anne* My honour’d lord. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain* 
Old L , Why, this it is; see, see ! 

I have been begging sixteen years in court 
(Am yet a courtier beggarly), nor could 
Como pat betwixt too early and too late 
Tor any suit of pounds; and you, 0 fate ! 

A very fresh-fish here (he, he, fie upon 

This compelled fortune !), have your mouth fill'd up 

Before you open it. 

Anne . This is strange to me. 

Old L . How tastes it? is it bitter ? forty pence, no. 
There was a lady once (*tis an old story), 

That would not be a queen, that would she not, 

Eor all the mud in Egypt;—have you heard it ? 

Anne . Come, you aie pleasant. 
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Old L . With your theme, 1 could 

O’ermomit the lark. The Marchioness of Pembroke * 

A thousand pounds a year for pure respect l 
No other obligation l By my life, 

That promises more thousands: honour’s train 
Is longer than his foreskirl. By this time 
I know your hack will bear a duchess:—say. 

Are you not stronger than you were ? 

Anne . Good lady, 

Make yourself mivtli with your particular fancy, 

And leave me out on’t. Would I had no being, 

If this, salute my blood a jot: it faints me, 

To think what follows. 

The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful 
In our long absence : pray, do not deliver 
What here you’ve heard to her. 

Old A. What do you think me? 

[Etoeunt* 


Scene IV . The same . yl hall in BlacJc-Friars. 

Trumpets, sennet, and cornets. Enter two Vergers, with short silver 
wands , next them, two Scubas, in the habits of doclots , after 
them, the Arclibisho]* of Canteiu3URY alone; after him , the 
Bishops of Lincoln, Ely, 'RociirsTEa, and Saint Asaph ; next 
them , with some small distance, follows a Gentleman bearing the 
purse, with the great seal, and a cardiaaVs hat , then two Priests, 
hearing each a silver cross; then a Gcntlcman-usher bare-headed, 
accompanied with a Serg cant-n Larins hecvnng a silver mace; 
then two Gentlemen bearing two great silver pillars; after them, 
side by side, the tivo Cardinals, Wolsey and Campeiijs , two 
Noblemen with the swoidand ?nacc. Then enter the King and 
Queen, and their trains. The King takes place under the cloth 
of slate; the two Cardinals sit under him as judges. The Queen 
takes place at same distance from the King. The Bishops place 
themselves on each side the court, in manner of a consistory; 
between them, the Scribes. The Lords sit next the Bishops. The 
Crier and the rest of the Attendants stand, hi convoiient order 
about the hall 
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Let silence be commanded. 

IC . Hen . What's the need ? 

It hath already publicly been read, 

And on all sides the authority allow'd ; 

You may, then, spare that time. 

WoL Be't so.—Proceed, 

Scribe . Say, Henry King of England, come into the 
court. 

Crier, Henry King of England, &c. 

K. lien. Here. 

Scribe* Say, Katharine Queen of England, conic into the 
court. 

Crier . Katharine Queen of England, &c. 

[The Queen makes no answer > rises out of her 
chair, goes about the courts comes to the 
Kingi and kneels at Jus feet; then speaks, 

Q. Kath, Sir, I desire you do me right and justice •, 

And to bestow your pity on me: for 
I am a most poor woman, and a stranger, 

Born out of your dominions; having here 
No judge indifferent, nor no more assurance 
Of equal friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir, 

In what have I offended you ? what cause 
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasuie, 

That thus you should proceed to put me oil. 

And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witness, 

I have heen to you a true and humble wife, 

At all times to youi will conformable; 

Ever in fear to kindle your dislike, 

Yea, subject to your countenance,—glad or sorry, 

As I saw it inclin'd. When was the hour 
I ever contradicted your desire. 

Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your friends 

Have I not strove to love, although I knew 

He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine 

That had to him deriv’d your anger, did I 

Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice 

He was from thence discharg'd ? Sir, call to mind 
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That I have been your wife, in this obedience. 

Upward of twenty years, and have been blest 
"With many children by you: if, in the course 
And process of this time, you can report. 

And prove it too, against mine honour aught, 

My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty. 

Against your sacred person, in G od’s name. 

Turn me away; and let the foull'st contempt 

Shut door upon me, and so give me up 

To the sharp’st kind of justice. Please you, sir, 

The king, your father, was reputed for 
A prince most prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatch’d wit and judgment: Ferdinand, 

My father, king of Spain, was reckon’d one 
The wisest prince that there had reign’d by many 
A year before : it is not to be question’d 
That they had gather’d a wise council to them 
Of every realm, that did debate tliia business, 

Who deem’d our marriage lawful: wherefore I humbly 
Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may 
Be by my friends in Spain advis’d; whose counsel 
I will implore: if not, i’ the name of Grod, 

Your pleasure he fulfill’d 1 

IVol, You have lioro, lady 

(And of your choice), these reverend fathers ; men 
Of singular integrity and learning, 

’ Yea, the elect o 5 the laird, who are assembled 
To plead your cause: it shall be therefore bootless 
That longer you desire ( fll ) the court; as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unsettled in the king. 

Cam. His grace 

Hath spoken well and justly: therefore, madam» 

It’s fit this royal session do proceed; 

And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produc’d and heard. 

<2, Keith. Lord cardinal,— 

To you I speak. 

Wol. Your pleasure, madam ? 
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Q. Katlu Sir, 

I am about to weep \ but, thinking that 
We are a queen (or long have dreamtf so), certain 
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
I’ll turn to sparks of fire. 

Wol, Be patient yet. 

Q* Katlu I will, when you arc humble; nay, before, 
Or God will punish me. I do believe, 

Induc’d by potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy; and make my challenge 
You shall not be my judge: for it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me,— 

Which God’s dew quench! Therefore I say again, 

I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul 

Refuse you. for my judge; whom, yet once more, 

I hold my most malicious foe* and think not 
At all a friend to truth, 

Wol , I do profess 

You speak not like yourself; who ever yet 
Have stood to charity, and display’d the effects 
Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 
O’er topping woman’s power. Madam, you do me wrong 
I have no spleen against you ; nor injustice 
For you or any : how far I have proceeded, 

Or how far further shall, is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory, 

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge me 
That I have blown this coal: I do deny it: 

The king is present: if it be known to him 
That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound, 

And worthily, my falsehood! yea, as much 

As you have done my truth. If he know 

That I am free of your report, he knows 

I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 

It lies to cure me: and the cure is, to 

Remove these thoughts from you: the which before 

Ilis highness shall speak in, I do beseecli 

You, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking. 

And to say so no more. 
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Q. Kalh . My lord, my lord, 

I am a simple woman, much too weak 
To oppose your cunning. Youhe meek and humble- 
mouth'd; 

You sign your place and calling, in full seeming', 

With meekness and humility ; but your heart 
Is examin'd with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 

You have, by fortune and liis highness 1 favours* 

Gone slightly o’er low steps, and now are mounted 
Wlicie powers are your retainers; and your words, 

Domestics to you, serve your will as't pica so 
Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell you, 

You tender more your person’s honour than 
Youx high profession spiritual: that again 
I do refuse you for my judge; and here, 

Before you all, appeal unto the pope, 

To bring my whole cause 'fore his holiness, 

And to be judg'd by him. 

[She curtsies to the King i and offers to depart . 
Cam . The queen is obstinate. 

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be tried by*t: *tis not well, 

She's going away. 

AT. Tien. Call her again. 

C) ier. Katharine Queen of England, come into the court. 
Guf, Madam, you are call’d back. 

Q. Kath, What need you note it? pray you, keep your 
way; 

When you are call’d, return.—Now, the Lord help, 

They vex me past my patience !—Pray you, pass on : 

I will not tarry; no, nor evei* more 
Upon this business my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

[Exeunt Queen } Griffith, and her othei Attendants . 
A". lien . Go thy ways, Kate: 

That man i* the world who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him in naught he trusted, 

Por speaking false in that: thou art, alone 
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness, 
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Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government,— 

Obeying in commanding,—and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out). 

The queen of earthly queens :■—she’s noble bom ; 

And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

Wol. Most gracious sir, 

In humblest manner I require your highness, 

That it shall please you to declare, in hearing 
Of all these ears (for where I am robbkl and bound, 

There must 1 be unloos’d ; although not there 
At once and fully satisfied), whether ever I 
Did broach this business to your highness ; or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question on’fc ? or ever 
Have to you,—but with tlmnks to God for such 
A royal lady,—spake one the least word that might 
J3e to the prejudice of her present state, 

Or touch of her good person ? 

K. Hen . My lord cardinal, 

I do excuse you; yea, upon mine honour, 

I free you from’t. You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they aie so, but, like to village-curs, 

Bark when their fellows do : b y some of these 
The queen is put in anger. You're excus’d: 

But will you be more justified? you ever 
Have wish’d the sleeping of this business ; never 
Desir’d it to be stirr’d; but oft have hinder’d, oft, 

The passages made toward it:—on my honour, 

I speak my good lord cardinal to this point, 

And thus far clear him. Now, wlmt mov’d me to’t, 

I will be bold with time and your attention:— 

Then mark the inducement. Thus it came;—give heed 
to’t:— 

My conscience first receiv’d a tenderness, 

Scruple, and prick, on certain speechos utter’d 
By the Bishop of Bayonne, then French ambassador; 

Who had been hither sent on the debating 
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A( 32 ) marriage ’twixt the Dulce of Orleans and 
Our daughter Mary : i’ the progress of this business, 

Ere a determinate resolution, he 
(1 mean the bishop) did require a respite ; 

Wherein he might the king his lord advertise 
Whether our daughter were legitimate. 

Respecting this our marriage with the dowager, 

Sometimes our brother’s wife. This respite shook 
The bosom of my conscience, enter’d me, 

Yea, with a splitting^ 33 ) power, and made to tremble 
The region of my breast; which forc’d such way, 

That many maz’d considerings did throng, 

And press’d in with this caution, Eirst, methouglit 
I stood not in the smile of heaven ; who had 
Commanded nature, that my lady’s womb, 

If it conceiv’d a male child by me, should 

Do no more offices of life to’t than 

The giavc does to the dead; for her male issue 

Or died where they were made, or shortly after 

This world had air’d them : hence I took a thought, 

This was a judgment on me; that my kingdom, 

Well worthy the best heir o’ the world, should not 
Re gladded in’t by me : then follows, that 
I weigh'd the clanger which my realms stood in 
By this my issue’s fail ; and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in 
The wild sea of my conscience, 1 did steer 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 
Now present here together ; that’s to say, 

I meant to rectify my conscience,—which 
I then did feci full sick, and yet not well,— 

By all the reverend fathers of the land 
And doctors learn’d :—first I began in private 
With you, my Lord of Lincoln; you remember 
How under my oppression I did reck, 

When I first mov’d you. 

Lin. Yery well, my liege. 

K. lien . I have spoke long : be pleas’d yourself to say 
How far you satisfied me. 
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Lin* So please your highness, 

Tlie question did at first so stagger me,— 

Bearing a state of mighty moment in’t, 

And consequence of dread,—that I committed 
The daring’st counsel which I had to doubt; 

And did entreat your highness to this course 
Which you are running here. 

It* lien* I then mov’d you, 

My Lord of Canterbury; and got your leave 
To make this present summons :—unsolicited 
I left no reverend person in this court; 

But by particular consent proceeded 
Under your hands and seals; therefore, go on; 

For no dislike i’ the world against the person 
Of the good queen, hut the sharp thorny points 
Of my alleged reasons, drive this forward; 

Prove but our marriage lawful; by my life 
And "kingiy dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal state to come with her, 

Katharine our queen, before the primest creature 
That’s paragon’d o’ tlie world. 

Cam* So please your highness, 

The queen being absent, ’tis a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court till further day; 

Meanwhile must he an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call hack her appeal 
She intends unto his holiness, [They rise io depart* 

It Hen* I may perceive [Aside* 

These cardinals trifle with me : I abhor 
This dilatory sloth and tricks of Rome. 

My learn’d and well-beloved servant, Cranmer, 

Prithee, return; with thy approach, I know. 

My comfort comes along.—Break up the court; 

I say, set on. 


[Exeunt in manner as they entered . 
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ACT III. 

Scenjg I. London . Palace at Bridewell: a room in the 
Queen’s apartment. 

The Queen and some of her Women at work. 

Q. Keith. Take thy lute, wench: my soul grows sad with 
troubles; 

Sing, and disperse "cm, if thou canst: leave working. 

Song. 

Orpheus with Ins lute made trees, 

And the mountain-tops that freeze, 

Bow themselves, when Jig did sing : 

To his music plants and flowers 
Ever sprung 3 us sun aud showers 
There hntl made a lasting spring. 

livery thing that heard him play, 

Kven tlic billows of the sea* 

Hung their heads, and then lay by. 

In sweet music is such art, 

Killing care and grief of heart 
Tall asleep, or hearing, die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Q. Kath, How now ! 

Gent. An’t please your grace, the two great cardinals 
Wait in the presence* 

Q. Kath, Would they speak with me ? 

Gent. They will’d me say so, madam. 

(3. Kath. Pray their graces 

To come near. [Bwit Gent.] What can be their business 
With me, a poor weak woman, fall’n from favour '( 

I do not like ihoir coming, now I think on*t. 

They should he good men; their affairs as righteous: 

But all hoods make not monks. 

JUntev Womey and Chuumnm 
IVol. Peace to your highness ! 
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Q. Kailu Your graces find me here part of a housewife; 
1 would be all, against the worst may happen. 

What are your pleasures with me, reverend lords ? 

WoL May it plcaso you, noble madam, to withdraw 
Into your private chamber, we shall give you 
The full cause of our coming. 

Q. JCalk . Speak it here ; 

There’s nothing I have done 3'ct, o’ my conscience, 

Deserves a corner: would all other women 
Could speak this with as free a soul us I do 1 
My lords, I care not (so much 1 am happy 
Above a number), if my actions 
Were tried by every Longue, every eye saw ’em, 
bhivy and base opinion set against ’em, 

I know my life so even. If your business 
Seek me out, and that way I am wife in, 

Out with it boldly ; truth loves open dealing, 

WoL Tania est erga te mentis integntas , regina menh- 
aima ,— 

Q. Kaih. O, good my lord, no Latin; 

1 am not such a truant since my coming, 

As not to know the language I have liv’d in: 

A strange tongue makes my cause more strange, suspicious; 
lhay, speak in English: here arc sonic will thank you. 

If you speak truth, for Lheir poor mistress’ sake,— 

Believe me, she has had much wrong : lord cardinal, 

The willing’st sin I ever yet committed 
May bo absolv'd in English. 

WoL Noble lady, 

1 am sorry my integrity should breed 
(And service to his majesty and you) 

So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant. 

We come not by the way of accusation. 

To taint that honour every good tongue blesses, 

Nor to betray yon any way to sorrow,— 

You have too much, good lady ■ but to know 
How you stand mmded in the weighty difference 
Between the king and you ; and to deliver, 
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Like free and honest men, our just opinions, 

And comforts to your( 31 ) cause. 

Cam, Most honour’d madam. 

My Lord of York,—out of his noble nature, 

Zeal and obedience lie still bore your grace,— 

Forgetting, lilco a good man, your late censure 
Both of his truth and liim (which was too far),-—■ 

Oilers, ns 1 do, in a sign of peace, 

Trlis service and bis counsel. 

Q. Keith . To betray me. {/hide. 

My lords, I thank you both for your good wills; 

Ye ape ale like honest men (pray God, ye prove so l) i 
But how to make ye suddenly an answer, 

In such a point of weight, so near mine honour 
(More near my life, X fear), with my weak wit. 

And to such men of gravity and learning, 

In truth, I know not, I was set at work 
Among my maids ; full little, God knows, looking 
Either for such men or such business. 

For her sake that I have been (for I feel 
The last fit of my greatness), good your graces, 

Let me have time and counsel for iny cause: 

Alas, I am a woman, friendless, hopeless! 

fp r oL Madam, you wrong the king’s love with these fears: 
Your hopes and friends are infinite, 

Q t Kath . In England 

But little for my profit: can you think, lords. 

That any Englishman dare give me counsel ? 

Or be ft known friend, ’gainst his highness’ pleasure 
(Though he bo grown ho desperate to bo honest), 

And live a subject? Nay, forsooth, my friends, 

They that must weigh out my afilictions, 

They that my trust must grow to, live not hero: 

They are, as all my other comforts, far hence, 

In mine own country, lords. 

Cam, X would your grace 

Would leave your griefs, and take my counsel. 

Q* Kath, IIow, sir ? 
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Cam . Put your main cause into the king’s protection; 
He’s loving and most gracious : ’twill be much 
Both for your honour better and your cause; 

For if the trial of the law o’er take ye, 
you’ll part away disgrac’d. 

Wal< He tells you. rightly. 

Q. Kath . Ye tell me what ye wish for both,—my ruin: 

Is this your Christian counsel? out upon ye 1 
Heaven is above all yet; there sits a Judge 
That no king can corrupt. 

Cam . Your rage mistakes us. 

Q. Kath* The more shame for ye: holy men I thought ye, 
Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues; 

But cardinal sins and hollow hearts I fear ye: 

Mend ’em, fur shame, my lords. Is this your comfort ? 

The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady,— 

A woman lost among ye, laugh’d at, scorn’d ? 

I will not wish ye lifilf my miseries; 

I have more charity : but say, I warn’d yc; 

Take heed, for heaven’s sake, take heed, lest at once 
The burden of my sorrows fall upon ye. 

Wol. Madam, this is a mere distraction ; 

You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Q, Kath. Ye turn me into nothing: woe upon ye, 

And all such false professors! would you have me 
(If you have any justice, any pity; 

If ye be any tiling but churchmen’s habits,) 

Put my sick cause into his hands that hates me ? 

Alas, hns{ 3 *) banish’d me his bed already,— 

His love, too long ago ! I am old, my lords, 

And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 
To mo above this wretchedness ? all your studies 
Make me a curse like this. 

Cam , Your fears are worse. 

Q. Kalh. Have I liv’d thus long— (let me speak myself, 
Since virtue finds no friends)—a wife, a true one ? 

A woman (I dare say, without vain-glory,) 

Never yel branded with suspicion? 
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Have X with all my full affections 

Still met the king ? lov’d him next heaveu ? obey’d him ? 
Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him ? 

Almost forgot my prayers to content him? 

And am I tints rewarded? ’tis not well, lords. 

Bring me a constant woman to her husband, 

One that ne’er dream"tl a joy beyond his pleasure; 

And to that woman, when she lias done most, 

Yet will I add an honour,—a great patience, 

JVol . Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 

Q . ICalh. My lord, I dare not make inyself so guilty, 

To give up willingly that noble title 
Your master wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall o’er divorce my dignities. 

WoU Pray, hear me. 

Q. Kath , Would I had never trod this English earth, 

Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it I 

Ye have angels* faces, but heaven knows your hearts. 

What will become of me now, wretched lady \ 

1 am the most unhappy woman living.— 

Alas, j)°or wenches, where are now your fortunes ! 

[To her Women* 

Shipwreck’d upon a kingdom, where no pity, 

No friends, no hope; no kindred weep for mo; 

Almost no grave allow’d me :—like the lily, 

That once was mistress of the field and flourish'd, 

I’ll hang* my head and perish. 

Wol, If your grace 

Could but he brought to know our ends are honest, 

You’d feel more comfort: why should wo, good lady, 

Upon what cause, wrong you ? alas, our places, 

The way of our profession is against it: 

"VVe are to cure such sorrows, not to sow ’em. 

Eor goodness’ sake, consider what you do; 

How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly 

Grow from the king's acquaintance, by this carriage. 

The hearts of princes kiss obedience. 

So much they love it; but to stubborn spirits 
They swell, and grow as terrible as storms. 
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I know you have a gentle, noble temper, 

A soul as even as a calm : pray 3 think us 

Those wo profess, peace-makers, friends, and servants. 

Cam . Madam, you’ll find it so. You wrong your virtues 
With these weak women's fears : a noble spirit, 

As yours was put into you, ever casts 

Such doubts, ns false coin, from it. The king loves you ; 

Beware you lose it not: for us, if yon please 

To trust us in your business, we are ready 

To use our utmost studies in your service, 

Q. Kath. Do what yo will, my lords: and, pray, forgive 
me, 

If I have us'd myself unmannerly j 
You know I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such poisons. 

Pray, do my service to his majesty: 

He has my heart yet; and shall have my prayers 
While I shall have my life. Como, reverend fathers, 

Bestow your counsels on me : she now begs, 

That little thought, when she set footing here, 

She should have bought her dignities so dear* 


Scene II. The same . Ante-chamber to the King's apartment 
in Ike palace m 

JSnlor tficPnko of Koufolu, the, Duke of Suffolk, the Eavl of 
SunKEY, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. If you will now unite in your complaints, 

And force them with a constancy, the cardinal 
Cannot stand under them: if you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promise 
But that you shall sustain more new disgraces, 

With these you bear already. 

Sur, I am joyful 

To meet the least occasion that may give mo 
Uomcinhrauco of my father-in-law, the duke, 

To bo reveng’d on him. 

Suf. 


Which of the peers 
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Have uncontemnM gone by him, or at least 
Strangely neglected ? when did lie regard 
The stamp of nobleness in any person 
Out of himself? 

Cham. My lords, you spoalc your pleasures : 

What he deserves of you and me I know; 

Wliat we can do to him (though now the time 
Gives way to us) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in’s tongue. 

Nor. O, fear him not *, 

His spell in that is out: the king hath found 
Matter against him that for ever mars 
The honey of his language. No* lie’s settled* 

Not to come off, in his displeasure. 

Sui\ Sir, 

I should he glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor. Believe it, this is true : 

In the divorce his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded; wherein lie appears 
As I would wish mine enemy. 

Snr. How came 

His practices to light? 

j Suf. Most strangely. 

iSur. O, how, how ? 

Suf. The cardinal’s letters to the pope miscarried* 
And came to the eye o’ the king: wherein was read* 
How 7 that the cardinal did entreat his holiness 
To stay the judgment o’ the divorce; for if 
It did take place, " I do,” quoth he* "perceive 
My king is tangled in affection to 
A creature of the queen's. Lady Anne Sullen. 11 

Su7\ Has the king this 1 

Suf. Believe it. 

Sur. Will this work ? 

Cham , The king hi this perceives him* how he coasts 
And hedges his own way. But in this point 
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All his tricks founder, and lie brings liis physic 
After liis patient's death i the king already 
Hath married the fair lady. 

Sw\ Would he had! 

Suf. May you he happy in your wish, my lord l 
For, I profess, you have it. 

Stir. Now, all my joy( 36 ) 

Trace the conjunctioji 1 

Sttf. My amen to’t! 

Nor* All men's! 

Suf. There's order given for her coronation : 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 
To some ears umecounted.—But, my loids, 

She is a gallant creature, and complete 
In mind and feature: I persuade me, from her 
"Will fall some blessing to this land, which shall 
In it be memoriz'd. 

Sm\ But, will the king 

Digest this letter of the cardinal’s? 

The Lord forbid! 

Nor. Marry, amen! 

Suf. No, no; 

There be more wasps that buzz about his nose 
"Will make this sting the sooner. Cardinal Campeius 
Is stol’n away to Home; hath ta’en no leave; 

Has left the cause o’ the king unhandled; and 
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal, 

To second all liis plot. I do assure you 
The lung cried Ha 1 at this. 

Cham. Now, God incense him, 

And let him cry Ha! louder ! 

Nor. But, my lord, 

‘When returns Cranmer ? 

Suf. He is return’d, in his opinions ; which 
Have satisfied the king for his divorce, 

Together with all famous colleges 
Almost in Christendom : shortly, I believe, 

His second marriage shall be publish'd, and 
Her coronation, Katharine no moie 
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Shall he call'd queen, but princess dowager 
And widow to Prince Arthur, 

Nor. Tliis same Cranmcr’s 

A worthy fellow, and liatli ta’en much pain 
In the king’s business, 

Suf. lie has; and we shall see him 

For it an archbishop. 

Nor. So I hear, 

Suf ’Tin so.— 

The cardinal \ 


Enter Wolsey and Crowell. 

Nor. Observe, observe, lie’s moody. 

Wol. The packet, Cromwell, 

Gave 't you the king?( 37 ) 

Crow, To his own hand, in’s bedchamber. 

Wol. Look’d he o’ the inside of the paper ? 

Cronu Presently 

tie did unseal them; and the first he view’d, 

He did it with a serious mind; a heed 
Was in Ins countenance. You he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

Wol. Is lie ready 

To come abroad ? 

Crom. I think, by this lie is. 

Wol . Leave me awhile. [Exit Cromwell* 

It shall be to the Duchess of Alone;on, 

The French king’s sister: he shall marry her.— 

Anno Pullen! No \ I’ll no Anne Bullcns for him : 

There’s more in’t than fair visage.—Pullen ! 

No, well no Pullens.—-Speedily I wish 

To hear from Rome.—The Marchioness of Pembroke ! 

Nor. He’s discontented. 

Suf. May be, lie hears the king 

Dues whet his anger to liim. 

Sitr. Sharp enough, 

Lord, for thy justice! 

Wol . The late queen’s gentlewoman, a knight’s daughter, 
To be her mis tress’ mistress! the queen’s queen!*— 
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This candle burns not clear: *tis I must snuff it j 
Then out it goes.—What though I know her virtuous 
And well deserving ? yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran; and not wholesome to 
Our cause, that she should he i’ the bosom of 
Our hard-rul'd king. Again, there is sprung up 
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer; one 
Hath ciawl’d into the favour of the king, 

And is his oracle. 

No)\ He is vex'd at something. 

Sur. I would ’twere something that would fret the stiing. 
The master-cord on *s heart! 

Suf. The king, the king * 

Jhiler the King, rending a schedule, and Lovell 

K. lien. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own portion ! and wliat expense by the hour 
Seems to flow from him! How, i 1 the name of thrift, 

Does lie rake this together !—Now, my lords,— 

Saw you tho cardinal ? 

Nor . My lord, we have 

Stood here observing him : some strange commotion 
Is ill his brain : lie bites his lip, and starts ; 

Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground, 

Then lays Ills finger on his temple; straight 
Springs out into fast gait; then stops again. 

Strikes his breast hard; and anon he casts 

TIis eye against the moon; in most strange postures 

We have seen him set himself. 

K. lien . It may well be ; 

There is a mutiny in’s mind. This morning* 

Papers of state lie sent me to peruse, 

As I requir'd : and wot you wliat I found 
There,—on my conscience, put unwittingly ? 

Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing,— 

The several parcels of his plate, his treasure, 

Hich stuffs, and ornaments of household ; which 
I find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks 
Possession of a subject. 

VOL. iv. u 
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Nor. It’s heaven's will: 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet, 

To bless your eye withal. 

JC. lien . If we did think 

Ills contemplation were above tlic earth, 

Ancl fix’d on spiritual object* he should still 
Dwell in his niusings- hut I am afraid 
His thinkings avo below the moon, not worth 
Hia serious considering. 

[He takes his seat y and whispers Lovell, who 
goes to Wolsey , 

WoL Heaven forgive me !— 

Ever God bless your highness ! 

1C. lien . Good my lord, 

You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory 
Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o’er ; you have scarce time 
To steal from spiritual leisure ( 36 ) a brief span 
To keep your earthly audit: sure, in that 
I deem you an ill husband, and am glad 
To have you therein my companion, 

WoL Sir, 

Eor holy offices I have a time; a time 
To think upon the part of business which 
I bear i* the state; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which perforce 
I, her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal, 

Must give my lendenco to. 

1C. lien. You have said well. 

WoL And ever may your highness yoke together, 

As I will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well saying! 

1C. Hen. *Tis well said again ; 

And l tis a kind of good deed to say well: 

And yet words arc no deeds. My father lov'd you : 

He said he did j and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since X had my office, 

I have kept you next my heart; have not alone 
Employ’d you where high profits might come homo. 
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But par’d my present havings, to bestow 
My boiuities upon you. 

Wioh What should this mean ? [/Iside* 

Sur . The Lord increase this business! [Aside to others . 

K. Han. Have I not made you 

The prime man of the state ? I pray you, tell me, 

If what I now pronounce you have found true; 

And, if you may confess it, say withal, 

If you are bound to us or no. What say you ? 

JVoh M} r sovereign, I confess your royal graces, 

SI lower'd on me daily, have been more than could 
My studied purposes requite ; which went 
Beyond all man's endeavours :■—my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires, 

Yet iiTd( 39 ) with my abilities: mine own ends 
Have been mine so, that evermoie they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person and 
Tlie profit of the slate, For your great graces 
Heap’d upon me, poor undeserver, I 
Can nothing render hut allegiant thanks; 

My prayers to heaven for you; my loyalty, 

Which ever has and ever shall be growing, 

Till death, that winter, kill it. 

IC lien , Fairly answer’d; 

A loyal and obedient subject is 
Therein illustrated: the honour of it 
Does pay the act of it; as, i’ the contrary. 

The foulness is the punishment. I presume 
That, as my hand has open’d bounty to you, 

My heart dropp’d love, my power rain’d honour, more 
On you than any; so your hand and heart, 

Your brain, and every function of your power, 

Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty, 

As ’twere in love’s particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

JVol . I do profess 

That for your high lies a’ good I ever labour’d 
More than mine own; that am, have, and will be,—( 10 ) 
Though all the world should crack their duty to you, 
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And throw it from tlieir soul; though perils did 
Abound, eis thick as thought could make ’em, and 
Appear in forms more horrid,—yet my duty. 

As doth a rock against the chiding flood, 

Should the approach of this wild river break, 

And stand unshaken yours. 

IC Hen. ’Tis nobly spoken :— 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, 

For you have seen him open't.—-Head o'er this; 

[Giving himpajicrs* 

And after, this: and then to breakfast with 
What appetite you have. 

[Exit, frowning upon Cardinal JVolsey: the Nobles 
throng after him 9 smiling and whispering. 
TVoL What should this mean ? 

What sudden anger’s this ? how have I reap'd it ? 

He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Heap’d from his eyes: so looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall’d him j 
Then makes him nothing, I must read this paper; 

I fear, the story of his anger.—-’Tis so j 
This paper has undono me ■—'tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together 
3 ?or mine own ends; indeed, to gain the popedom, 

And fee my friends in Rome. 0 negligence, 

Hit for a fool to fall by ! what cross devil 
Made me put this main secret in the packet 
I sent the king?'—Is there no way to cure this? 

Ho new device to beat this from his brains? 

I know 'twill stir him strongly ; yet I know 

A way, if it take rigid, in spite of fortune 

Will bring me olT again.—-Wluit's this—“ To the Pope V* 

The letter, as I live, with all the business 
I writ to’s holiness. Nay then, farewell! 

I have touch'd the highest point of all my greatness ; 

And, from that full meridian of my glory, 

I lmste now to my setting : L shall fall 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 

And no man see me more. 
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lie-eater the Dukes of Norfolk Suffolk, ^ Earl of Surrey, 
and the Lord Oimmberlnin. 

Nor, Hear the king’s pleasure, cardinal: who commands 
you 

To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands; and to confine yourself 
To A slier-house, my Lord of Winchester's, 

Till you hear further from his highness. 

WoL Stay,— 

Where’s your commission, lords ? words cannot carry 
Authority so weighty, 

Suf, Who dare cross ’em, 

Bearing the king’s will from 3iis mouth expressly ? 

WoL Till I find more than will or words to do it 
(I mean your malice), knew, officious lords, 

I dare and must deny it. Now I feel 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded,—envy : 

IIow eagerly ye follow my disgraces, 

As if it fed ye ! and how sleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may Bring my ruin t 
Follow your envious courses, moil of malice; 

You have Christian warrant for ’em, and, no doubt, 

In time will find their fit rewards. That seal, 

You ask with such a violence, the king 

(Mine and your master) with his own hand gave me; 

Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours, 

During my life; and, to confirm his goodness, 

Tied it by letters-patents:(‘ n )— now, who’ll take it? 

Sur, The king, that gave it, 

WoL It must he himself, then. 

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 

WoL Proud lord, thou Host: 

Within these forty hours Surrey durst better 
Have burnt that tongue than said so. 

Sur* Thy ambition, 

Thou scarlet sin, robb’d this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law: 

The heads of all thy brother cardinals 
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(Witli thee ancl all thy best parts bound together) 
"Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy l 
You sent me deputy for Ireland ; 

Far from his succour, from the king’, from all 
That might have mercy on the fault thou gay’st him ; 
Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity, 

Absolv'd him with, an axe, 

Wol . This, and all else 

This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 

I answer is most false- The duke by law 
Found his deserts : how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end, 

His noble jury and foul cause can witness. 

If I lov’d many words, lord, I should tell you 
You have as little honesty as honour,( ,|a ) 

That in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master, 

Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be, 

And all that love his follies. 

Sur. By my soul, 

Your long coat, priest, protects you; thou shouldst feel 
My sword i’ the life-blood of thee else.—My lords, 

Can ye endure to hear this arrogance? 

And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely. 

To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet. 

Farewell nobility ; let his grace go forward, 

And dare us with his cap like larks. 

FFol All goodness 

Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur* Yes, that goodness 

Of gleaning' all the land’s wealth into one. 

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion ; 

The goodness of your intercepted packets 

You wrifcJjo^Llic pope against the king: your goodness, 

Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious,— 

My Lord of Norfolk,—as you aro truly noble, 

As you respect the common good, the state 
Of our despis’d nobility, our issues, 

Who,( 4a ) if he live, will scarce be gentlemen,— 
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Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles 
Collected from his life :—I'll startle you 
Worse than the saermg bell, when the brown wench 
Lay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal, 

JFol. How much, methinks, 1 could despise this man, 
But that I am bound in charity against it! 

Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the king’s hand: 
But, thus much, they are foul ones* 

JFol. So much fairer 

And spotless shall mine innocence arise, 

When the king knows my truth. 

Say. This cannot save you ■. 

I thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of these articles', and out they shall. 

Now, if you can blush, and cry guilty, cardinal, 

YouTl show a little honesty. 

JFol. Speak on, sir; 

I dare your worst objections : if I blush. 

It is to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sur , I had rather want those than my head.—Have at you! 
First, that, without the king’s assent or knowledge, 

You wrought to be a legate; by which power 
You maim’d the jurisdiction of all bishops. 

Nor, Then, that in all yon writ to Home, or else 
To foreign princes. Ego el Rex mens 
Was still inscrib'd; in which you brought the king 
To be your servant. 

Suf. Then, that, without the knowledge 

Either of king or council, when you went 
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great seal, 

Sur . Item, you sent a large commission 
To Gregory de Cassalis,( 44 ) to conclude. 

Without the king’s will or the state’s allowance, 

A league between his highness and Ferrara. 

Suf. That, out of mere ambition, you have caus’d 
Your holy hat to he stamp’d on the king’s coin. 

Sur. Then, that you have sent innumerable substance 
(By what means got, 1 leave to your own conscience), 
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To furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities; to the mere undoing’ 

Of all the kingdom. Many more there are *, 

Which, since they arc of you, and odious, 

T will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham* 0 my lord, 

Pi ess not a falling man too far ! 'tis virtue : 

His faults lie open to the laws; let them, 

Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to see him 
So little of his great self. 

Stir . I forgive him. 

Suf. Lord cardinal, the kings further pleasure is,— 
Because all those tilings you have clone of late, 

By your power legating* 5 ) within this kingdom, 

Pall into the compass of a prannuuirG ,— 

That therefore such a writ be su’d against you ; 

To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 

ChattclsjC 46 ) and whatsoever, and to he 

Out of the king's protection :—this is my charge. 

Nor* Ancl so we’ll leave you to your meditations 
How to live better. ]?or your stubborn answer 
About the giving back the great seal to us, 

The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall tlmnk you. 

So fare you well, my little good loid cardinal. 

[ Exeunt all except fVolsep* 
Wol . So farewell to the little good yen bear me. 
iWvfsU, & lowg to a\l my gv^toesft 1 .^ 7 ) 

This is the state of man : to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope; ( ,8 ) to-morrow blossoms, 

And bears his blushing honours thick upon him ; 

The third day comes a frost, a killing frost. 

And,*—when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a-ripening,-—nips his root, 

And then he falls, as I do. 1 have ventur'd, 

Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 

This many summers in a sea of glory \ 

But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me, and now has left me, 

Weary and old with service, to the mercy 
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Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 

Vain pomp and glory of this world, 1 hate ye: 

I feel my heart new open’d. 0, how wretched 
Is tlml poor man that hangs on princes’ favours! 

Thero is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 

That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin, 

More pangs and fears than wars or wo men have: 

And when he falls, lie falls like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again. 

JSnlm* Ckgmwell, amazedly . 

Why, how now, Cromwell! 

Crom . I have no power to speak, sir. 

JVol. What, amaz’d 

At my misfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder 
A great man should decline ? Nay, an you weep, 

I am fall’n indeed, 

Crom. How does your grace ? 

WoL ‘ Why, well; 

Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell. 

T know myself now; and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 

A still and quiet conscience. The king has cur'd me, 

I humbly lluuvk his grace *, and &ova these shoulder&, 

These ruin’d pillars, out of pity, taken 
A load would sink a navy,—too much honour : 

O, 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven ! 

Crom* I am glad your grace has made that right use of it. 
Wol. I hope I have: I am able now, me thinks 
(Out of a fortitude of soul I feel), 

To endure more miseries and greater far 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer.— 

What news abroad ? 

Grom. The heaviest and the worst 

Is your displeasure with the king. 

WoL Crod bless him ! 

Crom* The next is, that Sir Thomas More is chosen 
Lord chancellor in your place. 
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IV oh That’s somewhat sudden: 

But he’s a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highness’ favour, and do justice 
Lor truth’s sake ami his conscience ; that Ins hones, 

When I 10 has run his course and sleeps in blessings, 

May have a tomb of orphans’ tears wept on ’em l—( i9 ) 
What more ? 

Cronu That Cranmer is return’d with welcome, 
Install’d lord archbishop of Canterbury. 

Woh That’s news indeed. 

Cronu Last, that the Lady Anne, 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long married. 

This clay Was view’d in open as his queen, 

Going to chapel; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

Woh There was the weight that pull'd me down. O 
Cromwell, 

The king has gone beyond me ; all my glories 
In that one woman I have lost for ever: 

No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours, 

Or gild again the noble troops that waited 

Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell; 

I am a poor fall'll man, umvoithy now 
To he thy lord and master: seek the king; 

That sun, 1 jjray, may never set! I have told him 
What and how true thou art: lie will advance thee; 

Some little memory of me will stir him 

(I know his noble nature) not to let 

Thy hopeful service perish too : good Cromwell, 

Neglect him not; make use now, and provide 
Lor thine own future safety. 

Ci om. O my lord. 

Must I, then, leave you ? must 1 needs forego 
So good, so noble, and so true a master? 

13ear witness, all that have not hearts of iron, 

Wit!i what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. 

The king shall have my service ; but my prayers 
Lor ever and for ever shall be yours, 

JFoh Cromwell, I did not think to shod a tear 



KING HENRY VIII. 


401 


SCENE 11.3 

In all my miseries; but thou hast forc’d me, 

Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman. 

Let’s dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, Cromwell; 
And,—wheu I am forgotten, as I shall he, 

And sleep in chill cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more must be heard of,—say, I taught thee, 

Say, Wolsey,—that once trod the ways of glory, 

And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour,— 
Tound thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise hi; 

A sure and safe one, though lliy master miss’d it* 

Mark but my fall, and that that ruin’d me. 

Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition: 

13y that sin fell the angels; how can man, then, 

The image of his Maker, hope to win by it ? 

Love thyself last: cherish those hearts that hate thee ; 
Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy light hand carry gentle jmace, 

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not; 

Let all the ends thou aim’st at be thy country’s, 

Thy God’s, and truth's; then if thou fall’st, O Cromwell, 
Tliou fall’s! a blessed martyr! Serve the king; 

And,—prithee, lead me in : 

There take an inventory of all I have. 

To the last penny; ’tis the king’s r my robe, 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 
1 dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell! 

Had I hut serv’d my God with half the zeal 
1 serv’d my king, he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Crom. Good sir, have patience. 

JVoL So I have. Farewell 

The hopo$ of courtt my hopes in heaven do dwell. 


[Exeunt* 
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Scene I. A street in Westminster . 

jftteter iic’o Gentlemen, wioejmgr. 

First Gent, You’re well met once again. 

tfec. So are you. 

First Gent , You come to take your stand here, and be¬ 
hold 

The Lady Anne pass from her coronation ? 

See, Gent . 'Tis all my business. At our last encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

First Gent, ’Tis very true: but that time oJlbr’tl sorrow; 
This, general joy. 

See. Gent * * Tis well: the citizens, 

I am sure, have shown at full their royal minds; 

As, let ’em have their rights, they are over forward 
In celebration of this clay with shows, 

Pageants, and sights of honour. 

First Gent . Never greater, 

Nor, 1*11 assure you, better taken, sir. 

Sec, Gent, May I be hold to ask what that contains, 

That paper in your hand ? 

First Gent, Yes; ’tis the list 

Of those that claim their offices this clay 
By custom of the coronation. 

The Duke of Suffolk is the first, and claims 
To be high-steward; next, the Duke, of Norfolk, 

ITe to be earl marshal: you may read the rest. 

Sec. Gent . I thank you, sir: had 1 not known those cus¬ 
toms, 

I should have been beholding to your paper. 

But, I beseech you, what’s become of Katharine, 

The princess dowager ? how goes her business? 

First Gent, That I can tell you too. The Archbishop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned, and reverend fathers of his order, 

Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off 
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From Ampthill, where the princess lay; to which 
She was often cited by them, hut appear’d not: 

And, to be short, for not appearance and 
The king’s late scruple, by the main assent 
Of all these learned men she was divorc’d. 

And the late marriage made of none effect: 

Since which she was remov’d to ICinibolton, 

Where slic remains now sick. 

Sec. Gent . Alas, good lady !— 

[/} lively flow ish of trumpet it .(f*) 
The trumpets sound i stand close, the queen is coming* 

TIIE ORDER OF T1IE PROCESSION. 

JSnUr 

1, Two Judges 

2, Lord Chancellor, with the p am acid trcccc before him, 

3, Choristers, singing . [J/ itsic. 

4, Mayor of London, bearing the maze. Then Garter, in his c oat of 

arms , cincl on his head a gill copper crown, 

5, Marquis Dorset, hearing tt sceptre of gold, on his head a demi- 

coronal of gold , With him, the Earl of Surrey, bearing the rod 
of silver with the dove , crowned with an cm Vs coronet. Collars 

o/ss : 

0. Duke of Suffolk, in his robe of estate t his coronet on 7iis heady 
bearing a long white loand, as high-steward. With kim } the Duko 
of Norfolk, with the rod of mavshtlship) a coronet on his head. 
Collars of SS. 

7. A canopy home by four uj the Cmtjats-pmhd, the Qactm 

in her robe ; in her hair richly adorned with pearly or owned. 
On each si.de of her, the Bishops of Loudon and Winchester. 

8. The old Duchess of Norfolk, in a coional ofgold } wrought with 

flowers , bearing the Queen’s train. 

0, Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain circlets of gold without 
flowers 

A royal train, believe me.-—These 1 know;— 

Who’s that that hears the sceptre ? 

First Gent . Marquis Dorset: 

And that the Earl of Surrey, with the rod. 

Sec. Gent. A bold brave gentleman. That should be 
The Duke of Suffolk ? 



404 


KING HENRY VIII. 


[act IV. 


First Gent . ’Tis the same,—higli-stewarcl. 

Sec. Gent . And that my Lord of Norfolk ? 

First Gent . Yes, 

tfec. Gent. Heaven bless thee! 

\2^oolcing on the Queen. 

Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look’d on.— 

Sir, as I have a soul, she is an angel; 

Our king has all the Indies in liis arms, 

And more and richer, when lie strains that lady : 

I cannot blame liis conscience. 

First Gent. They that bear 

The cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque-ports. 

Sec. Gent. Those men arc happy ; and so are all are 
near her. 

I take it, she that carries up the train 
Is that old noble lady, Duchess of Norfolk. 

First Gent. It is; and all the rest are countesses. 

Sec. Gent. Their coronets say so. These are stars indeed; 
And sometimes falling ones. 

First Gent. Ho more of that. 

[Exit procession* with a great flourish of trumpets. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

Clod save you, sir! where have you been broiling ? 

Third Gent . Among the crowd i’ the abbey; where a 
linger 

Could not be wedg'd in more : I am stilled 
With the mere rankness of their joy. 

Sec ■ Gent. You saw 

The ceremony ? 

Third Gent . That I did. 

First Gent . How was it ? 

Third Gent , Well worth the seeing. 

Sec . Gent. Good sir, speak it to us. 

Third Gent. As well as I am able. The rich stream 
Of lords and ladies, having brought Lhe queen 
To a prepar’d place in the choir, fell off 
A distance from her; while her grace sat down 
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To rest awhile, some half an hour or so, 

In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 
The beauty of her person to the people. 

Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman 
That ever lay by man : which when the people 
Had the full view of, such a noise arose 
As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest, 

As loud, and to as many tunes: hats, cloaks, 

(Doublets, I think,) ilew up; and liud their faces 
Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy 
I never saw before. Great-bellied women, 

That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would shake the press, 

And make ’em reel before ’em. Ho man living 
Could say, “ This is my wife/' there \ all were woven 
So strangely in one piece. 

Sec . Gent, But, wliat follow’d ? 

Third Gent . Atlengthlier grace rose, an dwith modest paces 
Came to the altar; where siic knccl’d, and, saintlike, 

Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray’d devoutly. 

Then rose again, and bow’d her to the people: 

When by tbe Archbishop of Canterbury 
She had call the royal makings of a queen; 

As holy oil, Edward Confessor’s crown, 

The rod, and bird of peace, and all such emblems 
Laid nobly on herwhich perform’d, the choir, 

With all the choicest music of the kingdom. 

Together sung To Deirn . So she parted. 

And with the same full state pac’d back again 
To York-place, where tbe feast is held. 

First Gent Sir, 

You must no more call it Yorlc-place, that’s past; 

For, since the cardinal fell, that title’s lost: 

’Tis now the king’s, and call’d Whitehall. 

Third Gent . I know it; 

But ’tis so lately alter’d, that the old name 
Is fresh about me. 

Sec, Gent . What two reverend bishops 

Were those that went on each side of the queen ? 
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Third Gent. Stokesly mid Gardiner; the one of Winches¬ 
ter 

(Newly preferr’d from the king’s secretary), 

The other, London, 

Sec, Gent. He of Winchester 
Is held no great good lover of the archbishop’s, 

The virtuous Cramner. 

Third Gent . All the land knows that: 

However, yet there is no great breach ; when it comes, 
Cramner will find a friend will not shrink from lmn. 

Sac. Gent. Who may that he, I pray you ? 

Third Gent. Thomas Cromwell; 

A man in much esteem with the king, and truly 

A worthy friend. The king 

Has made him master o’ the jewel-house, 

And one, already, of the privy-council. 

Sec. Gent. He will deserve more. 

Third Gent. Yes, without all doubt.— 

Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 
Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests: 

Something I can command. As I walk thither, 

1*11 tell ye more. 

Both, You may command us, sir. [Exeunt, 


Scene II. Kimbolton . 

Enter Katharine, Uowa</er } sick; led between Griffith and 
Patience. 

Grif. How docs your grace ? 

Kath. O Griffith, sick to death! 

My legs, like leaden branches, how to the earth, 

Willing to leave their burden. Ilcaclt a cluiir i— 

So,—now, methinks, 1 feel a little ease. 

Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou ledcVsl me, 

That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolscy, 

Was dead? 

Grif. Yes, madam ; but I think( 51 ) your grace, 

Out of the pain you suffer'd, gave no ear to’t. 
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Kath. Prithee, good Griffith, tell me how lie (lied: 
If well, he stepp’d before me, happily. 

For my example. 

Gr?f t Well, the voice goes, madam : 

For after fcho stout Earl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man sorely tainted) to his answer, 

He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill 
He could not sit his mule, 

Kath. Alas, poor man! 

Gvif. At last, with easy roads, he came to Leicester, 
Lodg’d in the abbey; where the reverend abbot, 

With all his coven t,( M ) honourably receiv’d him ; 

To whom lie gave these words ,— e( 0, father abbot, 

An old man, broken with the storms of state, 

Is come to lay his weary bones among yc; 

Give him a little earth for charity!” 

So went to bed; where eagerly his sickness 
Pursu’d him still: and, three nights after this. 

About the hour of eight (which lie himself 
Foretold should be his last), full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and suirows, 

He gave his honours to the world again, 

His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace. 

Kath . So may lie rest; his faults lie gently on Inin ! 
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak him, 

And yet with charity. He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking 
Himself with princes; one that, by suggestion, 

Tiecl( M ) all the kingdom: simony was fair-play ; 

His own opinion was bis law; i* the presence 
He would say untruths ; and be ever double 
Doth in his words and meaning: he was never, 

Dut where he meant to rum, pitiful; 

His promises were, as he then was, mighty; 

Dut his performance, as lie is now, nothing: 

Of his own body lie was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Grif. Noble madam, 
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Men's evil manners lire in lungs; their virtues 
Wc write in water. May it please your highness 
To hoar mo speak his good now ? 

ICdtJu Yes, good Griffith; 

1 were malicious else, 

Ghrtf. This cardinal t 

Though from im humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashion’d to much honour from Ida cradle* 

Ho was a scholar, and a ripo and good one; 
live ceding wise, fair-spoken, and persuading : 

Lcifty and sour to them that lov’d him not; 

Bid to those men that sought him sweet as summer* 

And though lie were unsatisfied in getting 
(Which was a sin), yet in bestowing, madam, 

He was most princely: ever witness lot him 
Those twins oflearning that he rais’d in you, 

Ipswich and Oxford! one of which fell with him, 

Unwilling to outlive the good that did it; 

The other, though unfinished, yet so famous, 

So excellent in art, and still so rising, 

That fJlmstendom shall over speak liL r virtue* 

His overthrow heap’d happiness upon him; 
iW then, and not till then, ho felt himself, 

And found the blessedness of being little: 

And, to add greater honour* to his age 
Than man could give him, he died fearing God. 

Katlu After my death l wish no other herald. 

No other speaker of \ny living notions, 

To keep mine honour from corruption. 

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 

Whom 1 most hated living, thou hast made mo, 

Wuh thy religious truth and modesty, 

Now in his ashes honour; peace be with him Im¬ 
patience, be near me still 5 nml set me lower; 

I Imve not long to trouble t)ioe.~Good Griffith, 

Cause the musicians play mo that sad note 
1 nam’d my laudl, whilst I sit meditating 
On that celestial harmony I go to. 

[Sad and solemn niugic* 
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Grif. She is asleep: good wench, let's sit down quiet, 

For fear we wake her;—softly, gentle Patience. 

The vision. Enter } solemnly tripping one after another f six pm son - 
ages, clad m while rohes, wearing on, their heads garlands of 
boys, and golden visards on their faxes; branches of hays or 
2 )alni in their hands . They first congee unto her, then dance; 
and, at certain changes, the first two hold a spare garland oxer 
1m head, at which the other four make me rend curtsies; then 
(he tm that held the garland deliver the same to the other next 
two, who observe the same outer in their changes, end holding the 
garland over her head; which done, they deliver the same gar¬ 
land to the last two, who likewise observe the same order: at 
which (as U were by inspiration) she makes in he f sleep signs of 
rejoicing, and hdldelh up her hands to heaven 1 and so in their 
dancing they vanish, carrying the garland with them . The 

music continues. 

Kath. Spirits of peace, where are ye ? are ye all gone, 
And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye ? 

G)if Madam, wo are here* 

Kath. It is not you I call for: 

Saw ye none enter since I slept? 

Grif None, madam. 

Kath. No ? Saw you not, even now, a blessed troop 
Invite me to a banquet; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun ? 

They promis'd me eternal happiness ; 

And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
I am not worthy yet to wear: I shall, assuredly, 

Grif I am most joyful, madam, such good dreams 
Possess your fancy, 

KaiJu Bid the music leave, 

They are harsh and heavy to me. [Music ceases. 

Pat. Do you note 

How much her grace is alter'd on the sudden ? 

How long her face is drawn ? how pale she looks, 

And of an earthy cold ? Mark her eyes! 

Grif She is going, wench: pray, pray. 

Pal. Heaven comfort her! 
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Enter a Messenger, 

Mess. An’t like your grace,™ 

Katlu You arc a saucy follow; 

Deserve we no nmre reverence ? 

Grif. You arc to blame, 

Knowing she will not lose her wonted greatness. 

To use so rude behaviour: go to, kneel. 

Mess, I humbly do entreat yoiu* highness’ pardon ; 

My haste made me unmannerly. There is staying 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you. 

Kalh. Admit him entrance, Griffith: blit this fellow 
Let me ne’er .see again* [Exeunt QrtJJUh and il Jassoujer. 

Re-enter Chumm, with CUruerus. 

If my sight fail not, 

Ton should he lord ambassador from the emperor, 

My royal nephew, and your name Capuciu.s. 

Cap. Madam, the same,—your servant. 

Kalh. O, my lord, 

The times and titles now are alter’d strangely 
With me since first you knew me. But, 1 pray yon, 

What is your pleasure with me ? 

Cap, JSTohlo lady, 

First, mine own service to your grace ; the next. 

The king’s request that I would visit you ; 

Wlio grieves much fur your wealum***, mA by me 
Sends you his princely commendations, 

And heartily entreats you take good comforL. 

Kalh. O my good lord, that comfort comes too late; 

'Tis like a pardon after execution : 

That gentle physic, given in time, had cur’d me; 

But now 1 mu past all comforts here, but prayers. 

How does his highness ? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. 

Kalh. So may he ever do l and ever flourish, 

When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banish’d the kingdom b—1 J alienee, in thnl letter, 

I caus'd you write, yet sent away f 
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No, madam. 

[ Giving it to Katharine , 
Kath. Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king, 

Cap. Most willing, madam. 

ICath . In winch 1 have commended to his goodness 
The model of our chaste loves, his young daughter,— 

’lhe dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on lier!— 
Beseeching him to give hor virtuous breeding 
(She is young, and of a noble modest nature,— 

1 hope she will deserve well); and a little 
To love her for her mother's sake, that lov'd him. 

Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 
Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 
Upon my wretched women, that so long 
Have follow’d both my fortunes faithfully: 

Of which there is not one, 1 clave avow 
(And now I should not lie), but will deserve, 

If or virtue and true beauty of the soul, 

For honesty and decent carriage, 

A right good husband, let him be a noble; 

And, sure, those men arc happy that shall have 'em. 

'Hie Inst is, for my men ;—they arc the? poorest, 

But poverty could never draw ’em from me ;— 

That they may have tlieir wages duly paid ’em, 

And something over to remember me by; 

If heaven had pleas’d to have givcu me longer life 
And able means, wo had not parted thus. 

These are the whole contents!—-and, good my lord, 

By that you love the dearest in this world, 

As you wish Christian peace to souls departed, 

Stand those poor people’s friend, and urge the king 
To do mo this last right, 

Cap. By heaven, 1 will. 

Or let me lose the fashion of a man ! 

Kathy 1 tlumk you, honest lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his highness: 

Say his long trouble now is passing ( fll ) 

Out of this world; tell him, in death 1 blcssd him, 
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For so I will,—Mine eyes grow dim.—Farewell, 

My lord,—Griffith, farewell.—Nay, Patience, 

You must not leave me yet: I must to bed; 

Call in more women.—'"When I am dead, good wench. 

Let me bo us’d with honour: strew me over 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me, 

Then lay me forth; although unqueen’d, yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a Icing, inter me. 

I can no more. [Eo&cunt) leading Katharine. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. London . A gallery in the palace, 

Kalcr Gahdineii, Bishop of “Winchester, a Page toith a torch 
bqfore him. 

Gar. It’s one o’clock, boy, is’tnot? 

13oy, It hath struck. 

Gar . These should be hours for necessities, 

Not for delights ; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose, and not for us 
To waste these times, 

LJnter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Good hour of night, Sir Thomas 1 

Whither so late ? 

Lov. Came you from the king, iny lord ? 

Gar . 1 did, Sir Thomas; and left him at primero 
With the Duke of Suffolk. 

Zov, I must to him too, 

Before he go to bed. I’ll lake my leave. 

Gar, Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovell, What’s the matter ? 
It seems you are in haste : an if there be 
No great offence belongs lo’t, give your friend 
Some touch of your late business; affairs, that walk 
(As they say spirits do) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder nature than the business 
That seeks dispatch by day. 



SC13NE I.] 


KINO 1IENIIY YIIL 


51)3 


Lov . My lord, I love you j 

And durst commend a secret to your car 
Much weightier than this work. The queen's in labour, 
They say, in grecat extremity 5 and fear'd 
She'll with the labour end. 

Oar . The fruit she goes with 

1 pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good time, and live: but for the stock, Sir Thomas, 

I wish it grubb'd up now. 

Lov. Me thinks I could 

Cry the amen; and yet my conscience says 
She's a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 
Deserve our better wishes. 

Oar . 13 ut, sir, sir,— 

Hear me, Sir Thomas: you’re a gentleman 
Of mine own way; 1 know you wise, religious; 

And, lot mo toll you, it will ne'er be well,— 

’Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovell, take't of me,— 

Till Cramner, Cromwell, her two hands, and she, 

Sleep in their graves. 

Lov. Now, sir, you speak of two 

The most remark'd i’ the kingdom, As for Cromwell,— 
Eesidc that of the jewel-house, is made master 
O’ the rolls, and the king’s secretary; further, sir. 

Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments, 

With which the time( 5B ) will load him. The archbishop 
Is the king's hand and tongue ; and who dare speak 
One syllable against lhm ? 

Gar. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, 

There are that dare 5 and I myself have ventur’d 
To speak my mind of him: and indeed this day, 

Sir (I may tell it you), I think I have 
Incens'd the lords 0’ the council, that he is 
(Lor so I know he is, they know he is,) 

A most arch heretic, a pestilence 

That does infect the land: with which they mov’d, 

Have broken with the king j who hath so far 
Given car to our complaint (of lus great grace 
And princely care, foreseeing those fell mischiefs 
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Our reasons laid before him), hath commanded 

To-morrow morning to the coimoil-board 

He l)o con veil ted. He’s a rank weed, Sir Thomas, 

And \vc n\ust root him ouU Prom your affairs 
I hinder you too long: good night. Sir Thomas. 

Lai\ Many good nights, my lord : I rest your servant. 

\Kxeunt Gardiner and J y age t 

As Lovell is going out 7 enter the King and the Dulco of Suffolk. 

K. lien. Charles, 1 will play no more to-night; 

My mind’s not on’t; you aro too hard for me. 

Sitf. Sir, I did never win of you before, 

K. lien. But little, Charles; 

Nor shall nut, when my fancy’s on my play.— 

Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news ? 

Lou . X could not personally deliver toller 
Wliat you commanded mo, but by bar woman 
I sent your message ; who return’d her thanks 
In the greatest humbleness, and desir’d your highness 
Most heartily to pray for lier. 

K. Urn . Wluit say’st thou, ha ? 

To pray for her ? what, is she crying out ? 

Lov, So said her woman; and that her suilbrance made 
Almost each pang a death. 

K . lien. Alas, good lady ! 

Sitf. God safely quit her of her burden, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 
Y our highness with an heir ! 

K, lien . ’Tis midnight, Clmilos; 

Prithee, to bed ; and in thy prayers remember 
T'he estate of my poor queen. .Leave mo alone ; 

Pot I must think of that which company 
Would not bo friendly to. 

Suf. I wish your highness 

A quiet nighl; and my good mistress will 
Remember in my prayers. 

A. lien . Charles, good night, [Ji$d Suffolk. 

Later Bii Anthony Lenny. 

Well, sir, what follows? 
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Den. Sir, I have brought my lord the archbishop, 

As you commanded me, 

K. Dun. Ila! Canterbury ? 

Den . Ay, my good lord. 

IL. Den. *Tis true: where is lie, Denny ? 

Den . lie attends your highness* pleasure, 

K. lien. Bring him to us. 

[Exit Denny . 

Lov. 'ibis is about that which the bishop spake: 

1 am happily come hither. [Aside. 

I* e-enter Danny, with Ciianmeii. 

K. Ilcn. Avoid tiro gallery. [Lovell seems to stay.] Ila! 
I have said. Bo gone. 

What! [Exeunt Lovell and Denny. 

Gran, I am fearful:—where tore frowns lie thus ? 

"L’is his aspect of terror. All’s not well. [/hide. 

A". lien. How now, my lord ! you do desire to know 
Wherefore T sent for you. 

Gran ♦ fl is my duty 

To attend your highness’ pleasure. 

K. JTcn . Bray you, arise. 

My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury. 

Come, you and I must walk a turn together; 
l have news to tell you: come, come, give me your hand, 

Alt, my good lord, 1 grieve at what I speak, 

And am right sorry lo repeat what follows: 

1 have, mid most unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, X do say, my lord, 

Grievous complaints of you; which, being consider’d, 

Have mov'd us and our council, that you shall 
This morning come before us; where, 1 know, 

You cannot with such freedom purge yourself. 

But that, till further trial in those charges 
Which will require your answer, you must take 
Your patience to you, and he well contented 
To make your house our 'lower . you a brother of us, 
it fits wo thus proceed, or else no witness 
Would come against you. 
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Cran* 1 humbly thank yonv highness; 

And am riglit glad to oatcli this good occasion 
Most throughly to be winnow’d, where iny chaff 
And corn shall hy asunder: for, 1 luunv, 

There’s none stands under more calumnious tongues 
Than I myself, poor man, 

K. Hen, Stand up, good Canterbury : 

Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted 

In us, thy friend: give me thy hand, stand up : 

Prithee, let’s walk. Now, by my liolidamc, 

What manner of man arc you ? My lord, I look’d 
Toil would have given me your petition, that 
I should have tti’en some pains to bring together 
Tour self and your accusers * and to have heard you, 
Without huburanco, further. 

Cran . Most dread liege, 

The good I stand on is my truth and honesty : 

If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies. 

Will triumph o’er my person; which I weigh not, 

Being of those virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
What can be said against me. 

K. Hen . Know you not 

How your state stands i’ the world, with the whole world ? 
Your enemies are many, and not small; llieir practices 
Must hear the same proportion ; and not over 
The justice and the truth o’ the question curries 
The due o’ tho verdict with it: at what case 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves aa corrupt 
To swear against you ? such things have been done. 

Tou arc potently oppos’d; and with a malice 
Of as groat size. Ween you of better luck, 

I mean, in perjur’d witness, than your master, 

"Whose minister you me, whiles hero lie liv’d 
Upon this naughty earth ? Go to, go to; 

You take a precipice for no leap uf danger. 

And woo your own destruction. 

Cran, God and your majesty 

Protect mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me! 
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K. lien . Be of good cheer; 

They shall no more prevail than \vc give way to. 

Keep comfort to you; and this morning see 
Yon do appear before them : if they shall chance, 

In charging you with matters, to commit you, 

The best persuasions to the contrary 

Kail not to use, and with what vehemency 

The occasion shall instruct you: if cnti'ealios 

Will render you no remedy, this ring 

Deliver them, and your appeal to us 

There make before them.—Loolc, the good mail weeps ! 

lie’s honest, on mine honour. God’s bless’d mother! 

1 swear he is true-hearted ^ and a soul 
None hotter in my kingdom.—Get you gone, 

And do ns I have hid you. [Exit Cranmcr.] Ho has stran¬ 
gled 

ITis language in his tears. 

H'liter old Lady. 

OenL [within] Como hack ; what mean you ? 

Old L . [Ml not come hack; tho tidings that 1 bring 
Will make my boldness manners.—Now, good angels 
lfly o’er thy royal head, and shade thy person 
Under thoir blessed wings I 

AM lien. Now, by thy looks 

I guess thy message. Is the queen dclivor’d ? 

Say, ay ; and of a boy, 

OldL . Ay, ay, my liege; 

And of n lovely boy : the God of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her l—Mis a girl,— 

Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to ho 
Acquainted with this stranger: Mis as like you 
As cherry is to cherry. 

AM Hen, Lovell, 

lie-enter Lovell. 

Lov, Sir ? 

AM lion . Give her an hundred marks. I’ll to tho queen. 
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O/cZ X, Ait hundred marks! By this light, 1*11 ha* mare. 
An ordinary groom is for such payment. 

I will have more, ov scold it out of him. 

Said I for this, the girl was liko to him ? 

1 will have more, or else unsay r t; and now, 

While it is hot;, J’ll put it to the issue. [JCxeunt, 


Scene II. Lobby before the council-chamber , 

Enter Ciunmeu ; Servants, Poor-hooper, &o. alkuidiruj. 

Cran . I hope I am not too la to; and yet the gentleman, 
That was sent to me from the council, prayVI me 
To make great haste.—All fast? what means this ?—Uo! 
Who waits there ?—Sure, you know me f 

J). Keep. Yes, my lord ; 

But yet 1 cannot help you. 

Cran . Why ? 

D. Keep. Your grace must wait till you bo call’d for. 

PJ tiler Doctor Butts. 

Cran. So. 

Butts [aside]. This is a piece of malice. 1 am ghul 
I came this way so happily: the king 

Shall understand it presently, [Kxil, 

Cran . [aside.] Tis Butts, 

The Icing's physician: as he pass'd along, 

How earnestly ho cast his eyes upon me! 

Pray heaven, lie sound not my disgrace ! For certain, 

This is of purpose laid by some that hale me 
(God turn their hearts! I never sought their malice), 

To quench mine honour: they would shame to make mo 
Wait else at door, a fellow-counsellor, 

'Mong hoys, grooms, and lackeys. But their pleasures 
Must be fuUiliVl, and 1 attend with patience. 

The ICing and Butts appeal at a window above. 

Bulls. I'll show your grace the strangest sight/— 

£ -Uvu What's that, Butts ? 
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Bulls. 1 think your highness saw this many a day. 

JC Hen. Body o’ me, where is it? 

Butts. There, my lord: 

The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury ; 

Who holds his state at door, ’mongst pursuivants, 

Pages, and footboys. 

K. lien. Ha! ’tis he, indeed; 

Is this the honour they do one another ? 
l Tis well there’s one above ’em yet. I had thought 
They had parted so much honesty among ’em 
(At least, good manners), as not thus to suifbv 
A man of Ins place, and so near our favour, 

To dance attendance on their lordships’ pleasures, 

And at the door too, like a post with packets. 

By holy Mary, Butts, there’s knavery: 

Lot ’em alone, and draw the curtain close ; 

Wc shall hear more anon. [Exeunt. 

Tiiu oouKCUi-uiiiUimni.( r,li ) 

Enter the Lord Chancellor, ilia Buko of tturomK, the Buko of Noit- 
FOLK, Bail of SuuiiLY, Lord Chamberlain, Gaiidiniui, and 
CiiojtwuuL. The, Chancellor places himself at the upper end of 
the table on the left hand; a scat being left void above him , as 
for the Archbishop of OAiranunmY. The rest seat themselves in 
order on each side, UnojnvimL at the lower end , as secretary. 

Chan. Speak to the business, master secretary: 

Why arc we met in council ? 

Crom. Please your honours. 

The chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury, 

Gar . Has he had knowledge of it ? 

Crom. Yes, 

Nor, Who wails there ? 

7J. Keep. Without, my liable lords ? 

Gar. Yes. 

1), Keep, My lord archbishop ; 

And lias done half an hour, to know your pleasures. 

Chan . Let him come in. 

JX Keep. Your grace may enter now. 

[Cranmcr approaches lho comcil-lahk. 
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Chan * My good lord archbishop, I’m very sorry 
To sit here at this present, and behold 
That chair stand empty : but we all are men, 

In our own natures frail, and capable ( fi ?) 

Of our flesh; few are angels : out of which frailty 
And want of wisdom, you, that best should teach us, 
Have misdcmeim'd yourself, and not a little, 

Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling 

The whole realm, by your teaching arid your chaplains 

(For so wc arc inform’d), with new opinions, 

Divers and dangerous; which arc heresies, 

And, not ref 01 m’d, may prove pernicious. 

Gar . "Which reformation must be sudden Loo, 

My noble lords; for those that tame wild horses 
Pace 'em not in their bauds to make 'em gentle, 

Put stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and spur 'em, 
Till they obey the manage. If wo suffer 
(Out of our easiness, and childish pity 
To 011 c mail’s honour) this contagious sickness, 

Xbirevvell all physic : and what follows then ? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole state : as, of late days, our neighbours, 
The upper Germany, can dearly witness, 

Yet freshly pitied in our memories. 

Cra?u My good lords, hitherto, in all the progress 
Both of my life and office, I have labour'd, 

And with no little study, that my teaching 
And the strong course of my authority 
Might go one way, and safely ; and the end 
Was ever, to do well: nor is there living 
(I speak it with a single heart, my lords,) 

A man that more detests, more stiis against, 

Both in his private conscience and his place, 

Defacers of a( 68 ) public peace, than I do, 

Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With less allegiance in it! Men that make 
Envy and crooked malice nourishment 
Dare bite the best. I do beseech your lordships, 

That, in this case of justice, my accusers, 
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Bo wlmt they will, may stand forth face to face, 

And freely urge against me. 

Suf* Nay, my lord, 

That cannot be : you are a counsellor. 

And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. 

Gar. My lord, bocause we have business of more moment, 
We will be short with you. *Tis his highness 1 pleasure, 

And our consent, for better trial of yon, 

"Prom hence yon bo committed to the Tower ; 

Where, being but a private man again, 

You shall know many dare accuse you boldly, 

More than, I fear, you arc provided for, 

Cran. All, my good Lord of Winchester, I thank you j 
You arc always my good friend; if your will pass, 

I sluill both find your lordship judge and juror, 

You are so merciful: I see your end,—■ 

Tis my undoing; love and meekness, lord, 

Become a churchman bettor than ambition: 

Win straying souls with modesty again, 

Cast none away. That I shall clear myself. 

Lay all the weight yc can upon my patience, 

I make as little doubt, as you do conscience 
In doing daily wrongs. I could say more, 

But reverence lo your calling makes me modest. 

Gar . My lord, my lord, you are a sectary, 

That’s the plain truth : your painted gloss discovers, 

To jjmm ihd mdrrsJamJ you, wimb juju/] 

Cram. My Lord of Winchester, you arc n little, 

By your good favour, too sharp ; men so noble, 

However faulty, yet should find respect 
For wlial they have been : 'tis a cruelty 
To load a falling mam 

Gcu\ Good master secretary, 

I cry your honour mercy ■ you may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 

Crom. Why, my lord ? 

Gar. Do not I know you for a favourer 
Of this new sect? ye are not souud, 
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Crow. Not sound? 

Oar* Not sound, X say. 

Croin * Would you were half so honest! 

Men’s prayers then would seek yon, not tlicir fears. 

Gar . I shall remember this hold language. 

Grom* Do. 

Hero ember your bold life too. 

Chaiif(^) This is too much \ 

Forbear, for shame, my lords. 

Gar, 1 have done. 

Crom. And 1, 

Chan, Then thus for you. my lord:—it stands agreed, 

1 take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be convey'd to the Tower a prisoner; 

There to remain till the long's further pleasure 
Be known unto us:—are you all agreed, lords ? 

All. Wc are. 

Gran . Is there no other way of mercy, 

J3ut t must needs to the Tower, my lords ? 

Gar . Wlmt other 

Would you expect ? you are strangely troublesome. - 
Let some o’ the guard be ready there. 

]v~nU\v Guard, 

Gran* For mo ? 

Must l go like a traitor thithor? 

Gar, Receive him, 

And see him safe i' tho Tower, 

Gran* Stay, good n\y lords, 

I have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords j 
lly virtue of* that ring, I take my cause 
Out of tho gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a most noble judge, the king my master. 

Chan* Tliis is the king's ring. 

iSur* ’Iis ilo counterfeit. 

tSuf* ’Tis tlie right ring, hy heaven: I told ya all, 

When wc first put this dangerous stone a-rolliug, 

*T would fall upon ourselves* 
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Nor. Do you think, my lords, 

The king will suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd ? 

Chan. *Tis now too certain : 

How much more is his life in value with him ? 

Would I were fairly out on’tt 

Crom. My mind gave me. 

In seeking tales and informations 
Against this man (whose honesty the devil 
And his disciples only envy at), 

Ye blew the fire that burns yc : now have at yc! 

Enter the King frowning on them; he takes his seat. 

Gar. Dread sovereign, how much are we bound to heaven 
In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince; 

Not only good and wise, but most religious : 

One that, in all obedience, makes the church 
The chief aim of liia honour ; and, to strengthen 
That holy duty, out of clear respect, 

His royal self in judgment comes to hear 
The cause betwixt her and this great offender. 

K. Hen . You were ever good at sudden commendations, 
Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
To hear such flattery now, and in my presence ; 

They are too thin and bare( fi0 ) to hide offences. 

To me you cannot reach, you play the spaniel. 

And think with wagging of your tongue to win me; 

But, whatsoever thou tnk'st me for, I’m sure 
Thou hast a cruel nature and a bloody.— 

Good man \t,o Cranmer ], sit down. Now let me see the 
proudest, 

Ho that dares most, but wag his finger at thee : 

By all that’s holy, he bad bolter starve 
Than hut once think tliis( 61 ) place becomes thee not, 
finr, May it please your grace,— 

/{. lien . No, sir, it docs not please me. 

I had thought I had had men of some understanding 
And wisdom of my council; but I find none. 

Was it discretion, loids, to let this man, 

Ti T, 


von. iv. 
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This good man (few of you deserve tlmt title), 

This honest man, wait Iiko a lousy footboy 
At chamber-door? and one as groat ns you are ? 

Why, what a shame was this! Did my commission 
Hid ye so fay forget yourselves ? I gave ye 
Power as ho was a counsellor to try him, 

Not as a groom ; there’s some of ye, I see, 

More out of malice than integrity, 

Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean ; 

Which ye shall never have while I live, 

Chan. Thus far, 

My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace 
To let my tongue excuse alh What was purpos'd 
Concerning his imprisonment, was rather 
(If there he faith in men) meant for his trial. 

And fail 1 purgation to tho world, than malice,— 

Pm sure, in me, 

JC Ihn* Well, well, my lords, respect him ; 

Take him, and use him well, lie's worthy of it, 

I will say thus much for him,—if a prince 
May he beholding to a subject, I 
Am, for his love and service, so to him. 

Make me no more ado, but nil embrace him : 

Pc friends, for shame, my lords!—-My Lord of Canterbury, 

I have a suit which you must not deny me; 

That is, a fair young maid that yet wants baptism, 
you must be godfather, and answer foi her. 

Cyan. The greatest monarch now alive may glory 
In such m\ honour: how may l deserve it, 

That am a poor and humble subject to you ? 

if. lien. Come, come, my lord, you’d spare your spoons : 
you shall have 

Two noble partners with you ; tho old Duchess of Norfolk, 
And Lady Marquis Dorset: will these please you ?- 
Once more, my Lord of Winchester, [ charge you, 

Embrace and love this inam 

C<ti\ With a true heart 

And hr other-love I do it. 

Cr/w. And let heaven 
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Witness, how dear X hold this confirmation. 

K. lien . Good man, those joyful tears show thy true 
heart: ( C2 ) 

The common voice, 1 see, is verified 

Of thee, which says thus, u Do my Lord of Canterbury 

A shrewd turn, and he is y^our friend for ever.”— 

Come, lords, we trifle time away ; I long 
To have this young one made a Christian. 

As X have made ye one, lords, one lemftin; 

So I grow stronger, yon more lion our gain. [Pxeunf, 


Scene III. The palace-yard, 

Norn and Imndt within * Enter Porter and 1m Han. 

Port . You’ll leave your noise anon, ye rascals: do you 
take the court for P avis-garden ? t 03 ) ye rude slaves, leave 
your gaping. 

[ Within Good master porter, I belong to the lavdev. 

Port, Belong to the gallows, and be hanged, ye rogue l 
is this a place to roar in?—hatch mo a dozen crab-tree 
staves, and strong ones: these arc but switches to ’em.— 
I’ll scratch your heads: you must be seeing christenings ? 
do you look for ale and cakes here, you rude rascals ? 

Man, Pray, sir, be patient: ’Lis as much impossible 
(Unless we sweep ’em from die door with cannons) 

To scatter ’em, as ’Lis Lo make ’em sleep 
On May-day morning; which will never be: 

We may as well push against Paul’s, as stir ’em. 

Port How got they in, and be bang’d ? 

Man, Alas, I know not; how gets the lide in? 

As much aa one sound cudgel of four foot 
(You soc the poor remainder) could distribute, 

X made tio spare, sir. 

Port. You did nothing, sir. 

Man. I am not Samson, nor Sir Guy, nor Colbrnnd, 

To mow ’em down before me : but if J spar’d any 
That had a head to hit, either young or old, 
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He or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker, 

Let me ne’er hope to see a chine again ; 

And that I would not for a cow, Grod save her I ( fl t) 

[IFilkhi.] Do you hear, master porter? 

Poid. I shall he with you presently, good master puppy, 
— [veep the door do&e, sirrah. 

Man. What would you have me do ? 

Port. What should you do, but knock ’em down by 
the dozens? Is this Moor fields to muster in? or have we 
some strange Indian with the great tool come to court, the 
women so besiege us ? Bless me, what a fry of fornication 
is at door! On my Christian conscience, tins one christen¬ 
ing will beget a thousand; hero will be father, godfather, 
and all together, 

Man. The spoons will be the bigger, sir. There is a 
fellow somewhat near the door, he should he a brazier by his 
face, for, o’ my conscience, twenty of the dog-days now reign 
in’s nose; all that stand about him are under the line, they 
need no other penance; that fire-drake did 1 hit three times 
on the head, ami three times was his nose discharged against 
me; he stands there, like a mortar-piece, to blow us. There 
was a haberdasher’s wife of small wit near him, that railed 
upon me till her pinked porringer fell off her head, for kind¬ 
ling such a combustion in the state. I missed the meteor 
once, and hit that woman, who cried out fc Clubs!" when 1 
might see from far sonic forty truncheoners draw to her 
succour, which were the hope o’ the Strand, whom she was 
quartered. They fell on ; I made good my place: at length 
they came to the Lroomsta/f to^) moj I defied Tin still: 
when suddenly a file of boys behind ’em, loose shot, de¬ 
livered such a shower of pebbles, that 1 was fain to draw 
mine honour in, and let ’em win the work: the devil was 
amongst ’em, I think, surely. 

PorL These are the youths that thunder at a playhouse, 
and fight for bitten apples ; that no audience, hut the Tribu¬ 
lation of Tower-hill, or the limbs nf Lnnclumse, limit 1 dear 
brothers, arc able to endure. I have some of ’em in Umbo 
Palrmn, and there they arc like to dance these three days; 
besides the miming banquet of two beadles that is |t> come. 
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Enter the Lord Ohamborlam. 

Cham* Mercy o J me, what a multitude are here! 

They grow still too; from all parts theyaie coining, 

As if we kept a fair here ! Where are these porters. 

These lazy knaves ?—Ye've made a line hand, fellows: 
Theie’s a trim rabble let in: are all these 
Your faithful friends o' the suburbs ? We shall have 
Great store of room, no doubt, left for the ladies, 

When they pass back from tlie christening. 

Port* An't please your honour, 

We are hut men; and what so many may do, 

Not being tom a-pieces, wo have do no - 
An army cannot rule 'em. 

Cham. As l live, 

If the king blame me foi’t, I'll lay yc all 
By tho heels, and suddenly j and on your heads 
Clap round lines for neglect: ye're lazy knaves; 

And hero yo lie baiting of bombards, when 
Ye should do service. Hark 1 the trumpets sound ; 

They're conic already from tlie christening: 

Go, break among the press, and find a way out 
To lot tlie troo]) pass fairly; or I'll find 
A Marshal sea shall hold ye play these two months. 

Port. Make way there for the princess. 

Man, You great fellow, 

Stand close up, or I'll make your head ache. 

Port You i’ the camlet, get up o' the rail 5 
I'll pick you o'er the pales else.( (IIJ ) [Exeunt 


Scmu IV. The palace* 

Enter trumpets, sounding ; then lioo Aldermen, Lord Mayor, Garter, 
CoANMisn, I)nko of Norfolk with Jus marshal's staff] Duke of 
Suffolk, two Noblemen bearing great standing-binds for tho 
christening-gifts ; tkm four Noblemen hearing a canopy, under 
which the Duchens of Norfolk, yodinotha, bearing tlie child 
richly habited in a mantle, tbc. } train home by a, Lady; then 
VOL. IV. 
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follows the Mai'chioncss of Doiwigt, the other godmother) nod 
ladies. The troop jiass onco about the stage , and Garter speaks. 

Gart . Heaven, from thy endless goodness, send prosper¬ 
ous life, long, and over lmppy, to the high and mighty prin¬ 
cess of England, Elizabeth! 

Flourish. Fn 6 er ICiug and train. 

Cyan, [Icnodhig] And to your royal grace, and the good 
queen, 

My noble partners, and myself* thus pray 
AU comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady, 

Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy, 

May hourly fall upon yc ! 

if. lien. Thank yon, good lord archbishop : 

What is her name ? 

Cron. Elizabeth. 

1 C lien* Stand up, lord.-— 

[The King kisses the Child , 
With this kiss take my blessing: God protect llico! 

Into whose band I give thy life. 

Crmu Amen. 

K. lien . My noble gossips, yo’vo been too prodigal: 

I thank yc heartily; so shall this lady, 

When she has so much English. 

Crcm. Lot mo speak, sir, 

liar heaven now bids me; and the words 1 utter 
Let none think flattery, for they'll find knu truth. 

This royal infant (heaven still move about her l). 

Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon tins land a thousand thousand blessings, 

Which time shall bring to ripeness: she shall be 
(But few now living can behold tlmt goodness) 

A pattern to all princes living' with her, 

And all that shall succeed: |Saba( fi? ) was never 
More covetous of wisdom and fair virtue 
Than this pure soul shall he: till princely graces, 

That mould up such a mighty piece as lliis is, 

With all the virtues that attend the good, 

Shall still be doubled on her: truth shall nurse liar. 
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Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her: 

She shall be lov’d and fear’d: her own shall bless her; 
IXer foes shake like a field of beaten corn, 

And hang their heads with sorrow ■ good grows with her; 
In her days every mail shall eat in safely, 

Under his own vine, wliat he plants; and sing 
The merry songs of pcmco to all Ins neighbours : 

God shall be truly known; and those about her 
From her shall read the perfect ways( M ) of honour, 

And by those claim their greatness, not by blood. 

Nor shall this peace sleep with her: but as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix, 

Her ashes now create another heir. 

As great in admiration as herself; 

So shall she leave her blessedness to one 

(When heaven shall call her from this cloud of darkness), 

Who from the sacred ashes of her honour 

Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was, 

And so stand fix’d; peace, plenty, love, trutli, terror, 
That were the servants to this chosen infant, 

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him : 

Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine, 

His honour and the greatness of Ins name 
Shall be, and make new nations; he shall flourish, 

And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
To all the plains about him:—our children’s children 
Shall sec. this, and hlesa lio&veiu 

K. lion. Thou speakest wonders. 

Ci a a. She shall be, to the happiness of England, 

An aged princess; many days shall see licr, 

And yet no clay without a deed to crown it. 

Would I had known no more I hut she must die,— 

She must, tho saints must have her,—yet a virgin ; 

A most unspotted lily shall she pass 

To tho ground, and all the world shall mourn her, 

K. lien. 0 lord archbishop, 

Thou hast made me now a man ! never, before 
This happy child, did I get any thing; 

This oracle of comfort 1ms so pleas’d me, 
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That when I am in heaven I slmll desire 

To see what this child does, and praise my Maker.-— 

I thank ye all.—To you, my good lord mayor, 

Aud you,( fi0 ) good brethren, I am much beholding; 

1 have receiv’d mucli honour by your presence, 

And ye shall find me thankful.—Lead the way, lords:— 

Yc must all see the queen, and she must thank yc. 

She will he sick else. This day, no man think 
Has business at his house; for all shall stay: 

This little one shall make it holiday, [Exeunt. 


EHLOUUli, 

’Tis ten to one this play can never please 
Ail that aro bore: some come to take their ease, 
And sleep on act or two ; but those, we four, 
We've frighted with our trumpets; so, ’tis clour, 
They'll say ’tis naught: others, to hear the city 
Abus'd extremely, and to cry, i{ That's witty !” 
Which wc have not clone neither: that, f fear, 
All the expected good wo To like to hear 
For this play at this time, is only in 
The merciful construction of good women • 

For such a one we show’d ’em: if they smile, 
And say ’twill do, I know, within a while 
All the best men are ours; for his ill hap, 

If they hold when their ladies bid ’om dap. 



[ 321 ] 


l 3 . 430. ( ] ) u Mei in the vah of Atulvm” 

In modern editions 11 Andren” is generally altered to “Ardoj" but Shake¬ 
speare gjivo tho word us lio found it in IlolinshciVs Citron .; “Tlio daio of thu 
meeting was appointed to bo on tho thursdnio the scaupnfch of lunc, vpon 
wJiicli dtue the two kings met in the calc of Andrew" &e., vol. iii. G49, eel. 1808: 
again, p, G54, “m the vallio of An (/erne/’ &c. 


P. 431 . C) 

11 Which action's self was tongue to. All was royal f See. 
titauds thus in the folio,— 

u Which Actions solfc, was tongao too 
Hue, All was lloyall, 

To the disposing of it nought vebelVd, 

Order gmio cncli thing view. The Office did 
Distinctly his full function: who did guide, 

I meatw who set the Body, and the Limbea 
Of this great Sport together? 

Nor. As you gucsso* 

One ccvtcs, that premises no IllcmoiU 
In such a bininossc. 
liiw t I pray you, 0 &e, 

Here Theobald arranged tho dialog no us tho author evidently intonded it to 
bo distributed.—Mr. lfnight profors (and defomls in ft nolo) tlio arrangement 
of tho folio! 

1\ 432. 0 11 Out qf his sclf-d) (twimj wch ) ho gives vs nolo , 

The force of his own merit makes his way / 

A g ft that h&tmi gives for Jim, winch hup 
A place next la the hirnj 

Tho folio hns,— 

u Out of his Self e-drawing lFefc. 0 glues vs noief 
the Ms., us Mr. Collier observes, having most probably had 11 a [i.c. hc3 
givesf &c, which the compositor mistook for “0 giuesf &u, (Mr. Knight 
accuses tho modern editors of having “cormpted” this passage: ho prints 
11 Out <j f his sclf-dramwj xocb, — 0 1 fpre ns n< j£c— calk “01 give us 
note !—” “tilij oil ro in An heading ,’ 1 anti 4i one of Shuhespeai c's happy paren¬ 
theses f &o. Sec,) The third lino 1ms been questioned j and it certainly seems 
somewhat suspicious. 

P. 131. ( J ) “ is vcnom-niouth*(lf Sets. 

The folio 1ms 4 ‘i.v ronom'cl-woKtftV/' See. 

I\ 430. ( J ) 41 1 } the msiwj, u 

’Clio foliu hus u it)C wrenching ” (See my Jlemarhs on Mr. Collier's anil Mr* 
lung Id's eds. of Shakespeare, p. 104.) 



[ 522 J 


V, 435, (°) “Ac/»Wy,” & c. 

TIio “Ac‘* was added by tho editor of tlio second folio. 

P. 437, ( 7 ) fi his chancellor,—" 

llorofho folio 1ms « his CoiraucHunri' 1 bub aftwvr&iril* (jp, V>\) rightly, w 8ir 
Cfilbort Peake his Chanedbw ” &o. 


p, 437 . («) u Nicholas IXoj\hiusf' 

1 ‘ho folio has “Michael Jfo;>Atai ''■ In U\o Ms . 1 AW only vnw piolniUy 

sot down, tiTicl lnistnkon for * Miclu 1 ” jIIaj.onj). 


P. 437. ( 5 ) “ X am the shadow of poor D uch'wjhwn> 

JP/a-sc ftjiu'C oven this instant cloud puts on t 
liy tUijkminff nty dcur situ.—il/i/ lard t farewell 11 

In this obscurely expressed passage .foImson proposed lo read "- cloud 

puts out,” &c., but ho wits not satisfied with bis o>vu omycduroj mid per- 
baps l\c hud no reason to ho so,—The folio bus "Mtj bold n } jwemUf l which 
retained by Mr. Knight, who quite forgets that ALorgaveuny is going lo 
the Tower along with Buckingham. 


P. 430. 0°) “ This (i actable obedience S’ &< 2 , 

liowo printed 11 That it actable,” &o,j and Mr. Collier’.* Mft, Ooimdor given 
« Their tractable? &e, Put tlia original reading is right, fn our old wiiloia 
** pda” and “ these 1 are iiometimos iiltlo tdac Hum tedumhint. 


P, 439 . ( ll ) " There is vo pj imtr business. 11 

XIio fblio lia9 11 - no primer Imsonosbc,'—u uhm mispilnt, and tho lmU 

thing to iion^nstfJ yol hloowiw thought that it a honied u 11 meaning suM- 
oiGutly clear j** Mr, Knight pioPcr* it to the “much roeblm'” modem muling , 
[iml Mr, Colli or WAS content with it> till ho hud bin Ms. Corrector’* imprima¬ 
tur for “business” 

P, 440. ( J ?) “ Tor our best acfX 

Probably wo ought lo rend “- best, iiciion.” Cimipnio the ninth lino 

above. 


1\ 440. ‘Oi trembling contribution l" 

Mv Cotlior’tt Me, Cor vector changes “ trmbttnj)" to ** trebling : n which nllor- 
nlioih smeo Mr. Collier exprossca no opinion on il, wo may conclude (hut Jui 
does not, like aomo of Ids uriticb, ronsitloi ns cu tilled lo ti place in l ho loxl. 
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P. 441. ( ) w ihni if the king 

Should without issue die , he ll ” See, 

IIoro tho modern editors alter *'?w'U y ' to "lufd ” but in such sentences we 
nob nil frequently fmd our early enters using will where wo now should use 
would, so our author again, in Coriolanus, act i. sc. 9, 

" If T should toll thee o'ov this thy day's work, 

Thou’It not believe thy deeds,” 

So, too, Cowley in Love's Riddle, act i. so 2, 

"I'd see you hung up foi a thing to scare 
The crows away, bo fora I’ll spoml my breath 
To teach you any.” Works,, vol iii 4 75, cd. 1708. 

P» 412. ( 15 ) ''Hopkins” 

IIcio, and in the next speech, tho folio 1ms “ lien ton” (and we know that the 
person in question belonged to tho convent of Ilcnton, neai Bristol); but, as 
previously In this play, p. 437, and subsequently, p. 451, ho is called "Hop- 
kins” fcho modern editors, to prevent confusion, have adopted the latter name 
hero j and they seem quite justified in adopting it, 

P. 442, 0 6 ) "Menfear'd” See. 

Tho folio bus “ JT/cn feure,” &e. 


I 1 , 442, ( 1? ) " the confession's scale,” Sc o. 

Thoobald^ correct ion.-—Tho folio baa "tha Comm ns ions Scale" Sea. 


P. 442, ( r8 ) “ To gain (he love” Sc c, 

Tho word "gain” wns first added in tho fourth folio. 


H AhT. 11 danafi'Aiis $u: hnv J 1 

Tlio folio 1ms “ dangerous for this,” fee. 


1\ 444. ( a ) 11 by dag end night, 

lie's traitor lo the height ” 

Mr. Collier’s Mb. Corrector gives "lie is a daring traitor lo tho height'* 
P. 444. ( ai ) 

" Thai never saw 'em pace before , the spavin 
Or springhalt reign'd among 'em*' 

Tho folio lias, 

“ 'Thai nencr aoo 'em pace before, the Spaucn 
A •S'priTHj-taift rain'd union*/ 'em 
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and j\ralouo thinks that “ A spiinghalt" See. has been altered "without any 
necessity” 1—Popo printed “And sp) iwjhult" &c.. but I pi el or “ Ov sjninp- 
Jadt" & Cl , wiiicli X had substituturt in my copy long befoio I knew that such 
was tlio rending of All'. Collier's Ala. Corrector. 

V, 444. (/*) "citHoo” &c. 

The folio lma “ cut too’ t,” &e. 


P. 445. ( 13 ) “wear own/,” &e. 

So too second folio.—Tlio first folio has “woo away" &c, 

P. 4*if>, ( 2I ) “ has wherewithal,” &a. 

The modern editors print “ho lath wha emtltid"^ tho folio having Hu’s 
who etvhhuU," See.’, but see nolo (° J )« 

P. 4131, ( M ) " To have bi ought” &o, 

The folio has il To lum brought /’ &c.—Tho collection was mudo in tho fourth 
folio. 

P. 453. ("°) 

“ 'Gainst /he, that I uannot tube peace with &e. 

The usual modern alteration is Gainst me , / can’t tube peace with* &c. 


P. 453 , C 7 ) 11 no caujr 

<S 7 u/W mark my (pave." 

The folio lu\s “ Shall make my ip mic." 


X J . 458. C 8 ) “Kxit Lord Chamberlain,” &o. 

The stage-throe lion in the folio is “Loaf, Lord Chain horUtim*, aiul tho King 
diawes tho Ciutuino and sits reading pommely. w 

P. 4G2. (2») 

11 *2'^ s/m/iyu. a three-pence bow'd would hire me" Sea. 

The editor of the second folio rends “- haw'd now would” und Several 

modem editors print “ btnvuili 0 but “ hs to bo mid ns a dissyllable. 


P. 103, (>°) °and high uatps 

Tiden of your many virtues , (hr king's majesty 
Commends his good opinion of you to you, ami" An. 

Some editors punt, with tho folio, {t and high notes,” &c.; hut “notes” 


can 
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loudly bo a plural here,—afterwards in act v, ac. 1 (p, G04), the folio has,— 

"King, Charles, I will play no more to nig]it, 

My mirntes Lhe. mind's) not on’t. 

Nor slmll not when my Fancies [be. fancy’s] on my piny," 
Ilove, in most modern editions, (ho -words “ of you" are omitted, 


T\ 1G5. ( S1 ) u Thai hiigcr you desire the com l" 8co. 

Tn the fourth folio “dofor” is substituted for a desire f* anti so roads Mr, 
Collier’s Ms. Corrector: but see Malone’s note ad l. 


1\ 470, ( a2 ) “A marriage* 9 &c, 

Tho folio has “ And Man iage” & c 

r. 470. (/°) " Yea , mlh a splitting power” &e, 

}So the second folio,—The first folio hns 11 - a spitting power** See, 

I’. 47 h ( 3l ) fl to your cause” 

Ro the second folio,—The first folio has u to our cause” 


V 475, (^) lf Ahw, has banish'd rue his Led already'* 

Hero tlio modern editors print u A!as f li’ns banish'd,* &c., and 'M/us, ho has 
banish'd" &c.,—he can so tlio folio him li Alas> lift’s banish'd" &c.: but the 
pronoun is to be niidvjvstuud from what precedes That they m x v© not war¬ 
ranted in substituting “h’ns” and 4 ‘ lie has" for “hah" ns they have done Iilm’o 
mid m various other passages of Shakespeare, is quite certain:—tho folio, 
in an earlier speerli of tho Queen's m this scene (p. 473) hns 4, I3cloouo me 
sho hah had much wrong}” and in a later one (p* 477), 11 Ho ha's my heart 
yet, and shall Jrnuc my pioyora." so too in tho next scene, accouling to the 
folio,— 

“ Sur. Ida's the King this ?'* (p, 478.) 

“ Cardinal! Campehia, 

fa atohic u^my to Home, hath ’toe no koine, 
lid's left the eiinso o' th’ King vnhniuhed, and 
Fh posted,” &g, (p, 470.) 

tl Suf, lie hn'Sy and wo shall see him 
For it in Areli-byshop.” (p. 480) 

“ my Loyaltio 

‘Whiuli oner ha's, and mini* ahull hn growing, 

Till dentil,” feci. (p 483.) 
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u I presume, 

Tliftt as my hand ha\s open’d Bounty to you, 1 ' &o. 

(p. 483.) 

« Toko notice lords lie Ita's ft Loyfill brp*»L w 

(p* 484.) 

'* This papiU* Jut's vndow me ” (Jbith) 


1\ 479, ( 3fl ) ** Stir. Now, all wj joy 

Truce the conjunction f" 

Popo printed 11 Now, all joy," &c,—-Mr. Collier's Ids. Con cc tor rends u Nm\ 
may all joy” &c.; find Mi*, Singer (Shakespeare Vindicated, &o. p. 18<>) myh 
it '‘is a good conjecture, uml limy, I think, he safely adopted” But is any 
nUmrttion necessary? dors not Surrey's joj r at tin* marriage arise from Ids 
belief tlmt ib will hasten tho CftrdinuYs turn 1 Previously in tins .sueno liu 1ms 
ikclnmV- 

11 / am joyful 

To meet the least occasion that may givo me 
Remombmwce of nay father-in-law, the duho, 

To lie vevcftgM on lunv” 


again,— 


“Sir, 

lshould h? glad to Imar Audi nows as Lilia 
Once every hour/ 1 


The speech, too, which draws forth the pre sent exclamation of Surrey,— 


11 Sitf. May yon be happy ill your wish, my lord 1 
1km, I profess, you lmvo it/’— 


seems to forbid our disturbing' the text. (“ This ‘ my' is omphAUeal, mid inoaui 
(o express the greatest joy possible, the speaker's mind being capable of <*rm- 
ceiving no greater than that ho is now filled with on hearing no much good 
unvvi,” C^1 J 1UJ>4 


P. 48(1. O'O 

u The cardinal! 

I'lntor Woi-snY and CnOMWliLL, 

Nor, Observe, observe, ho\ moody. 

\Yol. The packet, Cromwell, 

Gate'l you the king ? 

Groin, To his oum hand, ivJs beth'hambvrf 

llovo the moro lecent editors print, 

w Wol» The packet, Ci omvclh gave it you the king? 

Crom. To his own hand, in his bedchamber 

But I have let these speeches stand as they do in the folio,—Compare, in 
p. 4/37,— 
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41 This told bud nmn, 

Suf. And free ua from his slavery. 

AVbi * T Ve had need jn ay, 

And heartily, for our deliverance,” &c. 

itild in p 4G3,'— 

“ And say I have spolcc with you. 

Anne. My honour'd lord 

[AiJ.it /Liml Chamberlain 

Old L Why, this it is, see, see J 
I have boon begging sixteen yearn in court,” &r, 
again, in page 480,— 

" To come abroad. 

Crow, I think, by this he is. 

Wol. Leave me awhile. [flj.it Cromwell. 

Tb slmli bo to the Duchess of Alongon,” &c. 


v. m. ( 4S ) 

“ To steal from spiritual leisnic a brief span," See. 

Here Mr. Collier's Mk. Corrector substitutes 41 labour™ for *• leisuie ''—most 
erroneously .— 1 " Spii ihuil leistoc mourns occupation with i oltgious mutters, just 
us learned fount)e moans occupation with lifeiary matters Loismo does not 
necessarily signify idleness, ns boys at school bumro) know full well 

It is a polito .synonym, perhaps slightly tinged with irony, for labour of an 
unnienial and unprofessional clmraoter. It stands opposed, not to every kind 
of work, but only to the work of ‘men of business, 1 as they arc called' 1 
Blackwood's Magazine for Sept. 1853, p. 317,—Mr. Grant "White illusLratos 
the nso of the word leisure’ in tho present passage by the following quota¬ 
tion from Cltnloncrt translation of TSrnsmiis’s Praise qf Fdly, 1549, sig. L II.: 
“ Whereas, taking no greate fissure m ponninge oftheyr nmttiov, imie, rather 
whatsoever toy lightoth in theyr head,” &o. Shakespeare's Scholar, &o.p. GO. 
—A Bpecch of tho Puke in guv an then’s jlfccsin <j /oi A/easiire, act iii, rc, 2 , 
limy be cited heir: **ITo professes to bavo received no sinister measure from 
his judge, hut most willingly humbles himself to the determination of justice; 
yot hud he framed to himself, by tho instruction of his frailty, many deceiving 
prormsoR of lifo, which I, by my good leisute, have discredited to him, and 
now is ho resolved to (1ic?. ,t 


P. 483. ( 39 ) Yet fil’d with iwj abilities," &r. 

Tho folio has “ Yet fill'd with" & c. 


I\ 483. (*°) “ I da prefer 

Thai for t/onr hr fines s’ good I ever labour’d 
Mine than nime own; that am, have, ami will hr,-~ 

Though all the world," See. 

The folio has no point nftoi "and will be"— For the following note .by the Into 
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Mv. Sydney Walker I am indebted to Hr, W, N. Loltsom: “IP there bn no 
other corruption, (he period after ought to bo replaced by a commas 
Otherwise the words appear unintelligible. I'!von so, however, this mil bo a 
most harsb instance of buaieo\ovOla Ihit T rather think that a Imo is lost, 
somewhat to the following effect: 

“ tfoit I ««?, have, and mil be, 

[In hoiiitnml not, tied to your someo; yen,] 

Though all the world should," &c.— 

Hr, Singer (Shakespeare Vindicated, &o. p. 1S7) says that all is made '‘con¬ 
gruous and clear,” if wo read,— 

“ilfoe than mine oum: that I urn true, anil will he, 

Though all the woi Idf &c, 

But tliGtc in not tho slightest reason for supposing Chat any error lios in tho 
words “ m, hove, and will he'* (i.c. am, have been, and will bo): a similar 
ellipsis occurs in tho precoding speech of the Car din ah 

“Which over has mid eyor shall he growing, 

Till death, that winter, kill ifc.” 


V. 48$. ( >l ) “ Tied it hy htlcrs-patvnlsT 

Hr. Knight and Hr. Collier print f< - hr/ fellers patent: M but tho folio is 

Tight, according to tho phraseology of ShaUespeme’s time* and compare 
Til chard II. vol. hi. pp. 297, JW, 


P. 480, («) 

14 If I lov'd man}/ ivords, lord , / should tell yon 
Yon A ace an htlle Jmesiy us honour. 

That in the war/ of loyalty and truth 
Toward the /tiny, viy ever royal master^ 

Dai e male a sounder man than Surrey can he. 

And till that love his follies," 
tf My. Tta&Wd \mki 

* That I t in the way,' $u\ 

and this unnecessary emendation Juis been adopted by all the subsequent 
editors, The construction is,* I, that dare undo a sounder man than Surrey, 
tell you, you have as littlo honesty as honour.’ *■ Malokh* 

44 A lino is nssmwlly lost*. 

4 / should tell you. 

You hove os htlle honesty as honour, 

[To rail in such in'Cyiiiont wise on me, | 

Thai vi the way of loyalty,' Sjc. 

‘ Honesty’ is '(lcconoy,’ ” flrniWY Walkcu (a iinfn mm muni rated to mo by 
Hr. AV. N. Lefctsom). 


V. 4Sfi. ( ,3 > 14 Who, if he live , will snare he gentlemenT 

.So the second folio.—The first folio has “ AVliom, if he limf &c ; and so per- 
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Imps tho author wrote here? but it is one of tlioso passages in which I do not 
vonfcuro to retain “whom.” 


P, '187. ( 1; ) 14 To Gregory de CassahsT &i\ 

TJic folio has “ To Gregory de Gass ado/ 1 &c. 


I 1 . 488. ( Ji ) 11 By your power tegatme,” & o. 

Tho foho lias 41 - power Legatiiu?, 1 * &c, 

P. 488. (< d ) “ Chattels, and8c c 

Tho folio )ms u Castles, foid, 11 &c. 


P. 488. ( 57 ) 41 Farewell, a kmj farewell, to all my graatum * 9t 

Tho punctuation m the folio is “Faro well ? A lung farewell to all my Grcat- 
iiesse,’',—which JUi\ limiter (New IIlusL of Shakespeme, it. 108) would retain, 
interpreting the lino thus; "Norfolk has said, in a strum nf light familiarity 
[ratlin*, of drop insultj, 'bo fare you well, iriy IiLlIo good lord cardinal ;* 
"Wolsey says, hiking up the words Norfolk had used, ‘fio farewell to tho 
htfte (fowl you bear me.’ when, the conviction of his lost estate Hashing novos* 
lus mind, ho proceeds, * Farewell,*—did I say 4 Furowull T did I repeat tho 
word after tlio mini 1 —Yes, it is too surely so—‘along farewell to all my 
greatness V M But I cannot believe that any such lecoudite in caning was in¬ 
to m led hero by tho author;—uud it is certain, 1st, Hint in tlm folio the inter¬ 
rogation-point is frequently equivalent to tin exclamation-point; 2dly, tlmt in 
lliu folio the iiitcrrogntioix'pcmt it, sometimes found whero it can liuvo uu 
place,—e,g. tints, in an curlier speech of tho pic sent play (p. 433), 

14 No, my Lord ? 

You know no uiaro then others ? lint you frame,” &c. 


V. 488. ( 1H ) “ The ttiiidw leaves of hope," See. 

Tho iblio lias 44 -Zanies ft/hop os,” &c. 


P, *90. il wqd on *pm t" 

Tho folio Inis “ wept or him" 

T\4ii3 (™) 

41 Sec. Gent. Alas, good Italy /— 

[A lively flourish of trumpets, 

The trumpets somd; stand close, the queen is coming" 

In tho folio, tho words, "A lively flourish of trumpets" uic given at tho com¬ 
mencement of “Tim oilman op 'run nuiouHSiow but it is evident tluit they 
VOL. IV. IU M 
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ought propoi ly to stand njioro I lia.v« placed thorn —Hero tho folio has a 
stage-direction, " IMoi/cs tvhich srama lo have crept In from tint promp¬ 
ted hook, anil refer*. I suppose, to tho « lnwulinya” which wm« luesuntly to 
accompany tlio hinging of tho Cliorifdui.s. 


l\ 400 , (* l ) u but * <A«iA yvnr grace," &«. 

Tlui folio lias “ bui I thanks your gitic*?* 


p. 407. (°) “ With all ftutcoveit* 

Ho in Measure foi Measure, not iv..so.iii„ ,4 0no of our covent, nml Ins eon- 
rcssov," &o.j whom /jco no to 


V. 407 ( oi ) 14 Tied all the /Ungdomf &<»• 

[lore “ aVtliM 1 * has been fUihsfcUulod for “ 7W.” 

?v 501. (*’) “ Say his long trouble now is iwxinij” &<', 

jlow thmi ono attempt lm* boon nmclo In tmioiul Lhifl lino^-froin which mm* 
thing ha* apparently dropped out. 

50,3. ( Ja ) * With which (ho tme will" &a, 

Tho folio lm* “- the Lime will," &o. 

H509. (* n ) u [h'xoiint. 

Tiiw ijoiwoin-miAJUimi/’ 

Tlio folio hn*» U A Commoll Table brought in vith OhnyrH mid ^tonkin, ami 
placed viukv the Stifle. ltolnv Loul l>1\allceHa^u , J ,, 


P. 510. (’ 7 ) “ hut wp all arc men. 

In our own nuhow J) (liK and capable 
Ofourjlaak; /c«j tfre ani/cfo ,* 1 

Mulono printed 

f< In our ()Wn mti tor s frail* itioup/iblo j 
Of our flesh, feiu uic angels" &a. 

Mason amt Mr. Collier^ IK Oorwclnr wouhl alter u t‘ajwhir" to “(nilpablo,* 1 
—^tlio former putting a colon nftor it, tho latter connecting it with u Of our 
JMO* 


l 1 . 010 ( 5 ®) 41 Officers of a public pemf Ike. 

Howe pi ini oil “ Defam s of tho public prove*' &i*,» ami so muhi Mr. (h illicit 
Ms. Corrector, 
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P.G12, (? 9 ) “ Cluiti,” 

To this speech, aiul to the next tlireo apeoclias of the Chancellor, tlio folio 
prefixes ** Cham.'* 

P. 513. (*>) 

“ They are too thin and bare to hide offences?' See 
TJig folio 1ms “- lhin t and base to hide ?* &c. 


P. 613. ( G1 ) 

w Than but once think this place becomes thee not." 

The folio has 11 - think e Ida place?' &c.,—which Male no brings back into 

the text, and explains—“ Who daves to suppose that the place ov situation in 
which ho is, is not suitable to thco also ?" —forgetting, it would seem, the pre¬ 
vious stage-direction (p. COO) about tho “teat being left void" for the Arch- 
bishop of Gnntorbury, ami tluit Cranmer lias just taken that “scat” or “pJuco” 
at tho bidding of tho king,—‘‘Good imin, sit down ?'—(Tho misprint oPMiitt” 
for “ /his 0 (as I Iuiyo ahown in my Remarks on Mr CoUm's and Mr . Knight's 
ods, of ShahmpeurC) p, 1*13) is of ficcpimit ocourrenoo.) 


1\ 515. ( 3l ) “ thy true heart? 7 

Bo the mtoyhI folio-—Tho first folio bus li thy true hearts.” 


P. 515. ( C3 ) 41 Vuris-gaiden?' 

Tho folio has 11 Parish Garden?*— which, as a vulgar corruption, might suit 
tho Porter: but if wo retain it, we must also presently retain 11 Towles." 


P. 510. ( 0| ) "Let me ne'er hope to see a chine again; 

And that I would not for a cow, God save herf* 

Mr, Collier’s Mp Corrector roaips 

“Let me ne'er hope to see a (jiieou again, 

And that I would not for ti crown, God sane Acri 1 *— 

" which," observes n critic in Ufac/uuooirs Magazine for Sept. 1B53, p. S18, 
11 is certainly entitled to cotiauloration \ but it ig eputo possible that tlio Pol- 
tor’s Aran’s language, being that of a clown, nmy bo designedly noDbonblcnl.” 
—Qy. aro no to umlorfltnnd Unit tho Pm tor's Man was “ a huge feeder/ 1 ™- 
roHoinbling in that respect tho Guard, who ivcio notorious for their consump¬ 
tion ol' l>uof 7 Civwloy, m ono of his early poLms, says,— 

' l And rhinos of beef innumerable scud me, 

Or from tho stomach af the Guard defend mo” 

The Wishf — Worh y >ol. hi. p, 44, ed. 1708. 


3\ 51G. ( 0!i ) u came to the hronmstaj) to me" 

ITas been ultorcd to lf — — himmtajr with mo 11 
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J\ Si *7 1 ( w ) 11 Yna i 1 the camlet, yet up o' the uuh } 

I'll pick you o'o the poles chr" 

Hem the folio has 11 lie pocko you” & <\, but in Coiwlanuy ucL i, so i, t ll has 
"Ab J could picfto my Lama.” 

(Mr. Knight pi iivts, by the ncliico of n fiioiul, ** 1*11 pick you o'ft the pates vht," 
—which supposes that tliu mtuuler “l* lliu oanilpt" wus furnished willi move 
heads than one.) 

In Ike spinohea throughout tins scone which now slaml as piusu them imi 
suoli tiaccfa ofmctio as might load us to Suspci t ihat the uulhoi originally 
intended tlicm for veise, but Umt they will nut admit of u salisflu tory nielli- 
rftl nnimgcment may bo seen m Cup all’s edition. 

r. ms, («) 11 Suba? &e. 

This Inis boon improperly altered to 14 Sheba," See. nee my liemoh\ on Mi 
Coif to \ and Mi. Knight's cdb. of Shaheymi e f p. 114. 

r. 510. (W) 11 way? of honomf See, 

The foho has fl way ofhonow” &o 

V. f>20. ( C9 ) “ And you, yootl brethren," foe. 

Theobald printed, at Tldrlby’s suggestion, u And your yood hi do on” Sic , - 
because “tho uhlamen wore wsor called biolhrcn lo the king*” bul *,iill, 
“good hiethtcn” may bo equivalent to “ yood Indium oC tlui Mayor.” 
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PUKFJXIM) TO 30J1C COPIES OF THE EDITION OT J(J0t) r ito 


A never iwiter to an ever reader:—News 

Eternal reader, you have hero a new play, never staled witli the 
Btago, never clappcr-olawcd with the pnhm of the vulgar, and ycb 
passing full of bhe palm comical; for it is a hirtli of your brain 
that never undertook any thing comical vainly; and were hub the 
vain names of comedies changed for the titles of commodities* or of 
plays for pleas, you should sec all those grand censors, that now style 
them such vanities, flock to them for the main grace of their gravities; 
especially this authors comedies, tlmt arc so framed to the life, that 
they serve for the most common eommentaiics of all the actions of 
our lives, showing such a dcxtciifcy and power of wit, that the 
most displeased with plays arc pleased witli his comedies, And all 
siieli dull and heavy-wUlort worldlings as were never capable of tlm 
wit of a comedy, coining by report of them to his representations, 
lmvc found that wit fchcie that they never found in themselves, and 
have parted bettcr-witled than they canio; feeling an edge of wit 
set upon thorn, luovo than ever they dreamed they had brain to 
grind it on. So much and such savoured salt of wit is in Ins co¬ 
medies, that they seem (for their height of pleasure) to bo born 
in that sea that brought forth Venus. Amongst all there is none 
more witty than this ; and had I time, I would comment upon it, 
though I know it needs not, (for ro much as will make you think 
your t os tern welf bestowed,) but for so much worth as even poor I 
know to bo stuffed in it. It deserves such n labour, as well as the 
host eomocly in Terence or Plautus and believe this, that when he 
is gone, and his comedies out of sale, you will scramble for them, 
and sot up a now English inquisition. Take this for a warning, 
and, at the peril of your pleasure’s loss and judgment’s, refuse not 
nor like this the less for not being sullied with the smoky breath of 
the multitude; but thank fortune for the scape it hath made amongst 
you; since by the grand possessors' wills, I believe, you should luivc 
prayed for them, 1 other tlum boon prayed. And so 1 leave all such 
to be prayed for (for the states of their wits’ healths) Llmt will not 
piuifio it. Vale, 
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Priam, Icing of Troy. 

JlliCTOH, 

Tuoilus, 

Paris, [ IiIh&qhs. 

Piomroidis, 

Hiu/uwue, 

MAwvAmn.oN, tv Imtiml son of I'vmin. 

JlasuAb, | Trojan comimnuta. 

Aa tenor, J *> 

Caluuas, a Trojan priest, taking part with the G 
Pakdakus, unde to Cress i it u. 

Aoambmnon, llio Grecian gonoruJ. 

, Mbnelaus, his brother. 
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fljim’on, 
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Patjioomjs, 

TiiwwrriSH, n deformed anil scninlous (Uvrinn 
Aljs.vanowi, M*rvnjit to Cressulu. 

Servant to TroiUw, 

Hcwtiufc to Panti 
Sew mil to Uuonrilob. 
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(JmUMOA* (lau^htui to Cidrlms, 

Trojan mul UioeK Soldiers, and Auoinlnhh 

SeUN 10— Troy, ami the (hcnttli camp tivfiuv if 
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PROLOGUE. 


In Troy, there lies tlie scene. Prom isles of Greece 
The princes orgulous, their high hi nod chaf'd, 

Have to the port of Athens sent their ships, 

Fraught with the ministers and instruments 
Of cruel war: sixty ancl nine, that wore 
Their crownets regal, from the Athenian hay 
Put forth toward Phrygia: and their vow Is made 
To ransack Troy; within whose strong immures 

With wanton Paris sleeps; and that’s the quarrel. 

To Tonedos they eouio ; 

And the deep-drawing harks do there disgorge 
Their warlike franghtage: now on Dm'dan plains 
The fresli and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch 
Their bravo pavilions: Priam’s six-gated city, 
Dardan, and Tymbria, Hclias, Clietas, Troien, 

And Antenoridos^ 1 ) with massy staples, 

And corresponbivo and fulfilling bolts, 

Sperx ( a ) up the sons of Troy. 

Now expectation, tickling sluttish spirits, 

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard:—and hither am I come 
A prologue arm’d,—but not in confidence 
Of author’s pen or actor's voice ; but suited 
In like conditions as our argument,— 

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play 
Leaps o’er the vaunt and firstlings of those broils, 
Beginning in the middle; starting thence away 
To what may ho digested in a play. 

Like, or find fault; do as your pleasures are ; 

Now good or had, f tis but the chance of war. 
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ACT I. 

Scene 1. Troll. Before Priam’s jialaco. 

Ruler Tuomus armed evad Pawuhuh, 

Tw. Cull Jioro my varlot 5 I’U unarm again : 

Why should J war without tlio walls of Troy, 

Tliat find such cruel 1mltie here within ? 

Each Trojan that is master of his heart, 

Let him to field; TroUus, alas, hath none! 

Tan. Will this gear ne’er he mended ? 

Tro. The Greeks are strong, and skilful to their slrengLli, 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant; 

But I am weaker than a woman's tear, 

Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance, 

Less valiant than the virgin in the night, 

And sldlloss as unp cacti ski infancy, 

Tan. Well, I have told you enough of this: for my part, 
HI not meddle nor iunite no further, lie that will have a 
cake out of the wheat must needs tarry the grinding, 

Tvo. Have I not tarried ? 

Petn. Ay, the grinding; but you must tarry the bolting. 
Tro. Have I not tamed? 

Pan. Ay, the boiling; but you must tarry the leavening. 
r J\o. Still have I tarried. 

1 Pan. Ay, to the leavening} hut here’s yet in the word 
c< hereafter,” the kneading, the making of the cake, the heal¬ 
ing of the oven, and the baking; nay, yeMi uniat slay the 
cooling too, or you may chance to burn your lipn. 
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7 Vo. Patience herself, what goddess e'er she be, 

Doth lesser blench at su he ranee than 1 do. 

At Priam’s royal table do I sit; 

And when fair Cress id comes into iny thoughts,— 

So, traitor!—when she comes!—When is she thence?( a ) 

Pan . Well, she looked yesternight fairer than ever I saw 
her look, or any woman else. 

Tro, I was about to tell thee,—when my heart, 

As wedged with a sigh, would rive in twain ; 

Lest Hector or my father should perceive me, 

I have (as when the sun cloth light a storm)(*) 

Buried this sigh m wrinkle of a smile: 

But sorrow, that is couch’d in seeming gladness, 

Is like that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness. 

Pan . An her hair were not somewhat darker than Helen’s 
(well, go to), there were no more comparison between the 
women,—but, for my part, she is my kinswoman ; I would 
not, as they term it, praise her,—blit I would somebody had 
heard her talk yesterday, as 1 did. I will not dispraise youj 
sister Cass*andra’s wit; but— 

Tro. 0 Pondarus! I tell thee, Pandarus,— 

When I do tell thee, there my hopes lie drown’d. 

Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lio indreneh'd. I toll thee, I am. mad 
In Cressid’s love: thou answer'st, she is fair; 

Pour’s 1; in the open ulcer of my heart 

POj: hrji bah:, hpjL efumk, Urn: <giik, him vokn■, 

Handiest in thy discourse, 0 , that lier hand, 

In whose comparison all whites arc ink. 

Writing their own reproach; to whose soft seizure 
The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sense 
Hard as the palm of ploughman !—this thou tellst me, 

As true thou tell’st me, when I say I love her; 

Bui, saying thus, instead of oil and balm, 

Thou lay’sfc in every gash that love hath given me 
The knife that made it. 

Pan . I speak no more than truth, 

Trot Thou dost not speak so much. 

Pan . Kaith, I’ll not meddle in’k Let her be as she is: if 



'IHOILUS AND CliESBBinA 


540 


[aol- i. 


she be fair, ’tis the better for her; ail she be not, she lias the 
mends in her own hands. 

Tro. Good Pandarus,—how now, Pandnrus! 

Pan* I have had my labour for my travail; ill-thought on 
of her, and ill-thought on of you: gone between and between, 
but small thanks for my labour. 

Tro. Wliat, art thou angry, Poiularua ? what, with me ? 
Pan . Because she’s kin to me, there foie she’s not so fair 
ns Helen: an she wore not kin to me, she would be as fair on 
Priclay as Helen is on Sunday. But wliat care I? 1 euro 
not an she were a blaek-a-moor; ’lis all one to me. 

Tro. Say I she is not fair 1 

Pan . I do not care whether you do or no. She’s a fool 
to stay behind her father ; let her to the Greeks; and so I’ll 
tell her the next time 1 see her : for my part, I’ll meddle nor 
make no more i’ the matter, 

Tro, Pandarus,— 

Pan . Not I. 

Tro . Sweet Pandarus,— 

Pan . Pray you, speak no more to me: I will leave all as 
I found it, and there an end. 

[lixil Panda run. An alarum* 
Tro . Peace, you ungracious clamours! peace, rude sounds! 
Fools on both sides! IIclou must needs be fair, 

When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 

1 cannot light upou this argument; 

It is loo starv’d a subject for my sword. 

But Pandarus,—O gods, how do you plague mo! 

I cannot conic to Crcssicl buL by Piuichir; 

And lie’s as tetchy to be woo’d to woo. 

As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 

Toll me, Apollo, for tliy Daphne’s love, 

What Crossid is, what Bandar, and what we ? 

Her bed is India; lhero she lies, a pearl: 

Between our Ilium and whero sho resides. 

Lot it be call’d the wild and wandering iloocl; 

Ourself the merchant; aud this sailing Pandar, 

Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and ouv bark. 
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Alarum. Enter /Eneas, 

ARne. How now, Prince Troilusl wherefore not afield ? 
jfV(>i Because not there: this woman’s answer sorts, 

Kor womanish it is to be from thence. 

What news, 7 Jhicas, from the field to-day ? 

AEue* That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 

I\o t I 3 y whom, TEneos? 

AEne. T roil us, hy Meuekus. 

Tro, Let Paris blood : ’tis but a scar Lo scorn; 

Pirns is gor’d with Meuekus’ horn. [Alarum. 

/Ene* ffarlc, what good sport is out of town to-day ! 

'I'i'o. Better at home, if cf would t were (t nmy.”-— 

But to tho sport abioad;—are you bound thither? 

AEne. In all swift haste. 

Tro. Come, go we, then, together. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. The name, A street. 

Enter CnnssmA cmil Alexander 
Cres, Who were those went by ? 

Alex. Queen Hecuba and Helen. 

Cres, And whither go they ? 

Alex, Up to the eastern tower, 

Whose height commands as subject all the vale, 

To see tho battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix’d, to-day was mov’d: 

IIo chid Andromache, and struck his armorer; 

And, like as there were husbandry in war, 

Before the sun rose, he was luirncss’d light, 

And to the field goes he; where every flower 
Did, as a prophet, weep wlmt it foresaw 
In Hector’s wrath, 

Cres. What was his cause of anger ? 

Alex, The noise goes, this: there is among llic Greeks 
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Ilcctor ; 

They call him Ajax. 

Cres. Good ; and what of him ? 
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Alex. They say lie is a very man per se, 

And stands alone, 

Ores. >So do all men,—unless they are drunk, sick, or 
have no legs, 

Alecs* This man, lady, hath robbed many boasts of (heir 
particular additions ; he is as valiant as the lion, churlish as 
the bear, slow as the elephant: a man into whom nature hath 
so crowded humours, that lus valour is crushed into folly, his 
tolly sauced with discretion: there is no man hath a virtue 
that he hath not a glimpse of; nor any man an attaint, but 
lie carries some stain of it: he is melancholy withouL cause, 
and merry against the hair: lie hath the joints of every 
tiling; but every tiling so out of joint, that lie is a gouty 
Briavcus, nuiuy hands and no use; or purblind Argus, all 
eyes and no sight. 

Cres. But how should this man, that makes mo smile, 
make Hector angry ? 

Alex. They say lie yesterday coped Hector in Hie battle, 
and struck him down; the disdain and slmme wlmrcof hath 
ever since kept Hector fasting and waking, 

Cres. Who comes here ? 

Alex. Madam, your uncle Ban dams. 

Enter I\anj>auuh. 

Cres, Hector’s a gallant man. 

Alvx. As may be in the world, lady. 

Van. "What’s that? what's that? 

Cres. Good morrow, uncle Pnndarus, 

Van. Good morrow, cousin Cressid: what do you talk 
of? — Good morrow, Alexander.—-How do you, cousin? 
When were you at Ilium ? 

Cres. This morning, uncle. 

Van. What were you talking of when I came? Was 
Hector armed and gone, ore ye came to Ilium ? Helen was 
not up, was she ? 

Cres , Hector was gone; but Helen was not up. 

Van , E'en ao: Hector was stirring early. 

Cres. That were wc talking of, and of his anger. 

Van. Was he angry ? 
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Cm. So lie says here. 

Fan. Tme, ho was so; I know the cause too; he’ll lay 
about him to-day, I can tell them that: and Lhere’s Troilus 
will not come far he hind him; Id them take heed of Troilus, 
I can tell them that too. 

Cres. What, is lie angry too ? 

Fern, Who, Troilus? Troilus is the better man of the 
two. 

Cres. 0 Jupiter! there’s no comparison. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector ? Do you 
know a man if you see liim ? 

Gres, Ay, if I ever saw him before, and knew him. 

Fan , Well, I say Troilus is Troilus, 

Ores . Then you say as I say; for, I am sure, lie is not 
Hector. 

Fan, No, nor Hector is not Troilus in some degrees. 

Cres. *Tis just to each of them; lie is himself. 

Pan* Himself! Alas, poor Troilus! I would he were,— 

Cres. So lie is, 

Fan. Condition, I had gone barefoot to India. 

Cres. lie is not Hector. 

Van* Himself l no, lie’s not himself,— would 5 n wore 
himself! Well, the gods arc above; time must friend or 
end; well, Troilus, well,—I would my heart were in her 
body !—No, Hector is not a better man tlmn Troilus. 

Gres . Excuse me. 

Fan , lie is elder, 

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Fan . Tli* other’s not come to’t; you shall tell mo ano¬ 
ther tnle, when th T other’s come to’t. Hector shall not have 
liis wit( 5 ) this year,— 

Cres* He shall not need it, if he have his own. 

Van. Nor liis qualities,— 

Cres . No matter. 

Fan . Nor his beauty, 

Ores. ’Twould not become liim,—his own’s better. 

Fan. You have no judgment, niece: Helen herself swore 
til* other day, that T coil us, for a brown favour (for so ’tis, 
1 must confess),—not brown neither,— 
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Cm. No, but brown. 

Van. Fnitli, to say truth, brown and not brown. 

Cm, To say the truth, true mid not true. 

Van, Site praised his complexion above Paris, 

Gigs, Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Van, So ho has. 

Cm, Then Troilus should have too much: if sho praised 
him above, liis complexion is higher than his; ho having 
colour enough, and the other higher, is too limning a praise 
for a good complexion. I lmd ns Hof Helen's golden tongue 
had commended Troilus for a copper nose. 

Van. I swear to you, I think Helen loves him bettor than 
Paris, 

Cres . Then she’s a merry Greek indeed. 

Van. Nay, I am sure she does. Shu came to him th’ 
other day into the compassed window,— and, you know, lie 
has not past three or four hairs on his chin,—- 

Cres, Indeed, a tapster’s arithmetic may soon bring his 
particulars thorein to a total. 

Van. Why, he is very young: and yot will lie, within 
three pound, lift as much as his brother Hector. 

Cres. Is he so young a man, and so old a lifLor ? 

Van . But, to prove to you that Helen Ioycs him,—she 
came, and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin,— 

Cres, Juno have mercy! liow came it cloven? 

Van. Why, you know, Tis dimpled: 1 think his smiling 
becomes him bettor than any man in all Phrygia. 

Cres* O, ho smiles valiantly. 

Van . Does he not? 

Cres. 0 yes, an *twcro a cloud in autumn* 

Van. Why, go to, then:—but to prove to you that llolen 
loves Troilus,— 

Cm. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you’ll prove 
it 80. 

Van. Troilus J why, ho esteems her no more than I esteem 
an addle egg. 

Cres. If you love an addle egg as well as you love an idle 
head, you would eat chickens i’ the shell. 

Van. I cannot choose but laugh, to think how who tickled 
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his cliiu;—indeed, she has a marvel’s white hand, I must 
needs confess,— 

Cres* Without the rack* 

Pan » And she takes upon her to spy a white hair on his 
chin. 

Ores. Alas, poor chin! many a wail is richer. 

Pan* But there was such laughing!—Queen Hecuba 
laughed, that her eyes ran o’er,— 

Ores. With mill-stones. 

Pan* Ancl Cassandra laughed,— 

Cres . But there was more temperate fire under the pot 
of her eyes:—did her eyes run o’er too? 

Pan* And Hector laughed. 

Cres* At what was all this laughing ? 

Pan . Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied on Troi- 
lus’ chin. 

Cm. An't had been a green hair, I should have laughed 

too, 

Pan* They laughed not so much at the liaiv as at his pretty 
answer, 

Cres* What was his answer ? 

Pan . Quoth she, u IT eye’s but oug( 6 ) ancl fifty hairs on 
your chin, and one of them is white*” 

Cros* This is her question. 

Pan* That’s true; make no question of that. “ One and 
fifty hairs/’ quoth he, ft and one white: that white hair is my 
father, and all the rest are his sons.” “ Jupiter I” quoth she, 
u which of these hairs is Paris my husband " The forked 
one,” quoth he ; “ pluck’t out, and give it liim,’* But there 
was such laughing! and Helen so blushed, and Paris so chafed, 
and all the rest so laughed, that it passed. 1 

Cres, So lot it now; for it lias been a great while going by. 

Pan, Well, cousin, I told you a thing yesterday; think 
on’t. 

Cres. So I do. 

Pan . I’ll he sworn 5 tis true; lie will woop you, an ’twere 
a man born in April. 

Cres* And I’ll spring up in his tears, an ’twere a nettle 
against May, \A retreat sounded* 

von. iv. 


N N 
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pan. Ilark! they arc coming front the field: shall we stand 
up here, and see them ay they pass toward Ilium ? good niece, 
do ; sweet niece Cvessithn 
Cm- At yonr pleasure. 

Here, hero, here's an excellent place; here wo may 
sgg most bravely: I’ll tell you them all by their names as 
they puss by ; hut mark Troilus above the vest. 

Cm. Speak not so loud. 

/IfiNEAS pusses* 

Pan, That’s jEncas: is not that a brave man? IwiV one of 
the dowels of Troy, 1 can toll you: but mark Troihis; you 
shall see anon. 


Antunou passes. 

Cm. Who’s that ? 

Pan . T1 nit’s Antenor: he lias a shrewd wit, 1 can tell 
you; and he’s a man good enough: he's one o’ the soundest 
judgments in Troy, whosoever, imd a proper man of person.— 
When comes Troilus ?-—-X’H show you Troilus anon : if ho see* 
me, you shall sod him nod at me. 

Cw* Will lie give you the nod? 

Pan. Yon shall see* 

Cre &. If he do, the rich shall havo move. 

llnoTon passes. 

Pan* That’s Hector, that, tlmt, look you, that 5 there's a 
fellow!—Go thy way, Hector !—There’s a brave man, niece. 
—0 brave Hector!—Look how he looks! there's a conn ton* 
mica l is’t not a bvuvo man ? 

Ctqs. O, 11 Wave man! 

Pan, Is ’a not? it does a mans heart good:—look you 
what hacks arc on his helmet! look you yonder, do yon see ? 
look you there; (hero’s no jesting; the rub laying on, tnko’t 
off who will, as they say: there be hacks! 

Or as. He those with swords ? 

Pan. 6 Jwords! any tiling, he cures not; an the devil come 
to him, it’s all one; by God's Ld, it does one’s heart good.-— 
Yomler conies Tails, yonder comes Paris* 
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Pakis passes. 

look ye yonder, niece; is*t not a gallant man too, is’t nol ?— 
Why, this is "brave now.—Who said he came hurt home to¬ 
day? he's not hurt: why, this .will do Helen's heart good 
now, Inal—Would I could see Troilus now 1—you shall see 
Troilus anon. 

Hislenus passes. 

Ores. "Who’s that ? 

Pan, That’s Helenas ;—I marvel where Troilus is; — 
that’s Helenus:—I think he went not forth to-day:—that’s 
Ilclcnus. 

Cres, Can Ilelenus light, uncle ? 

Pan , Ilclenus I no ; —yes, he’ll fight indifferent well.— I 
marvel where Troilus is.—Hark! do you noL hear the people 
cry rt Troilus”?—ITelenus is a priest. 

Ores, What sneaking fellow comes yonder ? 

Tiioilus passes. 

Pan . Where ? yonder ? that's Duiphobus:—’tis Troilus! 
thero’a a man, niece!—Hem!—Bravo Troilus ! the prince of 
chivalry! 

Cres, Peace, for shame, peace! 

Pan . Mark him; note him:—O brave Troilus!—lo ok well 
upon him, niece; look you how his sword is bloodied, and his 
helm move hacked than Hector’s; and how he looks, and how 
he goes!—0 ad mil able youth! he ne’er saw three-and-twenty, 
—Go thy way, Troilus, go thy way !—Ilad I a sister were a 
grace, or n daughter a goddess, ho should take his choice. 
O admirable man ! Paris ?—Paris is dirt to him ; and, I war¬ 
rant, Helen, to change, would give an eye to bool. 

Cres, Here come more. 

Forces pass. 

Pan, Asses, fools, dolts ! chaff and bran, chaff and bran ! 
porridge after meal!—I could live and die i’ the eyes of Troi¬ 
lus.—Ne’er look, ne’er look; the eagles ore gone: crows and 
daws, crows and daws!—I had rather be such a man as Tiol¬ 
ios than Agamemnon and all Greece. 

Oms. There is among the Greeks Aclulles,—a hotter man 
than Troilus. 
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Pan* Achilles i a drayman, a porter, a very camel. 

Cros. Well, well. 

Van. Well, well!—Why, have you any rli sere lion ? have 
you any eyes? do you know what a man is? Is not birth, 
beauty, good shape, discourse, manhood, learning', gentleness, 
virtue, youth, liberality, and such like, the spice and salt that 
season a man ? 

Ores. Ay, a minced man s and thou to bo baked with no 
date in the pie,—-for them the man’s date’s out, 

Pan* You are such a woman! one knows not at what 
ward you lie. 

Ores'. Upon my back, to defend my holly; upon my wit, 
to defend my wiles; upon my secrecy, to defend mine hon¬ 
esty; luy mask, to defend my beauty; and you, to defend all 
these: and at all these wards I lie, at a thousand watches. 

Pun. Say one of your watches. 

Ores* Nay, I’ll watch you for that; and tlm^s one of tile 
cliiefest of them too: if I cannot ward wlmt 1 would not have 
hit, I can watch you for telling how I took the blow; unless 
it swell past biding, and then it’s past watching. 

Pan* You are such another l 

Enter Tuoimjs’ Hoy. 

Day* Sir, my lord would instantly speak with you. 

Pan* Where? 

Day, At your own house; there he unarms him. 

Pan . Good boy, toll him I come, [Exit Hoy*] I doubt 
lie he hurt.—Fare ye well, good niece. 

Ores . Adieu, uncle. 

Pan, I'll be with you, niece, by and by. 

Crcs. To bring, uncle,( 7 ) 

Pan , Ay, a token from Troilus, 

Ores. By the same token—you a bawd. 

\Dxil Pav darns* 

Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love’s full sacrifice, 

He offeis in another’s enterprise: 

But more in Troilus thousand fold I see 
Than in the glass of Bandar’s praiso may bo; 

Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing: 
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Tilings won are done; joy’s soul lies in the doing: 

That she belov’d knows nauglit that knows not this,— 

Men prize the tiling uiigain’cl more than it is: 

Tlmt she was never yet that ever knew 
Love got so sweet as when desire did sue: 

Therefore this maxim out of love I leach,— 

Achievement is command; ungain’d, beseech :( a ) 

Then though niy heart’s content firm love doth bear, 

Nothing of that shall from mine eyes ajipear. [liareunL 


Scene III. The Grecian camp. Before Agamemnon’s tent . 

Sennet. Bnter Agamemnon, Nestor, Ulysses, Menelaus, 
and others, 

A gam . Princes, 

What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks ? 

Tho ample proposition that hope makes 

In all designs begun on earth below 

Fails in the promis’d largeness: checks and disasters 

Grow iu the veins of actions highest rear’d; 

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap, 

Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from Iris course of growth. 

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, 

In at! we come short! of our suppose so fir, 

That, after seven years’ siege, ycL Troy walls stand j 
Sidi every acliou that hath gone before, 

Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and tlnvarl, not answering the aim. 

And that unbodied figure of the thought 

That gave't surmised shape. Why, then, you princes, 

Do yon with cheeks abash’d behold our works; (*>) 

And call them shames, winch arc, indeed, naught else 
But the protractive trials of great Jove 
To find pcrsislivc constancy in men ? 

The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune’s love; for then the bold and coward, 
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The wise find fool, the artisl and unread, 

The hard and soft, seem all aflln’d and kin : 

Bill, in (he wind and tempest of her frown, 

Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 

Puffin £ at all, winnows the light away ; 

And what hath mass or matter, by itself 
Lies rich in virtue and unming'led. 

Nest With due observance of thy godlike scat, 

Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men ; the sea being smooih, 

How many shallow bauble boats dart* sail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk [ 

13 til let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold 
The stiong-ribb’d bark through liquid mountains cut, 
Bounding between the two moist elements, 

Like Perseus 1 horse: where’s then Lho saucy boat, 

Whoso weak untimber’d sides but oven now 
Co-rivalPd greatness? either to harbour lied, 

Or made a toast for Noputno. Even so 
Doth valour’s show and valour’s worth divide 
In storms of fortune : for in her ray and brightness 
The hovel hath move annoyance by the bveeso 
Than by the tiger \ but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks. 

And Hies lied under shade, why, them the thing of courage, 
As rous’d with rage, with rage doth sympathize, 

And with an accent tun’d in selfsame key 
Retorts ( ,0 ) to chiding fortune. 

Ulyas. Again o in n o », — 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece*, 

Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit, 

In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should bo shut up,—hoar what Ulysses speaks. 

Besides the applause and approbation 

The which,—most mighty for thy place mid sway,— 

[ To Agamemnon* 
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And thou most reverend for thy btre tch M-o lit life,— 

[To Neslor* 

Z give to both your speeches,—which were such 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brass; and such again 
As venerable Nestor, hatch’d in silver 3 
Should with a bond of air (strong as Llie axle tree 
On which heaven rides) knit all the Greekish ears 
To his experienc’d tongue,—yet let it please both,— 

Thou great,—and wise,—to hear Ulysses speak, 

Again* Speak, Prince of Ithaca; and bc’t of less expect 
That matter needless, of importless biuden, 

Divide thy lips, than we are confident, 

When rank Thersites opes his inastifl'( n ) jaws, 

We shall hear music, wit, and oracle. 

Ulyas* Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down, 

And the great Hector’s 9word had lack’d a master, 

But for these instances. 

The specially of rule hath been neglectod : 

And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow factions. 

When that the general is not like the hive, 

To whom the foragors shall all repair, 

What honey is expected ? Degree being viznrded, 

The uuworthiesfc shows as fairly in the mask, 

The heavens themselves, the planets, and this centre, 

Observe degree, priority, and place, 

Insisturc, course, proportion, season, form, 

Office, and custom, in all lino of order: 

And there foie is the glorious planet Sol 
I11 noble eminence enthron’d and spher’d 
Amidst tlm other ;( w ) whose mcd’cinable eye 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil, 

And posts, like Lite commandment of a king, 

Sans check, to good and bad: but when the planets. 

In evil mixture, to disorder wander, 

What plagues and what portents ! what mutiny 1 
What raging of the sea! shaking of earth! 

Commotion in the winds 1 frights, changes, honors, 
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Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity and married calm of states 

Quite from their future! O, when degree is shnkkl, 

Which is the ladder to all high designs, 

Tlie( 13 ) enterprise is sick! How coulcl communities, 
Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities, 
Peaceful commerce from dividablc shores. 

The primogenitive ( H ) and due of birth. 

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels, 

But by degree, stand in authentic place 1 
Take but degree away, untune that string, 

And, luirlc, wind discord follows ! each thing meets 
In mere oppugnaney : the hounded waters 
Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores, 

And make a sop of all this solid globe ; 

Strength should be lord of imbecility, 

And the rude son should strike liis father dead: 
'Force should bo right; ut rather, right and wrong 
(Between whose endless jar justice resides) 

Should lose their names, and so should justice too. 
Then overy thing includes itself in power, 

Power into will, will into appetite; 

And appetite, fin universal wolf, 

So doubly seconded with will and power, 

Must lntiko perforce an universal prey, 

And last eat up himself. Great Agamemnon, 

This chaos, when dogroo is sufi'oeato, 

Follows the choking. 

And this negloclion of degree it is, 

That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose 
It hath to climb. The general’^ disdain'd 
33y him one step below; ho, by the next; 

That next, by him beneath: so every stop, 
Examplcd by the first pace that is sick 
Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 
Of pale and bloodless emulation : 

And ’Lis this fever that keeps Troy on foot, 

Not her own sinows. To end a talc of length, 

Troy in our weakness stands, not in her stienglh. 


| AO* I. 
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Nest. Most wisely hath Ulysses here discover'd 
The fever whereof all our power Is side. 

Again* The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses, 
What is the remedy ? 

XJlyss . The great Achilles,—whom opinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host,— 

Having his ear full of his airy fame, 

Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our designs : with hhn, Patroclus, 

Upon a lazy bed, the livelong day 
Breaks scurril jests; 

And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls) 

Ho pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 

Thy topless deputation he puts oil; 

And, like a strutting player,—whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hoar the wooden dialogue and sound 
’Twixt his stretch’d footing and tho seaflbldage,— 
Such to-be-pi tied and o’er-wrested seeming 
He acts thy greatness in: and when lie speaks, 

*Tis like a chime a-mending ; with terms unsqunrkl, 
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typlvon dropp'd, 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff, 

The large Achilles, on his press’d bed lolling, 

Trcmx his deep chest laughs out a loud applause ; 

C ricSf “Excellent J J tls Agamemnon just 
Now play me Nestor; hem, and stroke thy heard, 

As he being drest to some oration,” 

That's done;—as near as the exLremcst ends 
Of parallels; as like as Yule an and his wife: 

Yet god Achilles still cries, ft Excellent! 

’Tis Nestor right. Now play him me, Patroclus, 
Arming to answer in a night-alarm.” 

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of ago 
Must he the scene of mirth; to cough and spit. 

And, with a palsy-fumbling on his gorget, 

Shake in and out the rivet:—and at this sport 
Sir Valour dies; cries, “ O, enough, Patroclus, 
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Or give me vibs of steel! I ,shall split all 
In pleasure of my spleen." And in this fashion, 

AH our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes, 

Severals and generals of grace exact. 

Achievements, plots, orders, preventions, 

Excitements to the field, or speech for truce, 

Success or loss, wlmt is or is not, servos 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

.Nasi. And in the imitation of these twain 
(Who, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice,) many arc infect. 

Ajax is grown self-will’d; and bears his head 
In such a rein, in full as proud a place( Ir> ) 

As broad Achilles *, keeps his tent like him ; 

Makes factious feasts; rails on our state of war, 

Bold as an oracle; and sets Theisilea 
(A slave whoso gall coins slanders like a mint) 

To match us in comparisons with dirt, 

To weaken and discredit our exposure, 

How tank soever rounded-in with danger. 

Ulyss* They tax our policy, and call it cowardice ; 

Count wisdom as no member of the war; 

forestall prescience, and esteem no net 

But that of hand; the still and mental parts,-— 

That do contrive how many hands shall strike. 

When fitness calls them on ; and know, by measure 
Of their observant toil, the enemies* weight,— 

Why, this hath not a finger’s digniLy : 

They call this bud-work, muppery, closet-war; 

So that the ram that batters down the wall, 

Eor the groat swing and rudeness of his poise, 

They place before his hand that made the engine, 

Or those that with the ilneness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

Ned. Lot this bo granted, and Achilles’ horse 
Makes many Thetis’ sons. [/? luclcct. 

Agam. ‘Wliat trumpet? look, Mcnelaus. 

Men* hToin Troy, 
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Enter jEneas, 

/Igam, Wliat would you. Tore our tout? 

Mm, Is this great Agamemnon’s tent, I pray you ? 
Agam, Even this. 

Mne , May one, that is a herald and a prince, 

Do a fair message to his kingly ears ? 

Agam . With surety stronger than Achilles* ann 
’Foie all the Greekish heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

Mne, Fair leave and large security. IIow may 
A stranger to those most imperial looks 
Know them from eyes oi ! other mortals? 

Agam . How ! 

Mne* Ay; 

I ask, that I might waken reverence, 

And bid the check be ready with a blush 
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus: 

Which is that god in office, guiding men ? 

Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon? 

Agam * This Trojan scorns us; or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 

Mne, Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm’d, 

As bonding angels; that’s their fame in peace : 

13 ut when they would seem soldiers, they have galls, 

Good arms, strong joints, true swords; And, Jove’s accord, 
Nothing so full of heart. But peace, Aincas, 

Peace, Trojan; lay thy finger on thy lips! 

The worthiness of praise distains his worth, 

If that the prais’d himself bring the praise forth : 

But what the repining enemy commends, 

That breath fame blows; that praise, sole pure,{ lG ) transcends. 
Agam, Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself /Eneas ? 

A.Vne, Ay, Greek, that is my name. 
slgam. Wlmt’s your affair, I pray you ? 

Mne* Sir, pardon j 1 tis for Agamemnon's oars, 

Agam, Ho hears naught privately that conics from Troy. 
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Mne. Nov I from Troy come not to whisper him: 

I bring a trumpet to awoke liis oar; 

To set his sense on tlie attentive bent, 

And then to spoalc. 

Jgam. Speak frankly as the wind; 

It is not Agamemnon’s sleeping hour: 

That thou sluilt know, Trojan, lie is awake, 

He tells lliee so himself* 

v£ne> Trumpet, blow loud. 

Send thy brass voice through all these hvAy tents; 

And every Groek of mettle, let him know, 

"What Troy means fairly shall be spoke aloud. 

[ 7 hum pod sounds. 

Wo have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince call’d Hector,—Priam is his father,— 

"Who in this dull and long~contmu’d truce 
Is rusty grown : lie bade me take a trumpet, 

And to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, lords 5 
If there ho one among the fair’st of Greece, 

That holds lus honour higher than his ease ; 

That seeks his praise more than he fears his peril; 

That knows his valour, mid knows not his fear; 

Tluit loves his mistress more than in confession 
(Willi truant vows to her own lips he loves), 

And daro avow her beauty and her worth 
In other arms than hers,—to him this challenge. 

Ilcctor, in view of Trojans and of Greek,4, 

Shall make it good, or do his best to do it, 

He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer, 

Than ever Greek did compass in his arms; 

And will to-morrow with his trumpet call 
Midway between your tents and walls of Troy, 

To rouse a. Grecian that is true in love : 

If any come, Hector shall honour him \ 

If none, he’ll say in Troy when lus retires, 

The Grecian dames arc sunburnt, and not worth 
The splinter of a lance. Even so much. 

A(jam t This shall be told our lovers, Lord Aiucas j 
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If none of them have soul in such a kind, 

Wo loft them all at home: but we are soldiers ; 

And may that soldier a mere recreant prove, 

That means not, hath not, or is not in love ! 

If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 

That one meets Hector; if none else, I am he. 

Nest. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man 
When Hector's grands ire suck’d: lie is old now 5 
But if there he not in our Grecian host 
One noble man that hath one spark of fire, 

To answer for his love, tell him from me,— 

I’ll hide my silver beard in a gold beaver, 

And in my vantbrace put this wither’d brawn; 

And, meeting him, will tell him that my lady 
Was fairer tluin his granduiue, and as chaste 
As may be in the world? his youth in flood, 

I’I1 prove this truth with my three drops of blood. 
jftne. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth ! 

Ulyss. Amen. 

Jgam, Fair Lord JEncas, let me touch your hand j 
To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir. 

Achilles shall have word of this intent; 

So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tout♦ 

Yourself shall feast with us before you go, 

And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

[.Exeunt all except Ulysses and Nestor . 

Ulyss, Nestor,— 

Nest . Wlmt says Ulysses ? 

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my brain ; 

Be you my time to bring it to some shape. 

NesL What is’t ? 

Ulyss, This ’tis :— 

Blunt wedges rive hard knots 2 the seeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Acldlles must or now he cropp'd, 

Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil, 

To overbulk us all, 

Nest. Well, and liow ? 

Ulyss. This challenge that the gallant Hector sends, 
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However it is spread ill general name, 

Relates in purpose only to Achilles. 

Neat. The purpose is perspicuous even as substance, 
"Whose grossness little characters sum up : 

And, in the publication, make no strain. 

But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya,—though, Apollo knows, 

Tis dry enough,—will, with great speed of judgment, 

Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose 
Pointing on him. 

Ulyas. And wake him to the answer, think you ? 

Nast. Yes, his most meet: whom may you else oppose, 
That can from lluctor bring Ins honour oil. 

If not Achilles ? ThougVl be a sportful combat, 

Yet in the trial much opinion dwells \ 

Ifor hero the Trojans taste our clcar'st repute 
With tlicir fin'st palate: a ml trust to me, Ulysses, 

Our imputation shall bo oddly pois’d 
In this wild action j for the success, 

Although particular, shall give a scantling 
Of good or bad unto the general ; 

And iu such indexes, although small pricks 
To their subsequent volumes, there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large. It is suppos’d, 

Ho that moots Hector issues irom our choice: 

And choice, being mutual act of all our souls, 

Makes merit her election; and doth boil, 

As ’twero from forth us all, a mtm clis till’d 
Out of our virtues; who miscarrying, 

What heart receives from hence tho conquering part, 

To steel a strong opinion to themselves ? 

Whicli entertain’d, limbs are his instruments^ 17 ) 

In no less working than are swords mid bows 
Directive by the limbs. 

Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech;— 

Therefore Tis meet Achilles 1110011101 Hector. 

Let us, liko merchants, show our foulest wares, 

And think, perchance, thoy’U noil; ifnot,( lfl ) 
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The lustre of the better shall exceed. 

By showing the worse first. Do not consent 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet; 

For both our honour and our shame in this 
Arc dogg’d with two strange followers, 

Nost , I seo them not with my old eyes: wliat are they ? 

Uli/ss* Wliat glory our Achilles shares from Hector, 
Were ho not proud, we all should share with him: 

But lie already is too insolent; 

And wo were better parch in Afric sun 
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes, 

Should he scape Hector fair ; if he were foil'd, 

Why, then we did our main opinion crush 
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery; 

And, by device, lot blocld&h Ajax draw 
The sort to light with Hector : among ourselves 
Give him allowance for the better man ; 

For that will physic the great Myrmidon 
Who broils in loud applause, and make him foil 
His crest that prouder than blue Iris bends* 

If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off, 

We’ll dress him up ill voices : if he fail, 

Yet go wo under our opinion still 

That we have better men. But, hit or miss, 

Our project’s life this shape of sense assumes,— 

Ajax employ'd plucks down Achilles' plumes. 

Nest. Now, Ulysses, I begin to relish thy advice; ( l?f ) 
And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon: go we to him straight. 

Two cuts shall tamo each other : pride alone 
Must Lane the mastiffs on, as 'twere (heir bone. 


[ Exeunt . 
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Scene L A pari of the Grecian camp* 

Enter Ajax and Tiieusi'JM. 

Ajax, Thcrsitcs,— 

liter^ Agamemnon,—how if he had boils,—lull, all over, 
generally ?— 

Ajax* Thersitcs,— 

They* And those boils did run ?—Say so,—did not tlio 
general run then ? were not that a bolcliy cora ?— 

Ajax, Dogy— 

Thcr. Then would come some matter from him; I see 
none now* 

Ajax, Thou bitch-wolf’s son, caiisl thou not hoar f reel, 
then, [Heating him* 

liter. The plague of Greece upon thoo, thou mongrel 
beef-witted lord! 

Ajax, Speak, then, thou vinewodst (*°) leaven, speak: I 
will heat thee into handsomeness, 

Thor, I shall sooner rail tlicc into wit and holiness: but, 
X think, thy horse will sooner con tm oration than thou learn 
a prayer without hook, Thou cans! strike, canal thou ? a red 
murrain o’ thy jade's tricks ! 

Ajax, Toadstool, learn mo the proclamation, 
liter, Dost thou think I have no sense, lliou strikes! mo 
thus ? 

Ajax . The proclamation,— 

liter. Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think. 

Ajax ♦ Do not, porpentinc, clo not; my lingers itch. 

They, I would thou didst itch from head to foot, and I 
had the scratching of thee; 1 would make then the lcmlhsomusb 
scab in Greece, When thou art forth in the incursions, thou 
strikest as slow as another, 

Ajax, l say, the proclamation,— 

Thor, Thou grumblcst and railest every hour on Achilles; 
and thou art as full of envy at his greatness as Cerberus is at 
Proserpina's beauty, ay, that thou barkcsL at him- 
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Ajax . Mistress Thersites ! 

Thor, Thou shouldst strike him. 

Ajax . Cobloaf! 

Thor, ITe would pun thee into shivers with his fist, as a 
sailor breaks a biscuit. 

Ajax. You whoreson cur! [Beating him. 

Thor. Do, do. 

Ajax, Thou stool for a witch! 

Thor, Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord! thou hast no 
more brain tlmu I have in mine elbows; an as sin ego may tutor 
thee: thou scurvy-valiant ass! thou art hero but to tlirash 
Trojans; and thou art bought and sold among those of any 
wit, like a Barbarian slave. If thou use to bent me, I will 
begin at thy heel, and tell what thou art by inches, thou thing 
of no bowels, thou l 

Ajax . You dog ! 

Thor. You scurvy lord! 

Ajax . You cur] [Beating him . 

Thor. Mats lus idiot! do, rudeness; do, camel; do, do. 

Jtnier A cm tuns and Patuoolus. 

Achil . "Why, how now, Ajax! wheroforo do you thus?— 
Plow now, Thersites! what's the matter, man ? 

Thor . You sec him there, do you ? 

Achil . Ay; what’s the matter? 

Thor. Nay, look upon him. 

Achil . So X do: what's the matlef ? 

Thor . Nay, but regard him well. 

Achil . Well I why, I do so. 

Thor, But yet you look not well upon him; for, whoso¬ 
ever you tako him to bo, he is Ajax. 

Acihil . I know that, fool. 

Thor, Ay, but that fool knows not himself. 

Ajax, Therefore I beat thee. 

The j . bo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit l\c utters! his 
evasions have cars thus long. I have? bobbed his brain more 
than he lias beat my bones: T will buy nine sparrows for a 
penny, and bis pi a mater is not worth the ninth part of a 
sparrow. This lord, Achilles, Ajax,—who wears his wit in 

VOL. tv, o o 
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his hell y, and his guts in Ins head,—*1*11 tell yon \vlmt 1 say 
of him. 

Achil . What? 

Ther . I say, this Ajax,— 

[Ajax offers lo beat him, Achilles interposes, 

Achil . Nay, good Ajax. 

Titern Has not so much wit,— 

Ach'd* Nay, I must hold yon. 

Ther- As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, for whom 
ho comes to light. 

Achil . Peace, fool! 

They. I would have peace and quiolncss, hut tlio fool will 
not: lie there; that he ; look you there, 

Ajax . 0 thou damned cur ! I shall,— 

Achil. Will you set your wit to a fool’s? 

Ther. No, I warrant you; for a fool’s will shame it. 

Tatr* Good words, Ther sites. 

Achil . What’s the quarrel ? 

Ajass - I bade the vile owl go learn me the tonour of the 
proclamation, and he rails upon mo, 

Ther* I serve time not. 

Ajax. Well, go to, go to. 

Ther* 1 serve here voluntary. 

Achil. Your Inst service was snAbrancc, ’twas not volun¬ 
tary,—no man is beaten voluntary : Ajax was hero the vol¬ 
untary, and you as under an impress. 

Thor a E'en so ; a great deal of your wit, too, lies in 
your sinews, or else there be liens. Ilector shall have a 
great catch, if lie knock out either of your brains 4 . A were 
as good crack a lusty nut with no kernel. 

Achil. What, with mo too, Thomlcs? 

Ther. There’s IJlyssos and old Nestor,—whose wit was 
mouldy cie youy( 41 ) grmulsuea had nails on their toes, —yoke 
you like draught-oxen, and make you plough up the wavs. 

AckiL Whal, what? 

Ther. Yes, good sooth : to, Achilles! to, Ajax ! to! 

Ajax . I shall cut out your longue. 

Ther. *Tis no matter; I shall speak as much as thou 
afterwards. 
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ikffcr. No more words, Thcisitesj peace! 

57^?'. I will hold iny peace when Achilles 4 brack( 2 *) kids 
mo, shall I ? 

AchiL There’s for you, Patvoclus* 

They* I will see you hanged, like clotpoles, ere I come 
any more to your tents: I will keep where there is wit stir¬ 
ring, and leave the faction of fools. [Exit. 

Pair , A good riddance. 

AchiL Marry, this, sir, is proclaim’d through all our 
host:— 

That Hector, ky the fifth ( 23 ) hour of the sun, 

Will, with a trumpet, Twixt our tents and Troy, 

To-morrow morning call some knight to arms, 

That hath a stomach ; and such a one, that dare 
Maintain,—I know not what; ’tis trash* Farewell. 

Ajax. Farewell, "Who shall answer him ? 

AchiL I know not,—’tis put to lottery j otherwise 
He knew his man. 

Ajax. 0, meaning you.—I will go learn more of it. 

[ Exeunt . 

Sr.EtfK II, Troy. A room in Pnr am*s palace. 

Enter PniAiir, Hector, Troilus, Paris, and Helenus. 

PrL After so many hours, lives, speeches spent, 

Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks :— 

(t Deliver Helen,, and all damage else,— 

As honour, loss of time, travail, expense. 

Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is consum’d 
In hot digestion of this cormorant war,— 

Shall he struck off: 4 ’—Hector, what say you to’t ? 

Ilect. Though no man lesser fears the Greeks than I 
As far as toucheth my particular, 

Yet, dread Priam, 

There is no lady of more softer bowels. 

More spongy to suck in the souse of fear, 

More ready to cry out, “ Who knows what follows?” 

Than Hector is: the wound of peace is surety, 

Surety secure; hut modest doubt is call’d 
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The beacon of the wise, the tout that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. Lot Ilolen go: 

Since the first sword was drawn about this question, 

Every tithe soul, ’niongst many thousand d is mas, 

Until been as clear as Ilelon,—I mean, of ours : 

If we have lost s>o many tenths of ours, 

To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us, 

Had it our name, the value of one ten,— 

What merit’s in that reason which denies 
The yielding of her up ? 

Tro* Eie, fic, my brother! 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king, 

So great as our dread father, in a scale 
Of common ounces? will you with counters yum 
The past-proportion of his in/biito? 

And bucldc-in a waist most fathomless 
With spans and inches so diminutive 
As fears and reasons ? lie, for godly shame! 

Ilel . No marvel, though you bite so sharp at reasons, 
You are so empty of tlicm. Should not our fallior 
Bear the great sway of his aflhiis with reasons, 

Because your speech hath none that telly him so? 

'Do. You arc for dreams and slumbers, brother priest; 
You fiu* your gloves with reason, lloro are your reasons: 
You know an enemy intends you harm ; 

You know a sword employ’d is perilous. 

And reason /lies Lhe object of all harm : 

Who marvels, then, when Ilelenus beholds 
A Choc in 11 and his sword, if he do set 
The very wings of reason to his heels, 

And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 

Or like a star disorb'd ? Nay, if wc talk of reason, 

Bet’s shut our galas, and sleep: manhood and honour 
Should have hare-hearts, would they but fat their thoughts 
With this evamov’d reason : reason and respect 
Make livers pale, and lustihood deject. 

Heel, Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost 
The holding*, 

7 Vo. 


What is might, but as ’tis valu’d ? 
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Ilect . But value dwells not in particular will; 

It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein ’tis precious of itself 
As in the prizcr : 'tis mad idolatry 
To make the service greater than the god; 

And the will dotes, that is attributive 
To what infectiously itself affects, 

Without some image of the affected merit. 

Tro. I take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in iho conduct of my will; 

My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 

Two traded pilots ’twixt the dangerous shores 
Of will and judgment: liow may I avoid, 

Although my will distaste what it elec Led, 

The wife I chose ? there can he no evasion 
To blench from this, and to stand firm by honour; 

We turn not back the silks upon the merchant, 

When wo have soil'd them; nor the remainder viands 
We do not throw in unrcspcctive sieve, 

Because wo now are full. It was thought moot 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks: 

Your breath of full consent bellied his sails; 

The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce, 

And did him service: ho touch'd the ports desir’d; 

And, for mi old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive, 

He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and freshness 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes stale ( 2i ) the morning. 
Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our aunt: 

Is she worth keeping ? why, she is a pearl, 

Whose juice hath launch’d above a thousand ships, 

And turn’d crown'd kings to merchants. 

If you'll avouch 'Lwas wisdom Paris went 

(As you must ueeds, for you all cried, (i Go, go,"), 

If you’ll confess lie brought homo noble prize 
(As you. must weeds, for you all clapp’d your hands. 

And cried, Inestimable !"),—why do you now 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate. 

Ami do a deed that fortune never did,— 

Beggar the estimation which you priz’d 
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Richer tlum sea and land ? O, theft most base. 

That wc have sloln vvliat we do Tear to keep ! 

But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so sloTn, 

That in their country did them that disgrace, 

We fear to warrant in our native place ! 

Cas t [i wilkin ] Cry, Trojans, cry ! 

P\ L What noise l wluil shriek is this < 

Vro. ’Tis our mad sister, 1 do know her voice. 

Can, [within] Cry, Trojans! 
lied. It is Cassandra, 

JUnter Cassanj>iia, niohuj. 

Gas, Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me ten thousand eyes, 

And I will fill them with prophetic tears. 

Ileot. Peace, sister, peace! 

Gas, Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled old,( 2fr ) 

Soft infancy, that nothing canst hut cry, 

Add to my clamours! lot us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come, 

Cry, Trojans, cry \ practise ymw eyes with temrsl 
Troy must not ho, nor goodly Ilion stand; 

Our firebrand brother, Paris, burns us ulJ. 

Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen and a woe ; 

Cry, cry! Troy burns, or else lot Helen go. [Haiti* 

Had. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high strains 
Of divination in our sister work 
Some touches of remorse ? or is your blood 
So madly hot, that no discourse of reason, 

Nor fear of had success in a bad cause, 

Can qualify the same ? 

Tro. Why, brother Jloetor, 

Wo may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form U; 

Nor once deject the courage of our minds, 

Because Cassandra's mad: her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste the goodness, of a quarrel 
Winch hath oiu' several honours all engag’d 
To make it gracious, Kor my piivalcj pari, 

I am 3io more touch'd than all Priam’s sons: 
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And Jove forbid there should bo done amongst us 
Such tilings as might offend the weakest spleen 
To light for and maintain 1 

Par. Else might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings as your counsels: 

But I attest tlie gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending m so dire a project. 
l ? or what, alas, can these my single arum ? 

WliaL propugmition is in one man's valour. 

To stand the push and enmity of those 
Tins quarrel would excite? Yet, I protest, 

Were I alone to pass the difficulties, 

And hud as ample power as 1 have will, 

Paris should ne'er retract what he hath done, 

Nov faint in the pursuit, 

I’ri. Paris, you speak 

hike one boscLlod on your sweet delights : 

You have the honey still, but these the gall \ 

So to be valiant is no praise at all. 

Par . Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it; 

But I would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 

What treason were it to tlio ransack'd cjueon, 

Disgrace to your grout worths, find shame to me, 

Now to deliver her possession up 

On terms of base compulsion! Can it be 

That so degenerate a strain as this 

Should once set looting in your generous bosoms ? 

There's not the meanest spirit on our party, 

Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw, 

When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble, 

Whoso life were ill bestow'd, or dentil imfnm'd, 
Where Helen is Lite subject: then, I say, 

Well may we light for her, whom, we know well. 

The world's largo spaces cannot parallel. 

I feet. Davis and Truilus, you have both said well; 
Ami on the cause and question now in band 
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Have gloz’d,—but superficially; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy: 

The reasons you allege do more conduce 

To the hot passion of distemper’d hlood 

Than to make up a free determination 

'Twixt right and wrong; for pleasure and revenge 

Have ears more deaf Hum udders to the voice 

Of any true decision. Nature craves 

All dues be render’d to tlicir owners r now, 

What nearer debt in all humanity 
Than wife is to Lhc husband ? If Lhis law 
Of nature be corrupted through affectum ; 

And that great minds, of partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, resist the sumo; 

There is a law in ouch well-order’d nation, 

To curb those raging appetites that are 
Most disobedient and refractory. 

If Helen, then, be wile to Sparta’s king,— 

As it is known she is,—these moral laws 
Of nature and of nations speak aloud 
To have her back return’d: thus to persist 
In doing wrong extenuates not wrong, 

13ut makes it much more heavy* Ilector’s opinion 
Is tins, in way of truth : yet, mfertheless, 

My sprilely brethren, 1 propend to you 
In iXvicdHiicw io kovp Ilolcn stii] ,■ 

For ’tis a cause that hath no menu depemluiieo 
Upon our joint and several dignities. 

Tro* Why, there you touch'd the life of our design : 
Wore it not glory that we more affected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens, 

I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence, but, worthy Hector, 

She is a theme of honour and renown ; 

A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ; 

Whose present courage may beat down our foes, 

And fame in time to come canonize us: 

For, I jn’csunio, bravo Heeler would not lose 



flflENH m.] 


TflOILUS AND CliESSIIM. 


509 


So rich advantage of a promis'd glory. 

As smiles upon the forehead of this action, 

For the wide world's revenue. 

Ucct % I am yours, 

You valiant offspring of groat Priamus.— 

I have a rotating challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Crocks 
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits: 

[ was advertis'd their great general slept, 

Whilst emulation in llio army crept: 

This, I presume, will wake him, [lixeunL 


Scene III. The Grecian camp. Before Achilles 1 tent . 

Enter Tnuusum 

Thor. How now, Tlicrsitos 1 wlmt, lost in the labyrinth of 
thy fury! Shall the elephant Ajax carry it thus? he beats 
me, and f mil at him: O, worthy satisfaction 1 would it woro 
otherwise; that X could heat him, whilst he railed at me: 
’afoot, I'll learn to conjure and raise devils, but I'll sec some 
issue of my spiteful execrations. Then there's Achilles,—a 
rare enginer. If Troy he not taken till these two undermine 
it, the walls will stand till they fall of themselves, O thou 
great thunder-darter of Olympus, forgot that thou art Jove, 
the king of gods; and. Mercury, lose all the serpentine craft 
of thy caducous; if yc hike not that littlo little 
wit from them that they have ! which short-aimed ( JB ) ignor¬ 
ance itself knows is so abundant scarce, it will not in circum¬ 
vention deliver a ily from a spider, without drawing their 
massy irons and cutting the web. After Lhis, the vengoanco 
on the whole camp l or, rather, tlio hone-ache l for dial, me- 
thinks, is the curse dependant on those that war for a plackcL, 
l have said my prayers; and devil envy, say Amen,—Wlnit, 
hoi my Lord Achilles! 

Enter lbrnoauus. 

Pair* Who’s there? Thcrsites! Good Thovsitcs, come in 
ami rail. 



570 THOMS AND CHESSIDA. [act n. 

Thar. If I could have remembered a gilt counterfeit, tliou 
wouldst not havo slipped out of my contemplation: but it is 
no matter; thyself upon thyself! The common curse of man¬ 
kind, fo]\y and ignorance, be thine in great revenue ! heaven 
bless thee from a tutor, and discipline come not near thee! 
Let thy blood be thy direction till thy death! then if she 
that lays thee out says thou art a fair corse, 1*11 be sworn 
and sworn upon’t she never shrouded any but lazuis. Amen. 
—Where’s Achilles ? 

Pair, Wliat, art thou devout? wast tliou in prayer? 

TJier, Ay ; the heavens hear me! 

Enter Achilles. 

Acini ( Who’s there ? 

Pair. Thersites, my lord. 

Acini . Where, where?—Art thou come? why, my cheese, 
my digestion, why hast thou not served thyself in to my table 
so many meals ? Come,—what’s Agamemnon ? 

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles:—then tell me, Patroclus, 
what’s Achilles ? 

Pair. Thy lord, Thcrsites: then tell me, I pray thee, 
what’s thyself ? 

TJier, Tli} 7 knower, Patroclus: then tell me, Patroclus, 
what art thou ? 

Pair, Tliou mayst tell that laiowcsl. 

AchiL O, tell, tell. 

They, I’ll decline the whole question. Agamemnon com¬ 
mands Achilles; Achilles is my 1 orcl; I am Patroclus* knower; 
and Patroclus is a fool. 

Pat)\ Tou rascal! 

Ther, Peace, fool! I have not clone. 

AchiL He is a privileged man.—Proceed, Thersites. 

They, Agamemnon is a fool; Achilles is a fool; Tliersites 
is a fool; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is a fool. 

AchiL Derive this; come. 

They . Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command Achilles; 
Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Agamemnon; Ther- 
sites is a fool to serve such a fool; and Patroclus is a fool 
positive. 
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Patr* Why am I n fool ? 

Ther, Make that demand of ike prover. It suffices me 
thou art.—Look you, who comes liere ? 

Acltil . Patroclus, I’ll speak with nobody.—Come in with 
me, Tliersites. [Exit. 

Ther . Here is such patcliery, such juggling, and such 
knavery! all the argument is a cuckold and a whore; a good 
quarrel to draw emulous factions and bleed to death upon. 
Now, the dry serpigo on the subject l and war ancl lechery 
confound all! [Exit, 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestor, Diomedes, and Ajax. 

A gam* Where is Achilles? 

Pair . "Within his tent; hut ill-dispos’d, my lord. 

Agam . Lot it he known to him that wc are here. 

He shent( 2 ?) our messengers; and we lay by 
Our apperlainmcnts, visiting of him : 

Let him be told so ; lost perchance lie think 
Wc dare not iuoyc the question of our place, 

Or know not what we are. 

Pair . I shall say so to him. [Exit, 

Ulyss. We saw him at the opening of his tent: 

He is not sick. 

Ajax* Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart: you may call 
it melancholy, if you will favour the mau; but, by my head, 
*tis pride: but why, why? let him show us the cause.—A 
word, my lord. [Ta/ces Agamemnon aside . 

Nest , What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ? 

Ulyss* Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 

Nest . Who, Thersitcs? 

Ulyss* He. 

Nest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost Jus 
argument. 

Ulyss, No, you see, lie is his argument that lias his argu¬ 
ment,—Achilles, 

NesL All the better; their fraction is more our wish 
than their faction: hut it was a strong composure a fool 
could disunite, 
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Ulyss. The amity that wisdom knits not, folly may easily 
untie.—Here comes Patroclus. 

JSfesL No Acliilles ^ r itli him, 

ZJlyss* The elephant hath joints, but none for courtesy : 
his legs are legs for necessity, not for flexure, 

Jie-enter Tathoclus. 

Pair. Acliilles bids me say, he is much sorry, 

If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness and this noble state 
To call upon him; he hopes it is no other 
But for your health and your digestion sake,— 

An after-dinner’s breath. 

Again. Hear you, Patroclus :— 

We are too well acquainted with these answers: 

But his evasion, wing'd thus swift with scorn, 

Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 

Much attribute he hath; and much the reason 
Why we ascribe it to him \ yet all his virtues,— 

Not virtuously on liis own part behold,— 

Do in our eyes begin to lose their gloss; 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish, 

Arc like to rot untasted. Go and tell him, 

We come to speak with him; and you shall not sin, 

If you do say we think him over-proud 

And under-honest; in self-assumption greater 

Than in the note of judgment; and worthier than himself 

Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on. 

Disguise the holy strength of their command, 

And underwrite in an observing kind 
Ilis humorous predominance; yea, watch 
His pettish limes,(**) his ebbs, his flows, as if 
The passage and whole carriage of tins action 
Rode on his tide. Go tell linn this ; and add, 

That if lie overbold his price so much, 

We’ll none of him ; but let him, like an engine 
Not portable, lie uutler this report,— 

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war ; 
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A stirring clvvarf we do allowance give 
Before a sleeping giant:—tell him so. 

Pair. I shall; and bring his answer presently, [Exit. 

Agam . In second voice well not be satisfied ; 

We come to speak with him,—Ulysses, enter you. 

[Exit Ulysses* 

Ajax. Wliat is lie inoro than another ? 

Again. No more than what he thinks lie is. 

Ajax. Is he so much? Do yon not think lie thinks him¬ 
self a hotter man than I am ? 

A yaw, No question* 

Ajax* Will you subscribe Ins thought, and say lie is? 

Agam . No, noble Ajaxj you are as strong, as valiant, as 
wise, no less noble, much more gentle, and altogether more 
tractable, 

Ajax. Why should a man he proud? How doth pride 
grow ? I know not what pride is. 

Agam . Your mind is the clearer, Ajax, and your virtues 
the fairer. IIo that is proud cats up himself: pride is his 
own glass, his own trumpet, his own chronicle; and what¬ 
ever praises itself but in the deed, devours the deed in the 
praise, 

Ajax. I do hato a proud man, as I hate the engendering 
of toads. 

Nest. Yet he loves himself: is’t not strange ? [Aside. 

Re-enter Ulysses. 

Ulyss . Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 

Agam. What’s his excuse ? 

Ulyss. He cloth rely on none; 

But carries on the stream of his dispose, 

Without observance or respect of any, 

In w T ill peculiar and in self-admission. 

Agam. Why will lie not, upon our fair request, 

Untenl his person, and share tlie air with us ? 

Ulyss. Tilings small as nothing, for request’s sake only, 
He makes important; possess’d he is with greatness ; 

And speaks not to himself, hut with a pride 
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That quarrels at self-breath : imagin’d worth 
Holds in his blood such swolu and hot discourse, 

That ’twixt his mental and his active parts 
Kingdom’cl Achilles in commotion rages, 

And hatters down himself: what should I say ? 

He is so plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of it 
Cry (< Ho recovery.” 

Again - Let Ajax go to him.— 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent: 

'Tis said he holds you well; and will he led, 

At your request, a little from himself. 

Ulyss, O Agamemnon, let it not be so! 

YWll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they go from Achilles: shall the proud lord, 

That bastes his arrogance with his own scam, 

And never suffers matter of the world 
Kilter his thoughts,—save such as do revolve 
And ruminate himself,—shall he be worshipp’d 
Of that wc hold an idol more than he ? 

No, this thrice-woithy and right-valiant lord 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquir’d; 

Nor, by my will, assubjugatc his merit, 

As amply titled as Achilles is, 

By going to Aeliilles : 

That were to enlard 1ns fat-ah can y pride. 

And add more coals to Cancer when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion, 

This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid; 

And say in thunder, <c Aeliilles go to him.” 

Nest, O, this is well; lie rubs the vein of him. [Aside, 
Dio, And how his silence drinks up this applause ! 

[Aside. 

Ajax, If I go to him, with my armed fist 
I'll pash him o’er the face. 

Again . 0, no, you shall not go. 

Ajax . An ’a be proud with me. I’ll phecze bis pride i 
Let me go to him. 

L/fa/ss. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 
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sJjax. A pal try j insolent fellow i 

iVesJ. How lie describes himself! [Aside* 

Ajax . Can he not he sociable ? 

Ulyss* The raven chides blackness. [Aside* 

Ajax. I’ll let his humours blood. 

Agum, He will be the physician t)mt should be the pa¬ 
tient. [Aside* 

Ajax . An all men were o’ my mind,— 

Ulyss* Wit would he out of fashion. [Aside* 

Ajax . ’A should not bear it so, ’a should eat swords first: 
shall pride carry it ? 

Nest. An Twould, you’d carry half, [Aside* 

Ulyss* ’A would have ten shares. [Aside* 

Ajax, I will knead him, I’ll make him supple. 

Nest* He’s not yet through warm : ( 29 ) force him with 
pi Rises : pour in, pour in; his ambition is dry. [Aside, 


Ulyss, My lord, you feed too much on this dislike. 

[To Agamemnon . 

Nest, Our noble general, do not do so. 

Bio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 

Ulyss* Why, *tis this naming of him does him harm, ■ 
Here is a man—but ’tis before his fact; 

I will he silent, 

Nest, Wherefore should you so ? 

He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 

Ulyss* Know the whole world, lie is as valiant. 

Ajax* A whoreson dog, that shall palter thus with us! 
Would he wero a Trojan ! 

Nest* What a vice were it in Ajax now,— 

Ulyss* If lie were proud,— 

Bio* Or covetous of praise,*— 

Ulyss* Ay, or surly borne,— 

Bio. Or strange, or self-affected ! 

Ulyss* Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet com¬ 
posure ; 

Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck : 

Fam’d be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thvice-fam’d, beyond all erudition :( 30 ) 
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But lie that disciplin'd thy ams to light, 

Let Mars divide eternity in twain, 

And give him half; and, for thy vigour, 

Bull-bearing* Milo his addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom, 

"Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts: here’s Nestor,— 

Instructed by the antiquary times, 

He must, he is, lie cannot but be wise;— 

But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 
As green as Ajax’, and your brain so temper'd, 
you should not have the eminence of him, 

But be as Ajax. 

Ajax. Shall I call you father ? 

Nest. Ay, my good son.( 31 ) 

D/o. Be rul’d by him, Lord Ajax. 

Ulyss. There is no tarrying here; the hart Achilles 
ICeeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all hia state of war; 

Fresh kings arc come to Troy : to-morrow 
We must with all our main of power stand fast: 

And here’s a lord,—come knights from east to west, 

And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

Agam . Gro we to council. Let Achilles sleep : 

Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw deep. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

Scene I. Troy . A room in Priam’s palace. 

Enter a Servant and Pandaiius. 

Pan . Friend, you,—pray you, a word : do not you follow 
the yonng Lord Paris ? 

Serv. Ay, sir, when lie goes before me. 
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Pan. You depend upon him, I menu ? 

Serv. Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan . You depend upon a noble gentleman; I must needs 
praise him. 

So v. The lord be piaisecl! 

Pan. You know mo, do you not ? 

Serv, Faith, sir, superficially. 

Pan . Friend, know me better; I am the Lord Pandavus. 

Serv, I hope I shall know your honour better. 

Pan . I do desire it. 

Serv . You are in the state of grace. [Music within . 

Pan . Grace! not so, friend; honour and lordship are my 
titles.—What music is this ? 

Serv. I do but partly know, sir: it is music in parts. 

Pan . Know you the musicians ? 

So v. Wholly, sir. 

Pan. Who play they to ? 

Serv. To the heavers, sir. 

Pan . At whose pleasure, friend ? 

Serv. At mine, sir, and theirs that love music. 

Pan . Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv . Who shall I command, sir ? 

.Prtrc, Friend, we understand not one another: I am too 
courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whose request do 
these men play 2 

Serv. That’s left, indeed, sir: marry, sir, at the request 
of Paris my lord, who s there in person; with him, the 
mortal Venus, the lieart-blood of beauty, love’s invisible 
soul,— 

Pan. Wiio, my cousin Crcssida? 

Serv , No, sir, Helen : could you not find out tlmt by her 
attributes ? 

Pan . It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not seen the 
Lady Crcssida. I come to speak with Paris from the Prince 
Troilus: I will make a complinjenlal assault upon him, for 
my business seeths, 

Serv . Sodden business! there's a stewed phrase indeed! 


r p 


vo r IV. 
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Mnter Parts and Helton, attended. 

Pan . Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair com¬ 
pany ! fair desires, in all fair measure, faiily guide them !— 
especially to you, fair queen! fair thoughts he your fair 
pillow! 

Helen . Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan* You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen.—Fair 
prince, here is good broken music. 

Par . You have broke it, cousin : and, by my life,you shall 
make it whole again j you shall piece it out with a piece of 
your performance.—-Nell, he is full of harmony. 

Pan . Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. 0, sir,—- 

Pan . Rude, in sooth; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par. Well said, my lord! well, you say so in fits. 

Van. I lmvc business to my lord, clear queen-—My lord, 
will you vouchsafe me a word ? 

Helen . Nay, this shall not hedge us out: we’ll hear you 
sing, certainly. 

Pan . Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with me.— 
But, marry, thus, my lord,—My dear lord, and most esteemed 
friend, your brother Troilus,— 

Helen. My Lord Pnndarns - honey-sweet lord,—■ 

Pan, Go to, sweet queen, go to:—commends himself 
most affectionately to you,— 

Helen. Yon shall not bob us out of our melody: if you 
do, our melancholy upon your head! 

Pan . Sweet queen, sweet queen; that’s a sweet queen, i 1 
faith. 

Helen . And to make a sweet lady sad is a sour offence. 

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; that shall it 
not, m truth, la. Nay, I euro not for such words; no, no.— 
And, my lord, lie desires you,(®) that if the king call for him 
at supper, you will make his excuse. 

Helen. My Lord Panclarus,— 

Pan, What.says my sweet queen,—my very very sweet 
queen? 

Par. What exploit's in hand? where sups lie to-night? 
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Helen. Nay, but, my lord,— 

Pan . What says my sweet queen ?^My cousin will fall 
out with you. You must not know where he sups,( 33 ) 

Par . 1*11 lay my life, with my disposer Cressicla.( 34 ) 

Pan . No, no, no such matter; you are wide: emu e, ya nr 
disposer is sick* 

Par. Well, I’ll make excuse. 

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you say Cressida? 
no, your poor disposer’s sick. 

Par. I spy. 

Pan. You spy ! what do you spy ?—Come, give me an 
instrument*—Now, sweet queen. 

Helen. Why, this is kindly clone. 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing you have, 
sweet queen. 

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not my lord 
Paris. 

Pan. He 1 no, she’ll none of him ; they two are twain. 

Helen . Falling in, after falling out, may make them three. 

Pan. Come, come. I’ll hear no more of this ; I’ll sing you 
a song now. 

Helen . Ay, ay, prithee now. By my troth, sweet lord, 
thou hast a fine forehead. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen. Let thy song be love: this love will undo us all. 
O Cupid, Cupid, Cupid! 

Pan . Love] ay, that it shall, i’fnitli. 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love. 

Pan . In good troth, it begins so. [Sings. 

Love, love, nothing but love, still more l 
For, 0, love’s bow 
Shoots buck and doc ; 

The shaft confounds, 

Not that it wounds, 

But tickles still the soro. 

These lovers cry— Oil I oh l they dio l 

Yet that which seems the wound to lull, 

Doth turn oh l oh 1 to ha ! ha 1 he I 
So dying love lives still \ 
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Oh 1 oli I a -while, ljut ha i lin * lm! 

Oh I oh I groans out for ha I lm ! ha J 

Heigh-ho 1 

Helen . In love, i'faith, to the very tip of the nose. 

Par, He eats nothing but cloves, lore; mid that breeds 
hot hloocl, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, and hot thoughts 
beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is love. 

Pan . Is this the generation of love ? hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds? Why, they are vipers: is love a 
generation of vipers ?—Sweet lord, who's a-held to-day ? 

Par. Ilector, Deiphobus, Ilclenus, An tenor, and all the 
gallantly of Troy: I would fain have armed to-day, hut my 
Nell would not have it so. How chance my brother Troilus 
went not ? 

Helen, lie hangs the lip at something :—-you know all, 
Lord Pandnrus. 

Pan , Not T, honey-sweet queen.—I long to hear how they 
sped to-day.—You’ll remember your brother's excuse ? 

Par. To a hair. 

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen. 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. 

Pan. I will, sweet queen, [. Exit . 

[A retreat sounded. 

Par. They’re come from held: let us to Priam’s hall. 

To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo you 
To help unarm our Hector: his stubborn buckles, 

With these your white enchanting fingers touch'd, 

Shall more obey than to the edge of btecl 
Or force of Greckish sinews ; you shall do more 
Than all the island kings,—disarm great Hector. 

Helen. ’Twill make us proud to be his servant, Paris ; 
Yea, what lie shall receive of us in duty 
Gives us more palm in beauty than wc have, 

Yea, overshines ourself 

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee. 


[ Exeunt. 
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Scene IL The name. PandaiiuV orchard . 

Enter Pandabtjs and Troilus’ Bo y^ 35 ) meeting. 

Pan. How now ! where’s thy master ? at my cousin Cre.s- 
sicla’s ? 

Toy. No, sir; he stays for you to conduct him thither. 

Pan . 0, here lie comes. 

Idnier Tboilus 

How now, how now ! 

Tro. Sirrah, walk off, [Exit Boy. 

Pan . Have you seen my cousin ? 

Tro. No, Pan dams : I stalk about her door, 

Like a strange soul upon the Stygian hanks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 

And give me swift transportance to those fields 
Where I may wallow 7 in the lily-beds 
Propos'd for the de&orver! 0 gentle Pandarus, 

From Cupid’s shoulder pluck his painted wings, 

And fly with me to Crcssid 1 

Pan. Walk here i’ the orchard, I’ll bring her straight, 

[Exit. 

Tio. I am giddy ; expectation whirls me round, 

The imaginary relish is so sweet 

That it enchants my sense : what will it be, 

When that the watery palate tastes indeed 
Love's tlivice-iepured nectar ? death, I fear me; 

Swooning destruction ; or some joy too fine. 

Too subtle-potent, tun’d too sharp in sweetness, 

For the capacity of my ruder powers : 

I fear it much ; and I do fear besides, 

That I shall lose distinction in my joys; 

As (loth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

Re-enter Pandabus 

Pan. She’s making her ready, she’ll come straight: you 
must be wiLty now, She docs so blush, and fetches her wind 
so short, as if she were frayed with a sprite: Ill fetch her. 
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It is the prettiest villain: she fetches her "breath as short as a 
new-ta*en sparrow. [Exit. 

Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my hosom: 

My heart heats thicker tluin a feverous pulse; 

And all my powers do their bestowing lose, 

Like vassalage at unawares encountering 
The eye of majesty. 

llc-cnter Pahdaxtus with Cuessida. 

Pan. Come, come, what need you blush ? shame’s a baby. 
—Here slie is now ; swear the oaths now to her that you 
have sworn to me.—What, are you gone again? you must he 
watched ere you be made tame, must you? Come your 
ways, come your ways; an you draw backward, we’ll put 
you i’ the fills.—Why do you not speak to her?—Come, 
draw this curtain, and let’s see your picture. Alas the day, 
how loth you are to offend daylight! an s twere dark, you’d 
close sooner. So, go; rub on, and kiss the mistress. ITow 
now! a kiss in fee-farm 1 build there, carpenter; the air is 
sweet. Nay, you shall fight your hearts out ere I part you. 
The falcon as the tercel, for all the clucks i* the river: go to, 
go to. 

Tro. You have bereft me of nil words, lady. 

Pan . Words pay no debts, give her deeds: but she'll be¬ 
reave you o’ the deeds too, if she call your activity in ques¬ 
tion. What, billing again? Here’s—“In witness whereof 
the parties interchangeably”—Come in, come in: I’ll go got 
a fire. [Exit. 

Cres. Will you walk in, iny lord ? 

Tro. O Cressida, how often have I wished me thus! 

Cres. Wished, my lord !—The gods grant,—0 my lord! 

Tro. Wliat should they grant? what makes this pretty 
abruption ? What too curious dreg espies my sweet lady in 
the fountain of our love ? 

Cres. More dregs than water, if fears have eyes. 

Tro. Feais make devils of cherubins; they never see truly. 

Ores. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds safer foot¬ 
ing than blind reason stumbling without fear: to fear tho 
woist oft cures the worse. 
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T)o . 0, let my lady apprehend no fear: in all Cupid’s 
pageant there is presented no monster. 

Cres. Nor nothing monstious neither? 

Tio, Nothing, but our undertakings ; when we vow to 
weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers ; thinking it 
harder for our mistress to devise imposition enough than for 
us to undergo any difficulty imposed. This is the monstru- 
osity in love, lady,—that the will is infinite, and the execu¬ 
tion confined; that the desire is boundless, and the act a slave 
to limit. 

Cres . They say, all lovers swear more performance than 
they are able, and yet reserve an ability that they never 
perform; vowing more than the perfection of ten, and dis¬ 
charging less than the tenth part of one. They that have the 
voice of lions and the act of hares, are they not mousteis ? 

Tro . Are there such? such arc not we: praise us as we 
are tasted, allow us as we prove ; our head shall go bare till 
merit crown it: no perfection in reversion shall have a praise 
in present: we will not name desert bcfoie his birth; and, 
being born, his addition shall be humble. Tew words to fair 
faith : Troilus shall he such to Cressid, as what envy can say 
worst, shall be a mode for his truth; and what truth can speak 
truest, not tiuer than Trail us. 

Cres . Will you walk in, my lord ? 

lie-enter Pandauus. 

Paxu Whut, blushing still? have you not done talking 
yet? 

Cres . Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to 
you. 

Pan . I thank you for that: if my lord get a boy of you, 
you’ll give him me. Be true to my lord: if he flinch, chide 
me for it. 

Tro . You know now your hostages; your uncle’s word 
and my firm faith. 

Pan . Nay, I’ll give my word for her too: our kindred, 
though they be long ere they are wooed, they axe constant 
being won: they are burs, I can tell you; they'll stick where 
they arc thrown. 
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Cm. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me heart:— 
Prince Troilus, I have lov’d you night and day 
3?or many weai'y months. 

Tro, Why was my Cressid, then, so hard to win ? 

Crest, Hard to seem won : but I was won, my lord, 

With the first ghmeo that over—pardon me,—- 
If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 

I love you now; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master itin faith, I lie ; 

My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother:—see, we fools ! 

Why have I blabb’d ? who shall he true to us, 

When we are so unsecret to ourselves ?— 

But, though I lov’d you well, I woo’d you not; 

And yet, good faith, I wish’d myself a man, 

Or that wc women had men's privilege 
Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue; 

For, in this rapture, I shall surely speak 

The thing I shall repent. See, see, your silence. 

Cunning (36) hi dumbness, from nay weakness draws 
My very soul of counsel!—stop my mouth. 

Tro. And shall, albeit sweet music issues thence. 

Pan. Pretty, i’ faith. 

Cm. My lord, L do beseech you, pardon me ; 

’Twcis not my purpose, thus to bug a kiss : 

I am asluun’dj—O heavens! what have J done ? 

For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 

Tro . Your leave, sweet Crossid! 

Pan . Leave! an you take leave till to-morrow morning,— 
Cres, Pray you, content you, 

Tro. What offends you, lady l 

Cres . Sir, mine own company. 

Tro. You cannot shun 

Yourself. 

Cres. Let me go and try : 

I have a kind of self resides with you \ 

But an unkind self, that itself will leave, 

To be another's fool. I would he gone :— 

Where is my wit ? I know not what I speak. 
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Tro. Well know they what they speak that speak so 
wisely. 

Cres . Perchance, my loid, I show more craft than love; 
And fell so roundly to a large confession. 

To angle for your thoughts : but you are wise ; 

Or else you love not; for to be wise and love 
Exceeds man’s might; that dwells with gods above. 

Tio . 0 that I thought it could be in a woman, 

(As, if it can, I will presume in you,) 

To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love j 
To keep her constancy in plight and youth, 

Outliving beauty's outward, with a mind 
Thai doth renew swifter than blood decays! 

Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me,—■ 

That my integrity and truth to you 

Might be affronted with the match and weight 

Of such a winnow’d purity in love , 

How were I then uplifted 1 hut, alas! 

I am as true as truth's simplicity, 

And simplei than the infancy of truth. 

Cres. In that I'll war with you. 

Tro . O virtuous light, 

When right with light wars who shall be most right! 

True swains in love shall, in the world to come, 

Approve their truths by Tvoilus: when their rhymes, 

Full of protest, of oath, and big compare, 

Wwj dwwAbtf, Amift fir'd itewAvav, — 

As true as steel, as plantage to the * 110011 , 

As sun to day, as turtle to lier mate, 

As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre,— 

Yet, after all comparisons of tiuth, 

As truth’s authentic author to he cited, 

As true as Troilus shall crown up the verse, 

And sanctify the numbers, 

Cres. Prophet may you be! 

If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth, 

When time is old and hath forgot itself, 

When waterdrops* have worn the stones of Troy, 

And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up, 
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And mighty states characterless ate grated 
To dusty nothing; yet let memory, 

From false to false, among false maids in love. 

Upbraid my falsehood! when they’ve said—as false 
As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth, 

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer’s calf, 

Pare! to the liincl, or stepdame to her son; 

Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood, 

As false as Cressid. 

Pan . Go to, a bargain made: seal it, seal it; 1*11 be the 
witness. Here I bold your hand; here my cousin’s, if ever 
you prove false one to another, since 1 have taken such pains 
to bring* you together, let all pitiful goers-between be called 
to the world's end after my name, call them all Panclars; let 
all constant( 37 ) men be Troiluses, all false women Cressids, 
and all brolcers-be tween Pandars! say, amen. 

Tro. Amen* 

Crcs. Amen. 

Pan* Amen. Whereupon I will show you a chamber 
and a bed; ( 3S ) which bed, because it shall not speak of your 
pretty encounters, press it to death : away! 

And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here 

Ped, chamber, Pandar to provide this gear! [Exeunt* 


Scene III. The Grecian camp. 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Djomedes, Nestoii, Ajax, Menic- 
laus, and CalciiAS. 

Cal . Now, princes, for the service I have done you, 

The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind 
That, through the sight I bear in things Lu Jove,( 3D ) 

I have abandon’d Troy, left my possession, 

Iucurr’d a traitor's name; expos’d myself. 

From certain and possess’d conveniences, 

To doubtful fortunes; sequestering from me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition, 
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Made tame and most familiar to my nature; 

And here, to do you service, am become 
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted: 

I do beseech you, as in way of taste, 

To give me now a little benefit, 

Out of those many register’d in promise, 

Which, you say, live to come in my behalf. 

Again. What wouldst thou of us, Trojan? make demand. 

Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, call’d Antenor, 
Yesterday took : Troy holds him very dear. 

Oft have you (often have you thanks therefore) 

Desir’d my Cressid in right great exchange, 

Whom Troy hath still denied: but this Antenor, 

I know, is such a wrest in their affairs. 

That their negotiations all must slack. 

Wanting his manage ; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 

In change of him: let him be sent, great princes. 

And he shall buy my daughter \ and her presence 
Shall quite strike oil all service I have done, 

In most accepted pain. 

Agam. Let Dioincdes bear him, 

And bring us Cressid hither: Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us.—Good Diomed, 

.burnish you fairly for this interchange: 

Withal, bring word if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer’d in his challenge : Ajax is ready. 

Bio . This shall I under take ♦ and ’tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. [Exeunt Diomedes and Calckas . 

Enter Achilles and Patkoclub, before their tent 

Ulyss, Achilles stands P the entrance of his tent:— 
Please it our general to pass strangely by him, 

As if he were forgot; and, princes all, 

Lay negligent and loose regard upon him : 

I will come last. ’Tis like lie’ll question me 

"Why such unplausive eyes are bent, why turn’d on him : ( 10 ) 

If so, I have derision med’cinable. 

To use between your strangeness and liis pride, 
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Which his own will shall have desire to drink: 

It may do good : pride hath no other glass 
To show itself but pride ; for' supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man’s fees. 

Again. We’ll execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along;— 

So do each lord; and either greet him not, 

Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him more 
Than if not look’d on. I will lead the way. 

Achil. What, comes the general to speak with me ? 

You know my mind, I'll fight no more ’gainst Troy. 

Agam. "What says Achilles? would lie aught with us ? 
Ned. Would you, my lord, aught with the general ? 
AcluL No. 

Nest. Nothing, my lord. 

Again . The better. [Exeunt Agamemnon and Nedor* 
Achil. Good day, good day. 

Men. How do you? how do you? {Exit. 

Achil , What, does the cuckold scorn me ? 

Ajax. How now, Patroclus ! 

Achil . Good moil ow, Ajax. 

Ajax . Ha! 

Achil . Good m 01 row. 

Ajax . Ay, and good next day too* [Exit* 

Achil* What mean those fellows ? ICnovv they not 
Aclulies ? 

Pair. They pass by strangely: they were us’cl to bend, 
To send their smiles before them tn Achilles; 

To come as humbly as they us’d to creep 
To holy altars. 

Achil. What, am 1 poor of late ? 

’Tis certain, greatness, once fall'll out with fortune. 

Must fall out with men too : what the declin'd is, 

He shall as soon read in the eyes of others 
As feel in his own fall r for men, like butterflies, 

Show not their mealy wings hut to the summer; 

And not a man, for being simply man. 

Hath any honour; but honour for those honours 
That aie without him, as place, riches, and( 41 ) favoni. 
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Frizes of accident as oft as merit: 

Which when they fall, as being slippery s tan dors, 

The love tlmt lean'cl an them a 3 slippery too, 

Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fall. But *tis not so with me: 

Fortune and 1 are friends: I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess. 

Save these men’s looks ; who do, me thinks, find out 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Kero is Ulysses : 

I’ll interrupt his reading.— 

How now, Ulysses! 

TJlyss, Now, great Thetis' son ! 

AchiL What are you reading? 

Ulyas. A strange fellow here 

Writes me, That man,—how dearly ever parted, 

How much in having, or without or in,— 

Cannot make boast to have that which he hath, 

Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection; 

As when his virtues shining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the first giver. 

AchiL This ia not strange, Ulysses. 

The beauty that is borne here in the face 
The hearer knows not, hut commends itself 
To others' eyes: nor doth the eye itself 
(That most pure spirit of sense) behold itself* 

Not going from itself; hut eye to eye oppos’d 
Salutes each other with each other's form : 

For speculation turns not to itself, 

Till it hath traveled, and is mirror’d(‘ 12 ) there 
Where it may see itself. This is not strange at all. 

Ulyss* I do not strain at the position,— 

It is familiar,—hut at the author’s drift; 

Who, in his circumstance, expressly proves 
That no man is the lord of any thing 
(Though in and of him there be much consisting) 

Till lie communicate lus parts to others; 

Nor doth lie of himself know them for aught 
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Till he behold them form’d in the applause 

"Where they’re extended; who,like an arch,reverberates! 43 ) 

The voice again ; or, like a gate of steel 

Fi on ting the sun, I’eceives aud renders back 

His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in this ; 

And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown. Ajax, 

Heavens, what a man is there 1 a very horse; 

That has he knows not what. Nature, what tilings there are, 
Most abject in regard, and dear in use ! 

"Wliat things again most dear in the esteem, 

And poor in worth I Now shall we see to-morrow 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him, 

Ajax renown’d. 0 heavens, what some men do, 

While some men leave to do 3 

How some men creep in skittish fortune's hall. 

Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes ! 

How one man eats into another’s pride, 

While pride is fasting in his wantonness \ 

To see these Grecian lords !—why, even already 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder, 

As if his foot were on brave Hector’s breast, 

And great Tioy shrieking. 

Acini . 1 do believe it; for they pass'd by me 
As misers do by beggars,—neither gave lo me 
Good word nor look : what, arc my deeds forgot ? 

Vlyss. Time hath, my toil, a waflot at his back, 

Wherein lie puts alms for oblivion, 

A great-siz’d monster of ingratitudes: 

Those scraps are good deeds past which arc devour'd 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done: perseverance, dear iny lord, 

Keeps honour bright: to have done, is to hang 
Quite out of Fashion, like t a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way ; 

For honour travels in a strait so narrow, 

Where one but goes abreast: keep, then, the path; 

For emulation hath a thousand soils, 

That one by one pursue : if you give way. 
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Or hedge aside from the direct forthright, 

Like to ail enter'd tide, they all rush by, 

And leave you hindmost; 

Or, like a gallant horse fallen in first rflnk, 

Lie there for pavement to the abject rear,( 44 ) 

O’er-run and trampled on : then what they do in present, 
Though less than yours in past, must d’ertop yours; 

For time is like a fashionable host. 

That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand; 

And with his arms outstretch hi, as he would fly, 
Grnsps-in the comer : welcome( 45 ) ever smiles, 

And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue seek 
Remuneration for the thing it was; 

Tor beauty, wit, 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service, 

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin,— 

That all, with one consent, praise new-born gawds. 
Though they are made and moulded of tilings past; 

And give( 4C ) to dust, that is a little gilt, 

More laud tlmn gilt o’er-dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object: 

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man, 

That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax:; 

Since things in motion sooner catch the cyo 
Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee. 

And still it might; and yet it may again, 

If thou wouklst not entomb thyself alive, 

And case thy reputation, in thy tent; 

Whose glorious deeds, hut in these fields of late, 

Made emulous missions ’inongst the gods themselves, 
And drave great Mars to faction. 

JcliiL Of this my privacy 

I have strong reasons. 

Ulyss. But ’gainst your privacy 

The reasons are more potent and heioical: 

’Tis known, Achilles, that you axe in love 
With one of Priam’s daughters. 
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jichiL Ha ! known ! 

Ulyas. Is tlmt a wonder ? 

The providence that's in a watchful state 
Knows almost every grain of PIutus’( 17 ) gold ; 

Finds bottom in the im comprehensive deeps ; 

Keeps place with thought, and almost, like the gods, 

Does thoughts unveil in their dumb c ladles.( I8 ) 

Tliere is a mystery (with whom relation 
Durst never meddle) in the soul of slate ; 

Which hath an operation more divine 
Than breath or pen can give expressure to: 

All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 

As perfectly is ours, a*, yours, my lord ; 

And better would it fit Achilles much 
To throw down Hector than Polyxena : 

But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home, 

When fame shall in our islands sound her trump; 

And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing, 
cf Great Hector’s lister did Achilles win; 

But our great Ajax bravely heat down him/' 

Farewell, my lord : I as your lover speak ; 

The fool slides o'er the ice that you should break. [Exit, 
Pair, To this effect, Achilles, have I mov’d you: 

A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loath’d than an effeminate man 
In time of action, I stand condemn'd tor this; 

They think, my little stomach to the war, 

And your great love to me, restrains you thus: 

Sweet, rouse yourself \ and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose Ins amorous fold, 

And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane, 

Be shook to air.( w ) 

Acini . Shall Ajax fight with Ilcctov? 

Pair. Ay, and perhaps receive much honour by him. 
Achil. I see my reputation is at stake j 
My fame is shrewdly gor’d. 

Pair. O, then, beware; 

Those wounds heal ill that men do give themselves : 

Omission to do what is necessary 
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Seals a commission to a blank of danger; 

And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

Achil* Go call Tliorsites hither, sweet Pa trod us: 

I’ll send the fool to Ajax, and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lords, after the comhat 
To see us here unarm’d : I have a woman’s longing, 

An appetite that I am sick withal, 

To see great Hector in libs weeds of peace; 

To talk with him, and to behold bis visage, 

Even to my full of view.—A labour sav’d \ 

JSntcr Thersxtes. 

Ther. A wonder! 

Achil . What? 

Ther . Ajax goes up and down the field, asking for himself. 

AchiL IIow so? 

The), He must fight singly to-morrow with Hector; and 
is so prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling, that he 
raves in saying nothing. 

Achil. How can that he ? 

Ther. Why, he stalks up and down like a peacock,—a 
stride and a stand: ruminates like an hostess that hath no 
arithmetic but her brain to set down her reckoning: bites 
liis lip with a poll tic regard, as who should say, There were wit 
in this head, an ’fcwould out; and so there is; but it lies as 
coldly in him as fire in a flint, which will not show without 
VnotVirjg. Thermm’sundoneiai ewer; for ri Hctflia Vieiik 
not his neck i’ tlie combat, he’ll break ’fc himself in vain¬ 
glory. He knows not me: I said, "Good morrow, Ajax;” 
and he replies, "Thanks, Agamemnon.” What think you of 
this man, that takes me for the general ? He’s grown a very 
land-fish, languageless, a monster. A plague of opinion l a 
man may wear it on both sides, like a leather jerkin, 

Achil . Thou must be my ambassador to him, Thersites. 

Ther* Who, I? why, he’ll answer nobody; lie professes 
not answering: speaking is for beggars; he wears liis tongue 
in’s arms. I will put on his presence: let Patroclus make 
demands to me, you shall see the pageant of Ajax. 

VOL, IV. Q Q 
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Achil. To hirn, Patroclus: tell him,—I humbly desire 
the valiant Ajax to invite the most v e alorous Hector to come 
unarmed to my tent $ and to procure safe-conduct for his 
person of the magnanimous and most illustrious six-or- 
seven-tiincs-honoured captain-general of the Grecian army, 
Agamemnon. ( 60 ) Do this. 

Patr. Jove bless great Ajax! 

Ther. Hum l 

Patr. I come from the worthy Achilles,— 

Ther. Hat 

Pair. Who most humbly desires you to invite Hector to 
his tent,— 

Ther. Hum! 

JPatr. And to procure safe-conduct from Agamemnon. 

Ther. Agamemnon! 

Patr. Ay, my lord. 

Ther. Ha! 

Patr. What say you to’t ? 

Ther. God b’ wi* you, with all my heart. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o’clock it 
will go one way or other: howsoever, he shall pay for me 
ere he lias me. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, hut he is not in this tune, is he ? 

Ther. No r but he’s out o’ tune thus. What music will 
be in him when Hector has knocked out his brains, I know 
not} but, I am sure, none,—unless the fiddler Apollo get 
his sinews to make catlings on. 

Achil . Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him straight. 

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse; for that’s the 
more capable creature. 

Achil . My mind is troubled, like a fountain stirr’d; 

And I myself see not the bottom of it. 

[Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 

Ther. Would the fountain of your mind were clear again, 
that I might water an ass at it! I had rather be a tick in a 
sheep than such a valiant ignorance. [Exit. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene L Tioy. A street, 

Enter, from one side, /Eneas, and Servant imffr a torch j from the 
other , Pauls, Dei ph on us, Antenoii, Diojlgdes, others, ivith 

torches. 

Par. See, ho ! who is that there ? 

Dei. It is the Lord iEneas. 

JDne. Is the prince there in person ?— 

Had I so good occasion to lie long 

As you. Prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business 

Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Dio. That’s my mind too.—Good morrow. Lord /Eneas, 
Par, A valiant Greek, /Eneas,—take lus hand,— 

Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
You told how Diomed, a whole week by days, 

Did haunt you in the field. 

sDne. Health to you, valiant sir. 

During all question of the gentle truce j 
But when I meet you arm’d, as black defiance 
As heart can think or courage execute. 

Dio, The one and other Diomed embraces. 

Our bloods are now in calm; and, so long, health; 

But when contention and occasion meet, 

By Jove, Ill play the hunter for thy life 
With all my force, pursuit, and policy. 

JEno* And thou shalt hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face backward.—In humane gentleness, 

Welcome to Troy! now, by Anchises 1 life, 

Welcome, indeed ! By Venus’ hand I swear, 

No man alive can love, in such a sort, 

The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 

Dio . Wc sympathise j'—Jove, let/Eneas live, 

If to my sword his fate be not the glory, 

A thousand complete courses of the sun! 

But, in mine emulous honour, let him die, 

With every joint a wound, and that to-monow! 

JEiiie, We know each other well. 
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Dio . Wc do ; and long to know each other worse. 

Par . This is the most despiteful( 51 ) gentle greeting, 

The noblest hateful love, that e’er I heard of.— 

What business, lord, so early ? 

Mnc . I was sent for to the king ; hut why, I know not. 
Par . His purpose meets you: 'twas to bring this Greek 
To Calchas’ house; and there to render him, 

For the enfreed An ten or, the fair Cressid: 

Let’s have your company ; or, if you please, 

Haste there before us : I constantly do think 
(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge) 

My brother Troilus lodges there to-night: 

Bouse him, and give him note of our approach, 

With the whole quality wherefore : I fear 
We shall be much unwelcome. 

Mnc* That I assure you : 

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece 
Than Cressid borne from Troy. 

Par . There is no help ; 

The bitter disposition of the time 

Will have it so. On, lord ; we’ll follow you. 

Mne. Good morrow, all. [Exit with Servant. 

Par. And tell me, noble domed,—faith, tell me true, 
Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship,— 

Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best, 

Myself or Menelaus ? 

Dio. Both alike: 

He merits well to hare her, that doth seek her 
(Not making any scruple of her soil lire) 

With such a hell of pain and world of charge; 

And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
(Not palating the taste of her dishonour) 

With such a costly loss of wealth and friends: 

He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a Hat tamed piece ; 

You, like a lecher, out of whoiisli loins 
Are pleas’d to bleed out your inheritors: 

Both merits pois’d, each weighs nor loss nor more ; 

But lie as he, each heavier for a whore. ( 6a ) 
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Par. You are too bitter to your countrywoman. 

Dio, She's bitter to her country: hear me, Paris:— 

For every false drop in her bawdy veins 
A Grecian’s life hath sunk; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated cairion weight, 

A Trojan hath been slam • since she could speak, 

She hath not given so many good words breath 
As for her Greeks and Trojans suffer’d death. 

Par . Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do, 

Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy: 

But we in silencQ hold this virtue well,— 

We'll not commend what we intend to sell,( 53 ) 

Here lies our way. [Exeunt, 


Scene II. The same. Court o/Pandarus' house . 

Enter Troilvs and Ouessida. 

Tro, Dear, trouble not yourself: the mom is cold. 

Cres. Then, sweet my lord, I'll call mine uncle down; 

He shall unbolt the gates. 

Tro, Trouble him not, 

To bed, to bed: sleep kill those pretty eyes, 

And give as soft attachment to tliy senses 
As infants’ empty of all thought l 

Cres, Good morrow, then. 

Tro, I prithee now, to bed, 

Cres . Are you a-weary of me ? 

Tro, 0 Cressida! but that the busy day, 

Wait'd by the lark, hath rous'd the ribald crows, 

And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 

I would not from thee. 

Cres. Night hath been too brief. 

To . Beshrew the witch ! with venomous wights she stays 
As tediously as hell; but flies the grasps of love, 

With wings more momentary-swift than thought. 

You will catch cold, and curse me, 

Cres. 

You men will never tarry,— 


Prithee, tarry;— 
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O foolish Cressid!—1 might have still held off, 

And then you would have tarried,—Iiark! there’s one up. 
pan. [within] What, ’s all the doors open here ? 

JVo* It is your uncle. 

Cres. A pestilence on him ! now will he he mocking: 

I shall have such a life l 

Enter Pandakus, 

Pan . How now, how now! how go maidenheads ?—Here, 
you maid! where’s my cousin Cressid? 

Cres, Go hang yourself, you naughty mpcking uncle ! 
You bring me to do, and then you flout me too. 

Pan . To do what? to do what?—-let her say what:—what 
have I brought you to do ? 

Cres. Come, come, beshrew your heart! you’ll ne’er he 
good, 

Nor suffer others. 

Pan, Ha, ha I Alas, poor wretch! ah, poor capocchio!( Gi ) 
hast not slept to-night ? would he not,—a naughty man,—let 
it sleep? a bugbear take him ! 

Cres . Did not I tell you ?—would lie were knock’d P the 
head!— [Knocking. 

Who's that at door ? good uncle, go and see.— 

My lord, come you again into my chamber ; 

You smile, and moelc me, <ls if I meant naughtily. 

Pro. Ha, ha! 

Cres . Come, you are deceiv’d, I think of no such thing.— 

[Knocking. 

IIow earnestly they knock!—Pray you, come in : 

I would not for half Troy have you seen hero. 

[Exeunt Troilus and Cress id a. 
Van . [going to the door] Who’s there? what’s the matter? 
will you beat down the door ? Ilow now ! what’s the matter ? 

Enter ^Eneas. 

PEne. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 

Pan, Who’s there ? my Lord ./Eneas ! By my troth, 

I knew you not; what news with you so early ? 

JEne. Is not Prince Troilus here ? 
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Pan. Here! what should he do here ? 

Mne. Come, lie is here, my lord; do not deny him: 

It doth import him much to speak with me. 

Pan . Is he here, say you ? ’tis more than 1 know, I’ll be 
sworn:—for my own part, I came in late. What should he 
do hero ? 

JEne. Who !—nay, then :—come, come, you’ll do him 
wiong ere you’re ware: you'll be so true to him, to be false 
to him: do not yon know of him, hut yet go fetch him 
hither; go, 

As PAtfDAnus is going out, re-enter TiioilvB. 

Pro. IIow now I what’s the matter ? 

JEne. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute you, 

My ma tter is so rash : there is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Dcipliobus, 

The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver'd to us ; and for him forthwith, 

Lie the first sacrifice, within this hour, 

We must give up to Diomedes’ hand 
The Lady Cressida. 

Tro. Is it so concluded? 

jEne. By Priam, and the general state of Troy : 

They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 

Tro. How my achievements mock me! 

I will go meet them :—and, my Lord ASneas, 

We met by chance; you did not find me here. 

JEne . Good, good, my lord; the secrets^) of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 

[Ewcujit Troilns and JEneas. 

Pan. Is’t possible? no sooner got but lost? The devil 
take Antenor! the young prince will go mad: a plague 
upon An tenor! I would they had broke’s neck! 

Be-cnler Cbessida. 

Gres. ITow now! what’s the matter? who was here ? 

Pan . Ah, ah ! 

Cl CvS\ "Why sigh you so profoundly? where’s my lord? 
gone! Tell me, sweet uncle, what’s the matter ? 
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Pu?i. Would I were as deep under tile earth as X am 
above 1 

Cres., 0 the gods!—-what's tlio matter ? 

Pan. Prithee, get thee in: would thou Inidst ne’er been 
horn! I knew thou wouldsl he his death:—O, poor gentle¬ 
man !—a plague upon A u ten or ! 

(7m. Good, uncle, I beseech you, on my knees I beseech 
you, what’s the matter? 

Pan. Thou must begone, wench, thou must be gone; thou 
art changed for Antonov: thou must to thy lather, and be 
gone from Troilus: ’twill bo his death; 'twill be his bano; 
he cannot bear it. 

Cm. 0 you immortal gods !—I will not go. 

Pan . Thou must. 

Cm. I will not, uncle ; I have forgot my father; 

I know no touch of consanguinity; 

No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me 
As the sweet Troilus.—O you gods divine! 

Make CressicVs name the very crown of falsehood, 

If ever she leave Troilus! Time, force, and death, 

Do to this body what extremes you can; 

Put the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the earth, 

Drawing all things to it.—I’ll go in and weep,— 

Pan. Do, do. 

Cres . Tear my bright hair, and scratch my praised checks; 
Crack my clear voice with sobs, ana break my heart 
With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy, [Exeunt. 


Scene III. The same. Streel bafoie Pand Anus' house* 

Enter Pams, Titomus, AUnoas, Djsiphobuh, An'iwou, and 
Dioajedes, 

Par. It is great morning; and the hour prefix’d 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes fast upon;—good my brother Troilus, 

Tell you the lady wlmt she is to do, 

And haste her to the purpose. 
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Tro. Walk into her house; 

1*11 bring her to the Grecian presently : 

And to his hand when I deliver her, 

Thmlc it an altar; and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there offering to it his own heart. [Exit. 

Par, I know what ’tis to love; 

And would, as I shall pity, I could help !— 

Please you walk in, my lords. [Exeunt, 


Scene IV. The same, A room in Pandarus* house. 
Enter Pandauus and Oressida 
Pan. Bo moderate, be moderate. 

Cres, Why tell you me of moderation ? 

The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste, 

And viol elite th in a sense as strong 

As that which causetli it: how can I moderate it ? 

If I could temporise with my affection. 

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate. 

The liko all ay inert could I give my grief: 

My love admits no qualifying dross; 

No more my grief, in such a precious loss. 

Pan . Here, here, here he comes. 

Enter Teoilos, 

Ah, sweet ducks l ( 5C ) 

Cres. 0 Troilus ! Troilus ! [Embracing him . 

Pan, What a pair of spectacles is here I Let me embrace 
too. “ O heart,” as the goodly saying is,— 

“ --O heart, heavy heart, 

Why siglpst thou without breaking V' 
where lie answers again, 

“ Because thou caust not ease thy pmurfc 
By fviendship( 07 ) nor by speaking ” 

There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast away nothing, 
for we may live to have need of such a verse ; we see it, we 
see it.—How now, lambs! 

2Vo. Cressid, X love thee in so strain’d a purity, 
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That the bless’d gods,—as angry with iny fancy, 

More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Gold lips blow to their deities,—take thee from me. 

Cies. Have the gods envy ? 

Pan . Ay, ay, ay, ay; ’tis too plain a case. 

Cres* And is it true that I must go from Troy ? 

Tro* A hateful truth. 

Cres . What, and from Troilus too ? 

Tro. From Troy and Troilus. 

Cres, Is it possible ? 

Tro . And suddenly; where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, justlcs roughly by 
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents 
Our lock’d embrasures, strangles oiu* dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath : 

We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one, 

Injurious time now, with a robber's haste, 

Crams his rich thievery up, lie knows not how : 

As many farewells as bo stars in heaven. 

With distinct breath and consign’d kisses to them, 

He fumbles up into a loose adieu; 

And scants us with a single famish’d kiss, 

Distasted with the salt of broken tears. 

JEne, [within] My lord, is the lady ready ? 

Tro . Hark! you arc call’d: some say the Genius so 
Grics, u Come !” to him that instantly must die.— 

Bid them have patience; she shall come anon. 

Pan . Where are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind, or my 
heart will be blown up by the root. [Exit* 

Cres . I must, then, to the Grecians ? 

Tro. No remedy. 

Cres. A woeful Crcssid ’mongst the merry Greeks ! 

When shall we see again ? 

Tro . Hear me, my love: be thou but true of heart,— 
Cres . I true! liow now 1 what wicked deem is this ? 

Tro, Nay, we must use expostulation kindly, 
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.For it is parting from 11 s; 

I speak not “bo tliou true,** as fearing thee; 

For I will throw my glove to Death himself. 

That there’s no maculation in thy heart: 

But, “ he tliou true,” say I, to fashion in 
My sequent protestation; he thou true, 

And I will see thee. 

Ores. O, you shall be expos'd, iny lord, to dangers 
As infinite as imminent! but Ill be true. 

Tro. And I’ll grow friend with danger. Wear this sleeve. 
Ores. And you this glove. When shall I see you ? 

Tro . I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels, 

To give thee nightly visitation. 

But yet, be true. 

Cres. O heavens !—be true, again ! 

Tro. Hear why I speak it, love : 

The Grecian youths are full of quality; 

TheyTc( fis ) loving, well compos’d, with gifts of nature flowing, 
And swelling o‘er with arts and exercise: 

How novelty may move, and parts with person, 

Alas, a kind of godly jealousy 

(Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin) 

Makes me afeard. 

Cres, 0 heavens! you love me not. 

Tro . Die I a villain, then! 

In this I do not call your faith in question, 

So mainly as my merit: I camiot sing, 

Nor heel the high la volt, nor sweeten talk, 

Nor play at subtle games j fair virtues all. 

To which the Grecians are most prompt and pregnant: 

But I can tell, that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and diunb-discouxsive devil 
That tempts most cunningly : but he not tempted. 

Cres, Do you think I will? 

Tro. No. 

But something may be done that we will not: 

And sometimes wo are devils to ourselves, 

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers. 

Presuming on their changeful potency. 



G04 


TKOILUS AND CBESS1DA. 


[act iv. 


Aline, [iviihi)i\ Nay, good my lord,— 

Tro . Come, kiss; and let ns part. 

Par . [pithin'] Brother Troilus 1 

Tro . Good brother, come you hither; 

And bring* iEneas and the Grecian with you. 

Cm. My lord, will you be true ? 

Tro. Who, I i alas, it is my vice, my fault: 

Whiles others fish with craft for groat opinion, 

I with great truth catch mere simplicity; 

"Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns, 

With tiuth and plainness I do wear mine hare. 

Fear not my truth: the moral of my wit 
Is—plain and true ; there’s all the reach of it. 

Enter AHneas, Paris, Antenor, Deipiiobus, and Diomedes. 

Welcome, Sir Diomed ! here is the lady 
Which for Antenor we deliver you: 

At the port, lord, I’ll give her to thy hand; 

And by the way possess thee what she is. 

Entreat her fair 5 ancl, by my soul, fair Greek, 

If e’er thou stand at mercy of my sword, 

Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe 
As Priam is in I lion. 

Dio . Fail Lady Cressid, 

So please you, save the thanks this piincc expects : 

The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 

Pleads your fair usage ; and to Diomed 

You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro. Grecian, tliou dost not use me courteously, 

To shame the zeal( 5£ 0 of my petition to thee 
In praising her: I tell thee, lord of Greece, 

She is as far high-soaring o'er thy praises 
As thou unworthy to be call’d her servant. 

I charge thee use her well, even for my charge; 

For, by the dreadful Pluto, if tliou dost not, 

Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 

I’ll cut thy throat, 

Dio. O, be not mov’d, Prince Troilus : 

Let me be privileg'd by my place and message, 
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To be a speaker free; when I am hence. 

I’ll answer to my lust: and knew yon, lord, 

I’ll nothing do oil charge : toiler own worth 
She shall he priz’d j but that you say, Be’t so, 

Ill speak it in my spirit and honour, No. 

Ti o . Come, to the port.—III tell thee, Diomed, 

This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head.— 

Lady, give me your hand; and, as we walk, 

To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

[Exeunt Troilus, Cressula , and J)iomedes. 

[Trumpet within . 

Par. Hark! Hector’s trumpet. 

yEne. How have we spent this morning! 

The prince must think me tardy and remiss, 

That swore la ride before him la the field* 

Par, ’Tis Troilus' fault: come, come, to field with him. 
PeL(®) Let us make ready straight. 

JEne . Yea, with a bridegroom’s fresh alacrity, 

Let ns address to tend on Hector’s heels: 

The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 

On his fair worth and single chivalry. [Exeunt. 


Scene V. The Grecian camp . Lists set out . 

Enter Ajax, armed; Agamemnon, Achilles, Patrocjlus, Mene- 
laus, Ulysses, Nestor, and others. 

Jgam. Here art thou in appointment fresh and fair, 
Anticipating time( m ) with starting courage. 

Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 

Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant, 

And hale him liilhci\ 

Ajax. Thou, trumpet, there’s my purse. 

Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe: 

Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek 
Outswell the colic of puff’d A q nil on : 

Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy e} r es spout blood ; 

Thou blow’st for Hector. [Trumpet sounds. 
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Ulyss . No trumpet answers. 

Ach'd, 'Tis lout early days. 

Again. Is not yoiul Diomed, with Caleb as’ daughter ? 
Ulyss. 'Tis lie, I ken the manner of his gait; 

He rises on the toe: that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 

Enter Diomudes, with Ghessiua 

Agam. Is this the Lady Cressid? 

Dio. Even she. 

Agam. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet lady. 
Nest . Our general cloth salute you with .a kiss. 

Ulyss . Yet is the kindness but particular ; 

'Twerc better she were kiss'd in general. 

Nest. And very courtly counsel: I’ll begin.-— 

So much for Nestor. 

A chit, Til take that winter from your lips, fair lady : 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men . I had good argument for kissing once. 

Pair. But that's no argument for kissing now; 

For thus popp’d Paris in his hardliner!!. 

And parted thus you and your argument. 

Ulyss. O deadly gall, and theme of all our scorns l 
For which wo lose our heads to gild his horns, 

Pair. The first was Menelaus' kiss;—this, mine : 
Patroclus, kisses you. 

Men, O, this is trim! 

Pair, Paris and I kiss evermore for him. 

Mm* I’ll have my kiss, sir,—Lady, by your leave. 

Ores* In kissing, do you render or receive ? 

Pair. Both take and give, 

Cies, I’ll make my match to live, 

The kiss you take is better than you give; 

Therefore no kiss. 

Men. I’ll give you hoot, PU give you three for one. 
Ores. You're an odd man ; give even, or give none. 
Men. An odd man, lady ! every man is odd. 

Cres, No, Paris is not; for, you know, ’tis true, 

That you are odd, and he is even with you. 
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Men. You fillip me o’ the head. 

Cres. No, I’ll he sworn. 

Ulyss. It were no match, your nail against his horn.— 
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you ? 

Crcs « You may. 

Ulyss. I do desire it. 

Cres . Why, beg, tlien.( 6: ) 

Ulyss. Why, then, for Venus 1 sake, give me a kiss, 

When Helen is a maid again, and his. 

Cres . I am your debtor, claim it when 1 tis due. 

Ulyss , Never’s my day, and then a kiss of you. 

Dio . Lady, a word;—I’ll bring you to your father. 

[Exit xvith Cressitfit. 

Nest, A woman of quick sense. 

Ulyss . "Fie, lie upon her ! 

There’s language in her eye, her cheek, her lip, 

Nay, her foot speaks; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 

O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue. 

That give a coasting^) welcome ere it comes, 

And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 
To every ticklish reader! set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity, 

And daughters of the game. [Trumpet within . 

AIL The Trojans’ trumpet. 

Again . Yonder comes the troop. 

Enter Hectoii, armed] /Eneas, Troilus, and oilier Trojans, 
with Attendants. 

Mm. Hail, all you state of Greece ! what shall be done 
To him that victory commands ? or do you purpose 
A victor shall be known? will you, the knights 
Shall lo the edge of all extremity 
Puisue each other; or shall be divided 
By any voice or order of the field ? 

Hector bade ask. 

Again. Which way would. Hector have it ? 

Mm, He cares not; lie’ll obey conditions. 

Achil.^) ’Tis done like Hector j but securely done, 



G08 TltOII/lTS AND CBESSIDA. [Aur iv. 

A little proudly, and great deal misprizing 
The knight oppos’d.. 

JEne. If not Achilles, sir, 

What is your name? 

Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. 

sEne* Therefore Achilles: but, whatever, know this :— 

In the extremity of great and little. 

Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector , 

The cme almost as infinite as all, 

The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well, 

And that which looks like pride is courtesy• 

This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood : 

In love whereof, half Hector stays at home ; 

Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to seek 
This blended knight, half Trojan and half Greek. 

Adah A maiden battle, then?—O, 1 perceive you. 

lie-enter Diomisdes. 

Again* Here is Sir Diomccl.-—Go, gentle knight, 

Stand hy our Ajax : as yon and Lord iEneas 
Consent upon the order of their fight. 

So be it; cither to the uttermost, 

Or else a breath: the combatants being kin 
Half stints their strife before their strokes begin, 

[Ajax and Hector enter the lists* 
Ultfss* They are oppos'd already. 

Agam* What Trojan is that same that looks so heavy ? 
Uhjss* The youngest son of Priam, a true knight; 

Not yet mature, yet matchless: firm of word ; 

Speaking in deeds, and decdlcss in his tongue; 

Not soon provok’d, nor being provok’d soon calm’d : 

His heart and hand both open and both free ; 

For what he has ho gives, wliafc thinks he shows ; 

Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty. 

Nor dignifies an impure^) thought with breath: 

Manly as Hector, but more dangerous; 

For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes 
To tender objects ; but he, in heat of action, 

Is more vindicative than jealous love: 
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They call him Troilus; and on him erect 
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector. 

Thus says yEneas \ one that knows the youth 
Even to his inches, and, with private soul, 

Did in great llion thus translate him to me. 

[ Alarum . Hector and Ajax fight. 
Again . They are in action. 

NesU Now, Ajax, hold thine own ! 

Tro, Hector, thou sleep’st j 

Awake tliee l 

Again ♦ His blows are well dispos’d :—there, Ajax ! 

Dio, You must no more. [Trumpets cease. 

Mm. Princes, enough, so jdcase you. 

Ajax. I am not warm yet; let us tight again. 

Dio, As Hector pleases, 

Hcct , Why, then will I no more :— 

Thou art, great lord, my father's sister's son, 

A cousin-german to great Piiam's seed ; 

The obligation of our blood foibids 
A gory emulation 'twixt us twain: 

Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so, 

That thou couldst say, tc This hand is Grecian all. 

And this is Trojan ; the sinews of this leg 
All Greek, and this all Troy, my mother’s blood 
Rims on the dexter cheek, and this sinister 
BouwtWm my fathers •” by Jove multipoint, 

Thou shouldst not bear fiom me a Greekish member 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud: but the just gods gainsay 
That any drop thou honow’dst from thy mother, 

My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword 
Be drained ! Let me embrace thee, Ajax : 

By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms; 

Hector -would have them fall upon him thus; 

Cousin, all honour to thee ! 

Ajax, I thank thee, Hector: 

Thou art too gentle and too free a man: 

I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 

VOL. IV. R R 
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fleet. Not Neoptolcmus so mirablo 
(On whose blight crest Fame with her loud’st Oyes 
Cries, Ci This is lie’ 1 ) could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 

sEne. There is expectance here from hotli the sides, 
What further you will do, 

fled. We’ll answer it; 

The issue is emhvacement:—Ajax, farewell. 

Ajax . If I might in entreaties find success 
(As sold I hnvo the chance,) I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio . ’Tis Agamemnon’s wish ; and great Achilles 
Doth long to sec unarm'd the valiant Hector. 

fleet. iEneas, call my brother Troilus to me ; 

And signify this loving interview 
To the ex pec ter s of our Trojan part ; 

Desire them homo.—Give me thy hand, my cousin ; 

I will go eat with thee, and see your knights. 

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 
fled. Tho worthiest of them tell me name by name; 

But for Achilles, mine own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

A gam. Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one 
That would be nd of such an enemy *, 

But that’s no welcome: understand more clear, 

What’s past and what’s to come is s trow'd with husks 
And formless ruin of oblivion ; 

But in tliis extant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing, 

Bids thee, with most divine integrity, 

From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 

If eel. I thanlc thee, most imperious Agamemnon, 

Aqam. My well-fam'd lord of Troy, no less Lo you. 

[To Troilus. 

lien. Let me confirm my piincely brother's greeting ;—■ 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 
fled. Who must wo answer ? 

AEne. The noble Menehius. 

fled. 0, you, my lord? by Mars his gauntlet, thanks! 
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Mode not, that 1 affect the untraded oath ; 

Your quondam wife swears still by Venus’ glove: 

She’s well, but bade me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her not now, sir; she’s a deadly theme. 
Meet. O, pardon ; I offend. 

Nest. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft, 
Laboiuing for destiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekish youth; and I have seen thee, 
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed. 

Despising many forfeits and subduements, 

"When thou hast liung* thy advanced sword i’ the air, 

Not letting it decline on the declin’d, 

That I have said to some my stonders-by, 

“Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life !” 

And I have seen thee pause, and take thy breath, 

When that a ring of Greeks have licmm’d thee in, 

Like an Olympian wrestling : this have I seen ; 

But this thy countenance, still lock’d in steel, 

1 never saw till now. I knew thy grandsire, 

And once fought with him: he was a soldier good; 

But, by great Mais, the captain of us all. 

Never like thee. Let an old limn embrace thee ; 

Ami, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

JEns. Tis the old Nestor. 

lied. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle. 

That hast so long walk'd hand in hand with time:— 

"SAost itrorand Nestor, I m gW\ to olwap thoo. 

Neat* I would my aims could match thee in contention. 
As they contend with thee in courtesy. 

Heel* I would they could. 

Nest. Ha! 

By this white beard, I’d fight with thee to-morrow:— 
Well, welcome, welcome I—I have seen the lime. 

Ufyss. I wonder now how yonder city stands 
When we have here her base and pillar by us, 

Tied . I know your favour, Lord Ulysses, well. 

Ah, sir, there’s many a Greek and Trojan dead, 

Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
In Ilion, oil your Greekish embassy. 



G12 


THOILUS AND CliBSSIDA. 


[ACT IV. 


Ul/jss. Sir, I foretold you then what would ensue: 

My prophecy is but half his journey yet; 

For yonder walls, that pertly front your town, 

Yuncl towers, whose wanton tops do buss the clouds, 

Must kiss tlieir own foci. 

lied. I must not believe you: 

There they stand yet; and modestly I think, 

The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Grecian blood : the end crowns all; 

And that old common arbitrator, time, 

Will one clay end it. 

Ulr/Jts. So to him wc leave it. 

Most gentle and most valiant Hector, welcome ; 

After the general, I hcseecli you next 
To feast with me, and see me at my tent. 

Acini . I shall forestall thee, Lord Ulysses, thou !— 
Haw, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thcc > 

T Iuiyg with exact view perus’d thee, Hodov, 

Arul quoted jomt by joint. 

lied. Is this Achilles ? 

Acini . I am Achilles. 

lied. Stand fair, I pray thee: let me look on thee. 
Acini . Behold thy fill. 

Heel. Nay, I have clone already* 

AchiL Thou art too brief: I will tlio second time. 

As I would buy thee, view time limb by limb. 

lied. 0, like a book of sport thou'It read me o’er ; 

But there's more in mo than thou under stand’s l. 

Why dost thou so oppress me with thuic eye ? 

AchiL Toll me, you heavens, in which part of liis body 
Shall I destroy him ? whether there, or there, or thcro ? 
That T may give the local wound a name, 

And make distinct the very breach whereout 
Hector’s great spirit flew: answer me, heavens! 

lied. It would discredit the hlcss’d gods, proud man, 
To answer such a question : stand again : 

Tlnnkst thou to catch my life so pleasantly, 

As to prenominate in nice conjecture 
Where thou wilt hit me dead? 
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■Acini. X tell thee, yea. 

Heat. Wert thou an oracle to tell me so. 

I’d not believe thee, Hencefoi th guard thee well; 

For 1*11 not kill thee there, nor there, nor there; 

But, by the forge that stithied Mars In's helm, 

I’ll kill thee every where, yea, o’er and o’er.— 

You wisest Grecians, pardon me this bing, 

His insolence draws folly from my lips • 

But I’ll endeavour deeds to match these words, 

Or may I never,— 

Ajax. Ho not chafe tlioe, cousin:— 

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone, 

Till accident or purpose bring you to 1 1: 

You may have every day enough of Hector, 

If you have stomach ; the general state, I fear. 

Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him. 

Ifect. I pray you, let us see you in the field: 

We have had pelting wars, since you refus’d 
The Grecians’ cause. 

Ach'd* Dost thou entreat me, Hector ? 

To-morrow do l meet thee, fell as death j 
To-night all friends. 

llect , Thy hand upon tliaL match. 

Again* First, all you peers of Greece, go to my tent; 
There in the full convive we: afterwards, 

As Hector’s leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him.— 

Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow, 

That this great soldier may his welcome know. 

[Z7 xcunt all except Troihts and Ulysses* 
Tro . My Lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you, 

I 11 what place of the field doth Calchas keep ? 

Ulyss. At Menclnus’ tent, most princely Txoilus: 

There Diomed doth feast with him to-night; 

Who neither looks upon the heaven nor earth, 

But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 

2)o. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so much, 
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After we part from Agamemnon's tent. 

To bring me thither ? 

Uhjss. You shall command me, sir. 

As gentle tell me, of what honour was 

This Cressida in Troy ? Had she no lover there 

That wails her absence ? 

Tro. O, sir, to such as boasting show their scars, 

A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord ? 

She was belov’d, she lov'd ; she is, and doth: 

But, still, sweet love is food for fortune's tooth. [Exeunt, 


ACT V. 

Scene I. The Grecian camp. Before Achilles’ tent . 

Enter Achilles and Patbocluh. 

AchiL I’ll heat his blood with Grrcelrish wine to-night. 
Which with my scimitar I’ll cool to-morrow.— 

Patioclus, let us feast him to the height. 

Pair , Here conies Thermites. 

Enter Timtsrms. 

AchiL Plow now, thou core of envy ! 

Thou crusty hatch of nature, what’s the news? 

The?\ Why, thou picture of what thou scemest, and idol 
of idioL-worshippers, here's a letter for thee. 

AchiL From whence, (1 figment ? 

Thor. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 

Pair. Who keeps the tent now ? 

Ther. The surgeon's box, or the patient's wound. 

Pair. Well said, adversity l and what need these tricks? 

Tlm\ Prithee, be silent, boy; I profit not by thy talks 
thou art thought to be Acid lies’ male varlct, 

Pair* Male varlet, you rogue 1 what's that? 

Ther* Why, his masculine whore. Now, llic rotten dus- 
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eases of tlie south, the guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, loads 
o’ gravel i’ the back, lethargies, cold palsies, raw eyes, tliit- 
rotten livers, wheezing lungs, bladders full of impostlumie, 
sciaticas, limekilns i’ the palm, incurable bone-ache, and the 
rivalled fee-simple of the tetter, take and take ag’ain such 
preposterous discoveries! 

Pair, Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou, what 
meanest thou to curse thus ? 

Ther, Do I curse thee ? 

Pair, Why, no, you ruinous butt; you whoreson indis¬ 
tinguishable cur, no. 

They, No! why art tliou, then, exasperate, thou idle 
immaterial skein of sleave-silk, thou green sarcenet flap for a 
sore eye, thou tassel of a prodigal’s purse, tliou ? Ah, how 
the poor world is pestered with such waterflies,—diminutives 
of nature! 

Pair, Out, gall! 

Titer, Finch-egg ! 

Ach'd. My sweet Patron!us, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpose in to-morrow’s battle. 

Here is a letter from Queen Hecuba; 

A token from her daughter, my fair love; 

Doth taxing me and gaging me to keep 
An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it r 
Fall Greeks; fail fame; honour or go or stay; 

My major vow lies here, this Pll obey.— 

Come, come, Tliersites, help to trim my tent; 

Tins night in banqueting must all be spent.— 

Away, Palroclus ! [Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 

They, With too much blood and too little brain } these 
two may run mad; but, if with too much brain and too little 
blood they do, I’ll be a ciuer of madmen. Here’s Agamem¬ 
non,—an honest fellow enough, and one that loves quails; 
hut he has not so much brain as ear-wax: and the goodly 
transformation of Jupiter there, his brother, the bull,—the 
primitive statue, and oblique mcmoiial of cuckolds ; a thrifty 
shoeing-horn ill a chain, hanging at his brother’s leg,—to 
what form, but that he is, should wit larded with malice, and 
malice forced with wit, turn him to? To ail ass, were no- 
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thing ■, he is both ass and ox : to an ox> were nothing; he is 
both ox and ass. To be a dog, a mule, a eat, a fitchew, a 
toad, a lizard, an owl, a puttcck, or a herring without a roe, 
1 would not caie; but to be Menelaus,—I would conspire 
against destiny. Ask me not what I would be, if I were not 
Thersites; for X caie not to be the louse of a lazar, so I were 
not Menelaus.—Hoy-day 1 spirits ancl fires ! 

Enter Hectoh, Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestoii, 
Menelaus, and Diomedes, with tights. 

A gam. We go wrong, we go wrong. 

Ajax, No, yonder *tls; 

There, where we see the lights. 

Meet. I trouble you. 

Ajax . No s not a whit, 

Ulyss, Here comes himself to guide you, 

Eo-entc r Acini lues , 

Achil. Welcome, brave Hector; welcome, princes all. 
Again. So now, fair Prince of Troy, X bid good night. 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 

licet. Thants and good night to the Greeks' general. 
Men. Good night, my lord. 

Shot. Good night, sweet X^oul Menelaus. 

They. Sweet draught: sweet, quoth Ti! sweet sink, sweet 
sewer. 

Achil. Good night and welcome, both at. once, to those 
That go or tarry. 

Again . Good night. [Exeunt Agamemnon and Menelaus. 
Aclul. Old Nestor tames ; and you too, Diomed, 

Keep TIcctor company an hour or J.\vo. 

Dio. 1 cannot, lord*, I have imp or taut business, 

The tide whereof is now.—Good night, great Hector. 

Meet . Give me your hand, 

Ulyss, Pollow his torch; he goes to (Ailclms 1 tent: 
l'll keep you company. [Aside to Troilus. 

Sweet sir, you honour mo. 

Meet. And so, good night. 

[Exit Diomedes ; Ulysses and Troilus following . 
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Come, come, enter my lent. 
[Exeunt Achilles , Hector > Ajax y and Nestoi , 
Ther. That same Diomcd’s a fnlse-heai ted rogue, a most 
unjust knave; I will no moie trust him when lie leers, than 
I -will a serpent when he hisses: he will spend his mouth, 
and promise, like Brabbler the hound; but when he pcifomis, 
astronomers foretell it; it is prodigioi^ there will come some 
change; the sun borrows of the moon, when Diomecl keeps 
his word. I will rather leave to see Idee tor, than not to dog 
him: they say he keeps a Trojan drab, and uses the traitor 
Calchfis* tent: 1*11 after.—Nothing but lechery! all inconti¬ 
nent varlets! [Exit. 


Scene II. The same. Before Calchas* tent, 

Enter Diomedes. 

Bio . What, are you up here, ho ? speak. 

CaL [within] Who calls ? 

Bio. Diomed,—Calchas, I think. Where's your daugh¬ 
ter ? 

CaL [within] She co;nes to you. 

Enter T no mu a and Ulysses, <& a distance, after them, Theksltes, 
Uhjss, Stand where the torch may not discover us. 

Enter Citessida. 

Tro. Cressul comes forth to him. 

Dio . How now, my charge ! 

Ores. Now, my sweet guardian ! — Ilark, a word with 
you. [IFhispevs. 

Tro . Yea, so familiar! 

Uhjss . She will sing any man at first sight. 

The). And any man may sing her, if he can take her cliff; 
she's noted. 

Dio . Will you remember ? 

CrcS. Remember 1 yes. 

Bio. Hay, but do, then; 

And let your mind be coupled with your words. 

Tro. What should she remember ? 
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Ulyss. List. 

Cres. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to folly. 
Thor. Roguery! 

Dio. Nay, then,— 


Cres. I’ll tell you what,— 

Dio . Foil, foil 1 come, tell a pin: you arc forsworn. 

Cres. In faith, I cannot: what would you have me do? 
Thor. A juggling trick,—to be secretly open. 

Dio . What did you swear you would bestow on mo ? 

Cres. I prithee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 

Bid me do any thing but tlml, sweet Greek. 

Dio . Good night. 

Tro. Hold, patience ! 

Ulyss. How now, Trojan! 

Cres. Diomod,— 

Dio. No, no, good night: I'll be your fool no more. 

Tro. Thy better must. 

C)os. ITark, one word in your ear. 

Tro . O plague and madness! 

Ulyss. You are mov’d, prince; let us depart, I pray you, 
Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms: this place is dangerous; 

The time right deadly; t beseech you, go. 

Tro. Behold, I pray you! 

Ulyss. Nay, good my lord, go off: 

You {low to great dintiuolion ,• coine, my lord. 

Tio. I pray tlice, stay. 

Ulyss . You have not patience; conic. 

Tro. I pray you, stay ; by hell and all hell's torments, 

I will not speak a word. 

Dio. And so, good night. 

Cres. Nay, but you part in anger. 

Tro. Loth that grieve thee ? 

O wither'd truth! 

Ulyss. Why, how now, lord ! 

Tro . By Jove, 

I will be patient. 

Cres. Guardian!—why, Greek! 

Dio. Foil, foil! adieu ; you patter. 
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Cres. In faith, I do not: come hilhcr once again. 

Ulyss. You shake, iny lord, at something: will you go ? 
You will break out. 

Tro, She .strokes his cheek ! 

Ulyas. Come, come. 

T) 0 . Nay, stay; by Jove, I will not speak a word: 

There is between my will and all offences 
A guard of -patience •—stay a little while. 

They, How the devil luxury, with lus fat rump and 
potato-linger, tickles these together 1 Fry, lechery, fry! 

Dio. But will you, then? 

Cres. In faith, 1 will, la; never trust me else. 

Dio . Give me some token for the surety of it. 

Cres . I’ll fetch you one. [Exit. 

Ulyss. You have sworn patience. 

Tro. Fear me not, sweet lord; 

I will not be myself, nor have cognition 
Of wlrnt I feel: I am all patience. 

Re-enter Cressijda. 

They. Now the pledge; now, now, now! 

Cm. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve.* 

7Vo, O beauty ! where is thy faith ? 

Ulyas, My lord,— 

Tro, I will be patient; outwardly I will, 

Cres. You look upon that sleeve ; behold it well.— 
lie lov’d xtie—0 fake woiiclil—Give't me again. 

Dio* Whose was’t? 

Cres. It is no matter, now I Imve’t again. 

I will not meet with you to-morrow night: 

1 prithee, Diomed, visit me no more. 

They. Now she sharpens:—well said, whetstone! 

Dio . I shall have it. 

Cres. What, this ? 

Dio . Ay, that. 

Cres. 0, all you gods !—O pretty, pretty pledge ! 

Thy master now lies (Junking in bis bed 
Of thee and me ; and sighs, and lakes my glove, 

And gives memorial dainty kisses to it, 
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As 1 kiss thee.—-Nay, do not snatch it from mo j( c0 ) 

He that takes that cloth Lake my heart withal. 

Dio, I had your heart before, this follows it. 

T*o, I did swear patience, 

Cres, Yon shall not have it, Diomcd ; faith, you slmll not; 
I’Ll give you something* else, 

bio. I will have this: whose was it? 

Cres. It is no matter. 

Dio. Come, tell mo whose it was. 

Cres, T T\vas ones that lov’d me better than you will. 

But, now you have it, take lL. 

Dio, Whoso was it? 

Cres. By all Diana’s waiting-women yond, 

And by herself, 1 will not tell you whose. 

Dio . To-morrow will I wear it on my helm ; 

And grieve Ills spirit that dares not challenge it. 

Tio, Wert thou the devil, and wor'st it on thy horn, 

It should be challeng'd. 

Cres . Well, well, ’tig done, 'tig past,—and yet it is not; 

I will not keep my word. 

Dio, Why, then, farewell; 

Thou never shalt mock Diomed again. 

Cres. You shall not go i—one cannot speak a word, 

But it straight starts you. 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. 

They. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes not you 
pleases me best. 

Dio, What, shall I come? the hour? 

Cres . Ay, come *—0 J ove !—do come:—I shall be plagu'd. 
Dio . Farewell till then. 

Cres, Good night: 1 prithee, conic. 

[Exit Diomede#. 

Troilus, farewell 1 one eye yet looks on then • 

But with my heart the oilier eye doth see. 

Ah, poor our sex \ this fault in us I find, 

The error of our eye directs our mind: 

What error leads must eir; 0, then conclude 
Minds sway'd by eyes arc full of turpitude. [Exit. 

Ther. A proof of .strength she could not publish more, 
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Unless she said, My mind is now turn'd whore. 

Ulyas. All’s done, my lord. 

Tro. Tt is. 

Ulyss. Why stay we, then ? 

T) o. To make a recordation to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spolcc. 

But if 1 tell how these two did co-act, 

Shall I jlot Hu in publishing a truth ? 

Sith yet (hero is a era deuce in my heart. 

An esperance so obstinately strong, 

That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears j 
As if those organs had deceptions functions, 

Created only to calumniate. 

Was Cressid here ? 

Ulyss . I cannot conjure, Trojan, 

Tio. She was not, sure. 

Ulyss. Most sure she was, 

Tro, Why, my negation hath no taste of madness. 
Ulyss. Nor mine, my lord : Cressid was here but now, 
Tro . Let it not be believ’d for womanhood ! 

Think, wc had mothers; do not give advantage 
To stubborn critics,—apt, without a theme, 

For depravation,—to square the general sex 
By Cressid’s rule: rather think this not Cressid, 

Ulyas. Wliat hath she done, prince, that can soil our 
mothers ? 

T )0 . Nothing at all, unless that this wero she. 

Ther. Will he swagger himself out on’s own eyes? 

Tro . This she? no, this is Diomed’s Cressida: 

If beauty have a soul, this is not she ; 

If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimonies, 

If sanctimony be the gods’ delight, 

If there be rule in unity itself, 

This is not she. 0 madness of discourse, 

That cause sets up with and against itself! 

Bi-fobl authority! where reason can revolt 
Without perdition, aud loss assume all reason 
Without revolt: this is, and is not, Cicssid! 

Within my soul there doth conduce a fight 
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Of tins strange nature, that a tiling inseparate 
Divides more wider than the sky and eartli; 

And yet the spacious breadth of this division 
Admits no orifex for a point, as subtle 
As Ariachne'»( <V7 ) broken woof, to enter. 

Instance, 0 instance ! strong as Pluto’s gates ; 

Cresskl is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven : 
Instance, 0 instance! strong as heaven itself; 

The bonds of heaven are slipp'd, dissolv'd, and loos'd ; 
And with another knot, five-finger-tied, 

Tlie fractions of her faith* orts of her love, 

Tlie fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy relics 
Of her o’cr-catcn faith, are bound to Diomccl. 

Ulys$ % May worthy Troilus he half attach’d^ 8 ) 

With that which here his passion doth express? 

Tro. Ay, Greek*, ami that shall he divulged well 
In characters as red as Mars liis heart 
Inflam’d with Venus: never did young man fancy 
With so eternal and so fix’d a soul. 

Ilark* Greek:—as much as 1 do Cressidlovc,( 60 ) 

So much hy weight hate I her Diomcd: 

That sleeve is mine that he’ll hear cm his helm ; 

Weic it a casque compos’d hy Vulcan’s skill. 

My sword should bile it; not Lho dreadful spout, 
Which shipmon do the humeano call, 

Constring’d in mass by the almighty sun, 

Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's car 
In his descent, than shall my prompted sword 
Palling on Diomod. 

They. IIg'H tickle it for his concupy. 

2Vo* 0 Crc&aid! O fake Cressid! false, false, false! 
Let all untruths stand by thy stained name, 

And they’ll seem glorious. 

Uhj&s. O, contain yourself; 

Your passion draws cars hither. 

JSntw yftNEAS. 

JEne. I have been seeking you this liour, my lord : 
Hector, by tins, is arming him in Troy ; 
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Ajax, your guard; stays to conduct you home. 

Tro. Have with you, prince.—My courteous lord, adieu.— 
Farewell, revolted fair!—and, Dioroed, 

Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head ! 

Ulyas. I’ll bring you to the gales. 

' Tro, Accept distracted thanks. 

[Exeunt Troih(s i JEneas> and Ulysses, 
Ther . Would I could meet that rogue Diomed! I would 
croak like a raven ; I would bode, I would bode. Patroclus 
will give me any thing for the intelligence of this whore : the 
parrot will not do tnorc for an almond than he for a commo¬ 
dious drab. Lechery, lechery; still, wars and lechery; no¬ 
thing else holds fashion: a burning devil take them! [Exit . 


Scene III. Troy . Before Priam’s palace. 

Enter IIectoh and Andiiomaoiie 
And, When was my lord so much ungently temper’d, 

To stop his ears against admonishment? 

Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. 

licet. You train me to offend you ; get you in : 

J3y all Lhe everlasting gods, I’ll go ! 

And, My dreams will, sure, prove ominous to the day.( 70 ) 
Hect, No more; I say. 

Enter Castas wu A. 

Cas, Where is my brother Hector ? 

And, Here, sister ; arm’d, and bloody in intent. 

Consort with me in loud and dear petition, 

Pursue we him on knees; for I have dream’d 

Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 

Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter. 

Cas, O, *tis true. 

licet, I-lo ! bid my trumpet sound 1 

Cas . No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet brother. 
licet, Be gone, I say ; the gods have heard me swear. 
Cas, The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows : 

They ore polluted offerings, more abhorr’d 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 
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And, 0, be persuaded ! do not count it holy 
To hurt hy being jutJfc: it is ns lawful/ 71 ) 

For wo 'would give much, to uso violent thefts, 

And rob in the behalf 1 of charity. 

Cas. It is the purpose that makes strong the vow; 

But vows to every purpose must not hold : 

Unarm, sweet Hector. 

Jlect. Hold you still, 1 say ; 

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fuLo : 

Life every man holds dear j but the clear man 
Holds honour far more prccious-dcur than life. 

Enter TnotliUS. 

How now, young man! mean’st thou to fight to-day ? 

And, Cassandra, call my father to persuade. 

[ Ea) it Cassan dr a, 

Jlect, No, failh, young Tvoilus*, doff thy harnesb, youth ; 
I am to-day i’ the vein of chivalry : 

Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong, 

And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 

Unarm thee, go; and doubt thou not, brave boy, 

I'll stand to-day feu thee, and me, and Troy. 

Tro* Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you, 

"Which better fits a lion than a man. 

Jlect, What vice is that, good Troilus? chide me for it. 
Tio, When many times tlie captive Grecian falls/ 72 ) 

Y/vtm m iVit’ f<fu ctVi\\ y u cct fun m\ oi d, 

Yon hid thorn rise, and live. 

Jlect. 0, ’tis fair play. 

Tro. Fool’s play, by heaven, Hector. 

UecL How now l how now l 

Tio. For the love of all the gods. 

Let's leave the hermit pity with our mothers ; 

And when wc lmvc our armours buckled on, 

The vemnn’d vengeance ride upon our swords; 

Spur them to ruthful woilc, rein them from ruLh. 

Jlect, Fie, savage, fie ! 

Tro, Hector, thou ’tis wars. 

Heel* Trail us, I would not have you fight to-day. 
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Tro. Who should withhold me ? 

Not fate, obedience^ nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire j 
Not Piiamus and Hecuha on knees, ■ 

Their eyes o'ergalicd with recourse of tears; 

No]: yon, my brother, with your true sword drawn, 

Oppos’d to hinder me, should stop "my way. 

But by my ruin* 

. Center Cassandha, with Pijum 

Cas. Lay hold upon Mm, Priam, hold him fast: 

He is thy crutch; now if thou lose tliy stay, ’ 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on time, 

Pall all'together. 

P)L * Come, Hector, come, go back: 

Thy wife hath dream'A; thy mother hath had visions’ 
Cassandra doth foresee; and I myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly eurapt. 

To.tell thee that this clay is ominous: 

Therefore, come hack. 

Heat, 2Eneas it> a-field; 

And I do tftand engag’d to many Greeks, 

Even in the faith of valour, to*appear 
This morning to them, k 

' Pri. Ay, but thou shalt not go, 

Ilect I must not break my faith. 

You know me dutiful; therefore, dear sir, 

Let me not slmme respect; but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice, 

Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 

Cas. 0 Priam, yield not to him! 

And. • ‘ Do not, dear father. 

Meet. Andromache, I am offended with you: 

Upon tlic love you bear me, get you in. [JS&tit Andromache . 

Too. This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all these bodements. 

Cas. 0, farewell, dear Hector 1 

Look, how thou diest5 look, how thy eye turns pale! 

Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents! 

VOL. IY. S S 
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Hark, how Troy roars! how Hecuba cries out! 

How poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth 1 
Behold, distraction, frenzy, and amazement, 

Like witless antics, one another meet, 

Anti all cry. Hector! Hector’s (lead! 0 Iloctm ! 

Tro. Away ! away ! 

Cus. Farewell-yet, soft! - Hector, I take my leave • 
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive, [Exit. 

Meet . You are ainazd, my liege, at her exclaim: 

Gro in, and cheer tlic town ' well forth, and light ; 

Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at night. 

P)i. Farewell: the gods with safety stand about thee! 

[Exeunt severally Priam and Hector . Alarums . 
Tro. They are at it, liarh l—Proud Dionied, believe, 

I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. 

As Tuoiluh i$ going out, entvr from the other side Pajhiauu^ 

Pan. Do you hear, my lord ? do you hear? 

Tro . What now ? 

Pan. Here's a letter come from yond poor girl, 

Tro. Let me read. 

Pan. A whoreson tisick, a whoreson rascally tisick so 
troubles me, and the foolish fortune of this girl; and what 
one thing, what another, that I shall leave you one o’ th p s 
days; and I have a rheum ill mine eyes too; and such an 
ache in my bones, that, unless a man were cursed, I cannot 
tell what to think on't— What says she there ? 

Tro. Words, words, mere woids, no matter from the 
heart; 

The effect doth operate another way.— [Tearing the letter. 
Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change together.— 

My Love with words and errors still she feeds; 

JBut edifies another with her deeds, [Eeeennt severally. 


Scene IV. Plains between Troy and the Grecian camp ■ 
Alarums excursions, Enter Thehsites, 

They. Now they are clapper-clawing one another; I'll go 
look on. That dissembling abominable varlct, Dionied, has 
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got that same scurvy doting foolish young knave’s sleeve of 
Troy there in his helm: I would fain see them meet; that 
that same young Trojan ass, that loves the whore there* 
might send that Greekwh whoremasterly villain, with the 
sleeve* back to the dissembling luxurious drab, of u sleeve¬ 
less errand. O’ the t'other side, the policy of those crafty 
swearing rascals,—that stale old mouse-eaten dry cheese* Nes¬ 
tor, and that same dog-fox, Ulysses,—is not proved woith 
a blackberry: — they set me up, in policy, that mongrel 
cur, Ajax, against that dog of as had a kind, Achillea: and 
now is the cuv Ajax prouder than the cur Achilles, and will 
not arm to-day; whereupon the Grecians begin ( 73 ) to pro¬ 
claim barbarism, and policy grows into an ill opinion*—Soft! 
here comes sleeve, and t'other. 

Enter Djomedes, Tuoilus folhicuvj 

Ttd. Ely not; for shouldst thou take the nver Styx, 

I would swim after. 

Dio . Thou dost miscall retire: 

I do not fly ; but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude : 

Have at thee \ 

Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian !—now for thy whole, 
Trojan !■—now the sleeve, now the sleeve! 

[Exeunt Troilus and Diomedes , fighting. 

Enter IIectoii 

Heel. What art thou* Greek ? art thou for Hector's 
match l 

Art thou of blood and honour ? 

Ther . No, no,—I am a rascal; a scurvy railing knave ; a 
very filthy rogue. 

1feet. I do believe thee;—live. [Exit. 

Ther. God-a-mercy, -that thou wilt believe me; but a 
plague break thy neck for frighting me !—What’s become of 
the wenching rogues? I think they have swallowed one ano¬ 
ther: I would laugh at that miracle:—yet, in a sort, lechery 
eats itself. I’ll seek them. [Exit. 
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Scene V. Another part of the plains . 

Enter DioacEDES and a Servant. 

Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou TroiW horse ; 
Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid : 

Fellow, commend my service to her beauty; 

Tell her I lmve chastis’d the amorous Trojan, 

And am her knight by proof. 

Sera, I go, my lord. [Exit 

Enter Agamemnon. 

Again . Renew, renew! Tlic fierce Pclydamus 
Hath beat down Menon : bastard Mar gar cl on 
Hath Doreus prisoner, 

And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam. 

Upon the pashed corses of the kings 
Epistroplms and Cedius : Polyxenes is slain ; 

Ampliimachus and Thons deadly hurt; 

Patroclus then or slam 5 and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruis’d 1 the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers:—haste we, Diomed, 

To reinforcement, or we perish all. 

Enter Nestor. 

Nest. Go, hear Patroclus' body to Achilles; 

And hid the snaiV-patf 4 Ajax arm for shame.-— 

There is a thousand Hectors in the field : 

Now here he fights on Galathc his horse. 

And tlieie lacks work; anon he’s there afoot, 

And there they fly or die, like scaled sculls 
Before the belching whale ; then is he yonder, 

And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge, 

Pull down before him, like the mower’s swath: 

Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes; 
Uexterity so obeying appetite, 

That what lie will he does ; and docs so much, 

That proof is call’d impossibility. 
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Enter Ulysses. 

Ulyss, 0 , courage, courage, princes! great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, cursing, mowing vengeance : 

PatrocW wounds have rous’d his drowsy blood. 

Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 

That- noseless, handless, hack'd, and chipp’d* come to him, 
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend, 

And foams at mouth, and he is aim'd, and at it, 

Roaring for Troilus; who hath done to-day 
Mad and fantastic execution ; 
f Engaging and redeeming of himself, 

With such a careless force and forceless care. 

As if that luck, in very spite of cunning* 

Bade him win all. 

Enter Ajax. 

Ajax, Troilus! thou coward Troilus! [Exit. 

Dio, A y, there, there* 

Nest, So, so, we draw together. 

Enter Achilles, 

Acini, Where is this Hector ?— 

Come, come, thou boy-queller, show thy face; 

Know what it is to meet Achilles angry:— 

Hector! where's Hector? I will none but Hector. [Exeunt, 


Scene YX. Another part of the plains, 

Enter Ajax. 

Ajax* Troilus, then coward Troilus, show thy head ! 


Enter Pioamnrs, 

Bio, Troilus, I say ! where's Troilus ? 

jj aXt What wouldst thou? 

Bio, I would correct him. 

Ajax. Were I the general, thou shouldst lmve my office 
Ere that correction.—Troilus, I say! what, Troilus! 
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TttOILUS AND CKKSSTDA. 


\ACT V 


Enter Troit/to 1 

T>o. 0 traitor Diomed '—turn thy false face, thou traitor. 
And pay thy life thou ow’sfc mo for my horse I 
Dio . Ha, art thou there ? 

Ajax. 1*11 fight with him alone : stand, Diomed. 

Dio* He is my prize; I will not look upon. 

2Vo. Caine, both you cogging Greeks ; have at you both! 

[Exeunt,Jighting. 

Enter HrcTOfl. 

m.ct. Yea, Troihis? 0, well fought, my youngest bro- 
tlier! 

iihiter Agiulw5S. 

Achil. Now do I see thee, ha !—have at thee, HecLor! 
Meet. Pause, if thou wilt. 

Achil. X do disdain thy courtesy > proud Trojan : 

Be happy that my arms are out of use: 

My rest and negligence befriends thco now, 

But thou anon shalt hear of mo again ; 

TilL when, go seek thy fortune. [Exit. 

lleet* Part) tliee well 

I would have been much more a fresher man, 

Ilad I expected thee.—How now, my brother! 

Re-enter Tnojr/us. 

ZVo. Ajax hath ta’en iEneas; shall it bo? 

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 
tie shall not carry him ; I’ll be ta’cn too, 

Or bring him offfate, hear me what I say! 

I reck not though I end my life to-day. [Exit* 

Enter one in sumptuous armour . 

llect* Stand, stand, thou Greek; thou art ft goodly 
mark:— 

No ? wilt thou not ?—I like thy armour well; 

I'll frush it, and unlock the rivets all, 

But I'll bo master of it:—wilt thou not, beast, abide ? 

Why, then fly on, I’ll hunt thee for thy hide. [Exeunt. 



SCENE VIIT.] 


THOILUS ANT) CRESSIDA. 


fiSl 


Scene YIL Another part of the plains. 

Enter AcniLTmg, with Myrmidons. 

Acini. Conic here about me, you my Myrmidons; 

Mark what I say. Attend me where I wheel: 

Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath: 

And when I have the bloody Hector found, 

Empale him with your weapons round about; 

In fellest manner execute your aims. 

-Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye:— 

It is decreed Hectoi the great must die. [ Exeunt , 

Enter Menelaus and Pauis, fighting. then TxiETtsirES, 

Thcr. The cuckold end the cuckold-maker are at it. 
—Now, hull 1 now, dog! %oo, Paris, ’loo 1 now my double- 
homed sparrow! 'loo, Paris, 'loo 1 —The bull has the gamer- 
ware horns, ho [ [.Erceimi Pans and Menclans. 

Enter Mauqarelon. 

Mar. Turn, slave, and fight. 

Thm\ What ait thou ? 

Mar. A bastard son of Priam’s. 

Ther . I am a bastard too; I love bastards: I am a bas¬ 
tard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in mind, bastard in 
valour, in every thing illegitimate. One bear will not bite 
another, and wherefore should one bastard ? Take heed, the 
quarrel's most ominous to us: if the son of a whore light for 
a whore, be tempts judgment*, farewell, bastard. [Exit. 
Mar . The devil take thee 3 coward! [Exit. 


Scene VT II. Another part of the plains . 

Enter Heotoh. 

fleet. Most putrefied core, so fair without, 

Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 

Now is my days work done ; I’ll take good breath: 

Heat, sword; thou hast thy fill of blood and death, 

[Puts off his helmet and hangs his shield behind him « 
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TOOIT.US AND CRESSIDA. 


[act \. 


Enter AcKiijiifiS and Myvmidona. 

Jckil. Look, Hector, how the sim begins to sot j 
How ugly night comes breathing at his heels: 

Even with the vail and (larking of the sun, 

To close the day up. Hector’s life is done. 

JTect. I am unarm’d; forego this vantage, Greek. 

Jchil Strike, fellows, strike 5 this is the man I seek. 

• [Hector falls* 

So, Ilion, fall thou next! now, Troy, sink down ! 

Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone.— 

On, My Lini do ns; and cry you all amain, 

" Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain.”— [A retreat sounded. 
Hark! a retire upon our Grecian part. 

Myr* The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my lord. 
AchiU The dragon wing of right overspreads the earth, 
And, stickler dike, the armies separates. 

My halTsupp’d sword, that frankly would have fed, 

Pleas’d with this dainty hait,^ 4 ) thus goes to bed. 

[Sheathes hs sword . 

Come, tie his body to my horse’s tad •, 

Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [Hoceuttl - 


Scene IX. Another 'part of the plains. 

Enter Agamemnok, Ajax,. Munelaus, Nh:a r ron., Duwnntifl, 
others^ marching* Shout# within. 

Again . Hark! hark! what shout is that? 

Nest. Peace, drums! 

[Within,] Achilles! Achilles! Hector’s slain ! Achilles! 
Dio. The bruit is, Hector’s slain, and by Aclullcs. 

Ajax. If it be so, yet bra gloss let it be; 

Great Hector was a man as good as he. 

Agam. March patiently along;—let one be sent 
To pray Achilles see us at our tout.—- 
If in his death the gods have us befriended. 

Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended. 

[liaseun ty mar chi ng . 



SCUNE X J 


TKUILUS AND 0UE8SUU. 


ran 


Scene X. Another part of the plains . 

Enter yEneas and Trojan*. 

A£ne. Stand, ho I yet are we masters of the field : 

Never go home; here starve we out the night. 

Enter Tuoilus, 

Tro> Hector is slain. 

AIL Hector!—the gods forbid ! 

ZYo, He's dead; and at the murderer’s horse's tail. 

In beastly sort, dragged through the shameful field.— 

Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage with speed [ 

Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile( 75 ) at Troy! 

I say, at once let your brief plagues he meicy, 

And linger not our sure destructions on ! 

JEne* My lord, you do discomfort all tlie host, 

Tro, You understand me not that tell me so: 

I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death; 

But claro all imminence that gods and men 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone : 

Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba ? 

Let him that will a screech-owl aye be call’d, 

Go in to Troy, and say there, Elector’s dead: 

There is a word will Priam turn to stone; 

Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives. 

Cold statues of the youth; and, in a word, 

Scare Troy out of itself. But, march away: 

Elector is dead; there is no more to say. 

Stay yet.—You vile abominable tents, 

Thus proudly pight upon our Plnygian plains, 

Let Titan rise as early ns lie dare, 

I’ll through, and through you!—and, thou great-siz’d coward. 
No space of earth shall sunder our two hates: 

I’ll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still, 

That moulcleth goblins swift as frenzy’s thoughts.— 

Strike a free march to Troy 1—with comfort go-: 

Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. 

[Exeunt JEneas and Trojans, 
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TROJTjm Atf]> (JUKfiSTDA, 


[ART V. 


As Taoilus is going out, enter, from the other side, PANDAiiua, 

Tan. But hear you, hear you! 

Tro. Hence, broker-lackey l ignomy and shame 
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name! [Exit. 

Fan. A goodly medicine for my aching bones!— 

0 world! world! world ! thus is the poor agent despised ! O 
traitors and bawds, hoiv earnestly aie you set a-work, and 
how ill lcquited! why should our endeavour he so loved, 
and the performance so loathed ? what verse for it ? what 
instance for at ?—Let me see:— 

Pull merrily the humble-bee doth sing, 

Till be hath lost his honey and his sting; 

And being once subdud in armed tail, 

Sweet honey and sweet notes together foil.— 

Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted cloths* 

As many as he lieve of pander’s ball. 

Your eyes, half out, weep out at Bandar's fall; 

Or if you cannot weep, yet give some groans, 

Though not for mo, yet for your aching bones. 

Brethren and sisters of the hold-door trade, 

Some two months hence my will shall here be made: 

It should he now, but that my fear is this,— 

Some galldd goose of Winchester -would hiss : 

Till then I'll sweat, and seek about for eases; 

And at that time bequeath you my diseases. [ Exit. 
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P. 537, C) “ Dardan , and Tymbrm, Helms, Chetas , TVoien, 

And Antmorides" &c. 

I leave these names ns they stand in tho folio (this Prologue is not in the 4to), 
—except that I have substituted 11 .Iriteuorufes” for “ Aut<inoYvulvls l ,, —and even 
that alteration is doubtful — According to Dares Plugging, enp, 4, 11 Ilia 
portas fecit [Puiunus], quanun no inina htcc sunt, Antenomke, Dtvvdaium, 
Tlirc, Sejeio, Thyjnbncn?, Tiojainc [or Antonoria, Pardnma, 11m., Sosos, Thym- 
buea, Trojaua]^ uml Theobald made the names in the present passage agree 
with that list. Rut Shakespeare, wo may be sure, did not consult Dares 
PUiygius.—Caxton, m his pio&e RccuycU o/ the hhtoryea of Troye, &e , 
nndoi tlio heading 11 How the kynge Prjam rcedifiied the cyto of troyo," writes 
thus, 11 In this Cyte were si\e piyncipall gates, of wliomc that one was named 
datdatte, the scooade tymbrm, the fhirdc helyas. the four the chetas. tho fifthe 
tiofletme. and the sixthe aidcnomfes.” ed. 147 L (which lias neither paging nor 
signatures), Lydgate, in his poem entitled The fojstonje r Segc and dystniceyon 
of Troy c, Bayfi) 

11 The fii sto of nil and strongest eke withnll 

Was by the kynge called Hardanydes; 

And'm atoryo lyke as ibis founde, 

Tymbna was named the hecondo; 

And the thirdo called UeJyas} 

The fourthc gate hyghte also Cetheas ; 

Tlio fyfte Troiana, the syxtli Anthonydesf &c. 

E. iUig.Pl, ed, 1313. 

In tho Inst of theso lines ed, 1555 roads,— 

fl -the 9yxlh Antmojydes.'* 


P, 507, ( 9 ) 41 Sperr tip the sons of Troy” 

So Theobald.—The folio has "Stirrc vp? &c. 


P, 539. (*) u when she comes /— When is she thence 
Powo'fl correction (mads partly in his first, partly in his sec. ed.).—The okl 
cda. have 11 then she comes, when she is thence," 


P. 539. ( { ) “light a storm),” Sec. 

The ohl cds liave “ light a scorne)," See. 

P. 543. (f) 41 Hector shall not have his wit” & c. 

Howe’s correction,—-The old eds. 11 —— his will,” &c. 
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P. 545 («) “Here's but one and fifty? &c, 

Tlie old eds. have, both in the present and in the next speech of Pftndnm, 

»_ t w0 and fifty? &e,,—which Theobald altered ns above, obaoivmg*, 

“iron- ehc? can the number miikn out Warn and his fifty sons ?” and this 
rectification of an oum\ which probably arose from the Ms. having had the 
numbers in figures! was adopted by all subsequent editois till Mr. Knight imtl 
Mr. Collier brought hack into the text the covYuptcd reading —It is nut to 
bo doubted tlint Shakespeare knew the exact number of sons which from tlm 
eailiest times had boon assigned to Priam,—cyou supposing Lliat the following 
passage was by another dramatist, 

“ I? dji inns, o £flve-(inil-iivenhj valiant sous, 

Half of the number that King Priam had , 

Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead 1” 

Tihts And widens, net i. sc, 2;— 

and it is utterly imprcbnblo that here ho would needles sly deviate from tin* 
Homeric tradition,—Mr. Knight, in defending “ two and fifty? remarks that 
41 The Mnrgcrohm of the i onmnco-wi dors, who makes Ins iippuurrmco in 
Act V\, is one of tho additions to the old classical family ” But Marginekm 
m not to bo considered as an addition to thu family (winch, in ail conscience, 
was large enough already). the Voumnoo-wrilcra moroly bestowed that mono 
on otid of the fifty sons whom antiquity had left minwmod. 


P 548. ( 7 ) “ Pun. I'll he with you , niece, by and hj> 

Cros. To h mfl, uncle. 

Pam ill/, a token fjam Trmhis" 

After “ 7'o b)infj } uncle? tho quarto has n, colon ; tho folio, a full point,—nud 
lightly —‘When Pan darns snyg, “ Til be with you, niece, by and by,” Ciossidii 
catches at the words “ 77/ be i nth if on? and subjoins “ to bring ?—just ns Pan- 
dams catches at “to briny" nml adds “Ay, n tuken,” Sea. Of the expression, 
to be with a person to briny, J have given several oxnmplc.s m my Kcmartts on 
Mi. Collier's and Mr. Knight's eds< of Sh(tfo$jWire f Sec* p. 140 


J?. 549. ( 6 ) “Achievement ts command, unyaind, beseech? 

Mr. Collier's Sis. Corrector substitutes “Achiev'd men still command? See. 
but if tho text lequues allocution (of which I have yofc to ho coin mood), Mi. 
Hfliness’s reading, " Achiev’d men ns command? &c () is fur profitable. 


P, 549, 0 “ behold finr works? Sic. 

Ur. Collier’s Ms. Covieetor gives, ^pmoiudy enough, <J behold our wrecks,” See. 


P 550. ( I(l ) “ Jlctorts to chiding fortune? 

The quarto has "lietires to? &c, } the folip, “llcfcyrcs to?' &c—Pope printed 
“Returns 1o? &e.; Hunmor "Hoping to? &o.,-^which is tho reading of Mr. 
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Collier's Ms, Corrector.—In my Few Notes, &c, p. 107, I queried 4 ‘Did not 
bhukospoavo write 'Retorts to chiding foi tmid On which Mr. Grant 
White vein firls a . 11 Unquestionably, m my judgment. , . . ‘ lie turns’ U 
tamo ftiwl meagre as applied to ‘the thing of courage, roused with rage; 5 
especially after the vigorous preceding lines. About four years ago it oc- 
Quned Lo mo that i starts was the only word in the language, which non Id at 
oiieo worthily fill the piano and correct with probability the typographical 
error,” &o> Shakespem e's Scholar, &c. p, 352. (Afterwards in this play, 
p, 589, we find,— 

“and they retort thut heat again 
To the first giver.") 


I 1 - 551. ( u ) u Jns mastiff jaws'' 

The folio has “ lu* Mastudtn lauics.”—This vpoecU nnt in the cpi&cto 


. P. 551 ( u ) u Amidst the other” 

Mi. Singer (i Shakespeare Vindicated, See. p. 15 * 2 ) would read "Amidst the 
other ” but, as Mr. Grant While observes, 14 It is not Sol's place m tho ether, 
but Ins supremacy ‘ amidst the other' heavenly bodies, which Ulysses wishes 
io imprm upon his hearers ” Shahspeauts Scholar, &c. p 354- 


P, 552. ( w ) “ The e;j/e?y>? isc is sich /' &c. 

Qy. (asllunmorprinted) “Then enterprise” &c.? 


P. 552 . ( M ) u The primogemiiue and due qf bhthf See. 

So the folio—Tho quarto has "The primogenitie and due” fcc.—Several 
editors hovo given “ The primogeniture and due / J &c. 


P, 554 ( l6 ) “ and hears his head 

In such a ran, in full as proud •a place 
As bi oad Achilles ,” &e. 

When Mr Singer (Shakespeare Vindicated, &c, p* 193) proposed, as the right 
reading, ft m full as proud a pnco t ” &c., he was not nwijre that the sumo alter¬ 
ation had been made by Hanmcr.—See note ( 18 > 


P. 555. ( f6 ) 

“ That breath fume blows, that praise, sole pure, transcends” 

Here Mr. Collier’s Ms Coircetor (in Ins fondness for compound epithets,— 
see vol. ii p. 78, noto(*), and vol. ni. p 2C5, note («)) nltei* ”«rfe to 
“siml-pttJP,"—which bccins to convey no manning at all. 
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r. ii 58. ( l7 ) “ tanks are his instruments/ 

So die second folio.—-Tlio first folio lint, “hubs aic in his," This is not 
in tlie quarto 

P, 508. (* 8 ) "Ulyas. Give pardon (o mij speech ,— 

Tfietejbi e ’Its meet Achilles meet not Hector. 

Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares, 

And think, pei chance, they'd sell} if not, 

The lustre qf the he tie) shall exceed, 

By showing ihc worse first, Do not consent* &c. 

In tho fourth lino something seems to bo wanting.—-The passage stands thus 
in the quarto i 

" Uliss Giue pai don to my speech ? ihcrefot c tis meetc, 

Achilles ntecte not Hector , let vs like Mar chants 
Pirst shew fonlo waits, and thin he perchance ihcilc sell ; 

If not, the lustet of the belter shall exceed, 

By shewing the worse Jit st r do not consent/ See. 

In the folio thus; 

“ Vlys. Gme pm don to my speech: 

Therefore 'tin meet, Achilles tnccl not Hector • 

Lei vs {hhe Met chants) shew our/oldest IVam, 

And thmhc perchance theft sell: If not, 

The Zoster of the bellir yet to show, 

Shall shew tho better. Vo not consent/ See. 

P. 059, ( 1D ) 

11 Nest. Jfow, Ulysses, I begin to) dish thy advice/ &t\ 

Stec\ ens rends,-— 

“ iVeyf IJJyises, 

New I begin to relish thy advice,” &c. 


P. 5GD. ( m ) “thou vmewedst leaven/ &c. 

The quarto has ,l thou vusalted leauen/ See ; the folio, "you M-lumPst leaven" 

&.C. 


P* 562 “crc your grandsires/ See. 

The old oils lmve “ e^e their gramUhcs/ Sc c 

1\ 503 (“) " when Achilles* brack/ &c. 

Penes collection—The old cds, lmvc "when Achilles brooch,” Sec, 


P. 563. ( s ) " That Vector, by the Jijih how of the sun/ &c. 

So the folio,—The quarto hos “by the first home/ &c.: but, ns Mi Collier 



[ 639 ] 


observes, it would seem by wlmt Thersitos says nftenvards (p. 594),_“ir to- 

“J* n li " r (, fy> b . y clo ™‘ o’c^ok it will go one wily or other,"— 
that hour” is right. 


**' 565 * ‘‘ tvhcse youth and freshness 

Wrmhk& Apulh\ and makes slate the mining* 

fco tho folio.^Jho qiuirto has 11 —— and makes pale the imowing." but the 
l’oading of tho folio (though Mr, Collier declares that it “cannot he right”) 
seDius proforabla, "stale” is more pioperly opposed to “freshness" than 
“pfilo” Compare,— 

u Pfthas for all her painting than, 

Ihir face would see mo but pale, 

Then Juno would hnuc blusht for slmme, 

And Venus looked stale,” 

Lyly’s Maydcs ATcfamcrpksis, 1600, sig. D 2, 
“ITpire Ins would hauo Jookfc but stale and diramo 
In her best colouis, had she there appear'd/ 1 

IVUkoPs Bpithdamia, sig. 1)2, ed. 1G2G, 

P. &C€. P) “ w) hiUcd ohlf &c. 

So the folio*——The qnai to has “ i trinchlcd elders/' &c. (Mr. Colliei adopts 
Ilitson’s leading, "wnnhled old/’ &e.) 


P, CG9 P) 11 which shot Maimed ignorance” Sea. 

Ilcue the old eds, hnvo " a/iorf-armd" and “sAort-tirni’d ”—XJic correction, 
" short-aimed " Has made in my Remarks on ilfr, Collier's and J/h Knight's 
cds. of Shakespeare, &c, p. ] £>2. Compare our mitlior’s Coriolanvs, act i. sc. 9; 

“33y the disc ore ry 
lVc shall bo shorten d m cur aim* 1 


I J , 571. P) "lie shent our messengers,” &c, 

Tho qiuuto has "He sate our iucssenyers,” &o,; iho folio, “lie sent our mes¬ 
senger*" &c.—I adopt tho emendation of Theobald* the word “ thenl” is 
several times used by our author; imd Steoveun, ad l , has aptly cited from 
the lowanco of The Soiudon of Uahgloy no f “All messenger is he doth shende 11 
moreover, if tho loading of the quarto, “lie sate our messengers,” See , be, as I 
suspect it is, ft mistake for 11 lie rates our messengers,” &u, Theobalds aitcra- 
tiun of tho folio’s ,, soiit , ‘ to * shall" is still further shongrVumtd —Idr. CeUiir 
(at the suggestion of n friend) gave ia his ed of SMespctire, “TTc “sent our 
messengers,” &c.; and so leads lus Ms, Corrector. Bub u Wo sent our me^en* 
gers ”—a simple declaration that Agamemnon. had sent messenger:, to Achilles, 
without any mention of the treatment which those messengers had iceened 
from tho latter,—by iw muauB auits wail what immediately follows in the 
fcontenco. The olijention nhmh Mr. Collier brings against Theobald's emeu- 



c two J 


lUium, vis. that “Achilles had not rebuked any inebseiiguis” (inclining, I pre¬ 
sume, that the said itbukin** is not prcuously mentioned in the play), foilns 
really no objection at nil; for neither is thovo previously the slightest hint of 
runssemgeis living boon sent by Agamemnon to Achilles; yet from the pre¬ 
sent passage (whichever reading he adopted) it is clear that they luul been 
sent, and, as we are ovpra&ly told [act i. sl\ 3) that Acini lob wsc<l to take 
pica sine m seeing Patrudus “pageant’* Agamemnon, we study may supposo 
that he would tieat Jiia messengers With any thing but tespect. 

l\ 572, (* 8 ) “Hzs pettish hmes, hit diH lasflow^ as if” 

The folio has 11 Ilfs pettish 1hil4, his” &c.; the qwnito, li Jhs course, and 
timo, his ebbs nndjloms, as if” Ac, 


T. 575. ( n ) "He's not yet iiijcugh warm” 

Moth the quarto and the folio give the^c wolds to Ajui, 


T. 075. t( Tin ice fam'd, beyond all erudition.” 

The quarto lias “ Thrice fum'd beyond all thy audition,” the folio, “ Thrice 
fa m*d bey on f beyond all cl ink dun’ * 


P. 576. ( 31 ) “ A)j t nip good sen.” 

TJie folio gives these words to Ulysses .—Tho quarto prefixes to them (and 
nghtly, as the context shows) “ JYest 11 . — yet j\Fv. ICnight nays- “lJccauso 
Kr^or was an olil mail, tul Mumits LDiTOrih make him imply to the question 
of Ajq\,” Ac 


T. 578. (f) “A nf my lord, he defines you,” &c. 

U ^ oro * ^ l0 ‘ s Pcoeh of Panrlmus should begin, and tho rest of it should 

he added /n Amt /*f JIcJojj,* b’d I hayp bdfaiivd Ate £oj>hs,” ,M\w_ Tho 

airangenient which suggested itself to Johnson had been previously made bv 
Howe. J 


T. 579. (^) « You mid not know ivhcic ha sups.” 

Moth the quarto and the folio assign those woids to u IJcl.” 


579. 


■ V ) far. Ill lay my h/b, mlh my dispose 
Steiii cih proposed giving this speech to IJd, nt ,md Mr. Singe, (SM 

'“ ,fe * &c ’ 195 ) SI V* t,mt “ u undoubtedly belongs” to imv. Tint don? 
not ihc context show most distinctly that she is not the speaker ? « U is oh- 
servnble that thiongh tho uliolu ofM.e dialogue Helen steadily perseveres in 
J.,? f nW ; lniS t0 “‘"S.-'My K-ut l’mulunih’—* Nay, but, my W'-iu 
0 not thereforu believe tUut Blmkospoine intended she should join in the 
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present inquiry Mr. M. Mnsou'a objection also to s »ch an arra*™^, * 
VDiy weighty. 1 PnncIftruSf 1 ho observes, 'm his next speech but one clo w l y 
addresses and in that speech ho calls Crossida his chsjwer."' MaloJ 


p - 581 > ( v> ) "Tuoilus' Boy,” &c 

EIcig in tlie old ed 3l he is called « Troths Man ” but this is evidently tho 
attendant whom they htive previously (see p 548) designated “ Troths' Hoy," 


P- 584. (“) 44 Canning m dumbness,” See. 

Popo's correction.—The old eds. have " Camming in,” Sec. 


P- 58C, ( 9? ) “ fet aft constant men be Troiluw” &o 

Mr. Grant‘White {Shakespeare's Scholar, Sec. p, 35G) says that June "evi¬ 
dently 'constant 1 should bo ‘ inconstant [Hanmcr's reading]”- but sto the 
notes of Tjrwlutt, Malone* and Heath, ad l. 

P. GSG. ( 3a ) 

“ WViereiijion I mill shorn you a chamber and a bed; which bed,” &u 
Thn old eds. have only “Whereupon J mil shew you. a Chamber, which M," 

&c (This has been variously amended,—' 4 -- a ked-chcm>ber, which bed" 

&e ; m\d 41 - a chamber with a bed/wfuch led” & 0 .—Qy, “_ a chum* 

bo, whose bed," &a?) 


P. 580. ( 35 ) 41 That, thi'ough (he sight I bear in things to Jove , 

I have abandon'd Troy,” &c. 

A much-controverted passage:—in which it is doubtful whether the reading 
of the old eda. bo "to love” or " to Jove" (lNsewliaie m this play the word 
“ Jom" occur & twelve times-, in the quarto always in Italic,—in the folio Hugo 
times in Jtomiui, and nino times in Italic,)—According to Steei ens, if we ivad 
“ to love,” and niter the punctuation thus,— 

41 Thai, through die sight I beta iu things, to Love 
I have abandon'd Troy/ Sic .,— 

tho moaning may he, “No longei assisting Troy with my adiice, I linve left 
it to tho dominion of love, to the consequences of (he amour of Pans and 
Helens" whioh, though ridiculous enough, is plausible when compared to Mr 
Knights,— 

14 Thai, through the sight Hear jft things to love,” &e., — 

1,e. “through my prescience in knowing what things I should lore,” kc 
Howe printed,— 

“ That, thi augh the sight I bear in things to come,” &c„— 

a violent alteration,—'‘made” ns Johnson observes, M to obtain some mean¬ 
ing "—Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector gives,— 

VOL. IV. TT 
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« Thati tinmjh the sight 1 b&i r m things above,” &c. 
fa reading which* before the Collector's oinondatinns wore discovered, lmd 
been suggested by My. Collier himself in his note ad U ami perhaps by 
others) — Johnson and Malone profcri ed,— 

« *2%1 1 , through ihc si ijht I heap m things, to Jove 
I have abandon'd Tray" &c., — 
to which the strong objections are obvious, 

l 1 587. ( i0 ) 

“ Why such implausive eyes a> c bent, why ha nd on him. 

“If the eyes were lent on him, they v»ero lum*d tm him. Tim tautology, 
therefore, together with tlia 1 ertundftney of the line, plainly show that wo 
ought to road, with Sir Tliomaa Ilnnnier [Pope]? 

‘ Why such unplausivo oyc3 are bent on 

Stjv1;vj3nr. 

P, 588. ( Jl ) “ nc/ies t and favour" &c. 

The editor of the second folio omits “and." 

I\ 589. ( 4i ) “and is mm tir'd there" See. 

The certain emendation of both the Ms. Correctors,—Mr. Collier's find Mr 
Singoi’s,—The old eds. lin,\Q 41 and is married then” &c. 

P. 500. ( n j 

“ Kor doth he of himself hnow than for aught 
fill he behold them Join'd m the applause 
HVicrc thy're axttmicfh wfto, ldie an m eh. 

The voice again ; oj\ Ufa a gale of steel 
flouting the sun, lecenw and tenders bach 
JLsfigiff* Wit! Ins hurt” 

Both the quarto and tlio folio have,— 

" TT/ierc th'are [the folio they are] cv tended who hhe an arch 
rcucrli’intc 

The voice a game,' &c.,—■ 

* , l.e, ,> s>iiy-3 Buswcll, “They nho applaud lcverberatc Tins elliptic mode of 
expressionism am nut bur’s wanner. 1 * Pul, if ivo lelam “ roiorboifito,'* wo 
must also change 11 1 verities and j endei's bach ” to “ rcccho and tender bach'* 
—I ha\o merely (with the editor of the second folio) altcied “ levei'li’raUi" to 
"revetleratesf —untlci standing “who" as equivalent to which. Compare, in 
p. 592, 

41 There is ft mystery (uttli whom relation 
Dmst never meddle),” &a.— 

The modern reading is, “which, hhe an fnch t levabcuitcsf 8cc 
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P* 591. ( ll ) “to the abject rear,' 

Hanmcr’s cornwtion.—The folio has “to the aheri, nee re,” &<,—This simile 
is 1106 in the quarto 

P.591, ( 4S ) '* wefcomo ccfir," &c 

The old cds, have “ the welcome ever” See 


P. 591. (*) “Andgive to dust y that is a UttlP giK 
Moie hud than gilt o'pj -dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object” &c. 

The old eds have “And goo to dusty* Seer. Pope mfiflo the correction.—Sjdiioy 
Walker (Shahespeaie's Versification, &c. p. 102) would print,— 

“ And give to dust, that is a httU gdt, 

ATo>e fond than gold o'er-dmted. The present eye 
Piaiscs the pi esent object ,”— 

nnd his arrangement is pci Imps tlic preferable one: but lie is do doubt wrong 
in adopting Thnlby'g conjcctuic,gold —the repetition of worrit, as immer- 
011s passages prove, was affected by Shakespeai c rtiirl lus contempol’flvies* 


V. 592, ( i7 ) “Knows almost every gram of Vlutus* gold, 

Finds bottom” 

The quaito Ims only, 

" Knows almost every thing, 

Fi tides hoi tom," &c. 

The Folio has 11 - eucii/$frame o/'Pintoes //oW," &e., ns it ogam lifls in Juhus 

Cepsai, act iv. sc 3, {i Dearer tlion Pluto's Mine,” &c ; and in both places 
w Pluto’s 11 might stand, for oven the ancients themselves frequently eon founded 
nhcvrAr, tho god of the lower world, with nAoer^, the gud of riches. Hut 
since the folio lias in Tenon oJAihm, net 1 . so. 1, " Ttas the G<*1 of Gold/ 1 
&e., and in All's well that ends well, act v. sc. 3, 

"Flatus [a mistake for Flu ins] himselfc, 

That Iuiowes the tinct anil muldply m g mud cine, &r, t 

tho variation of tho namD in the present parage nnd in that of Julia* Cawr 
nmy perhaps be attributed, not to Shakespeare, but to transcribers or printers 


P> 592. (”) . 

“Keepsplace with thought, and almost, line the gods , 

Fogs thoughts itnteil in their dumb ci (idlesfi 
Here “place" lias been altered to “paco;“ hut questionably, (The snrao nltej- 
at.<m ha, h<*« proponed in The Merry Wives of lVa&». act ... so, 1, do no 
»,o.o adhere nnd keep jvlace logo tho. thou,” &c.; ,md m a previouB p S ,age of 
tl„. play, p. 554,“ill Ml on proud a place ” &cj-ln tho second hue lope 
printed ‘'Does even om thoughts," & e-Mr. Collie* Me Corrector changes 
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“ cradles" to ,f crudities,”—which, na Mr. W, N. TiCttsom observes, “is irrecon¬ 
cilable with mivarf and dumb” —Sidney Wfdker Shakespeare's Versification, 
5fo. p 29) says, “My eiu seems to dtetato the armugomimt,— 

‘ Keeps pace with thought* 

And almost, tike the gods, does thoughts unveil 
In then dumb oodles.*” 


P. 592. (*i) "Be shock to air, 

Aclul. Shall Ajax fight with IIcolor f u 

So tho quarto.—The folio litis "lie shook to Uyrie agie ”—which Mr, Knight 
dclitornUdy tut opts; /‘tlio quarto,” ho saya, “has air, without the Sliulir- 
spormn superlative”! 


P. 594. ( i0 ) “ Agamemnon” 

After this word the folio has 11 &o. 11 ,— wlikih is not unusual in old plays 
punted from tho prompters book it seems to moan that tho actor of the 
part might, if he cliose,“ speak moic tlian wnf? sot down for bun ” 


T. 596, ( ,,v ) “ This is the mat despiteful gentle greeting. 

The noblest hateful lave” &u. 

Tho folio has 14 Thu fy the most despiteful^ gentle” &cwhich Mr. KmgliL 
adopts, observing, “This is the common construction of tho aye of Shake- 
span e; the mod bun reading is despiteful.*' JTmv, it is true enough that 
Shakespeare, like other early writers, frequently joins 44 most” with u Miprr- 
haivc: but what Mr. Knight calls tho modem reading happens to liu that of 
the qunrtoi 'and tho better one, as tho context allows. 


T. 596, (° 3 ) 

44 Both merits pois'd, each weighs ?tor less nor more; 
But he as he, each heavia for a whole” 

The quarto has, 

Both merits poyzd, each weighs nor les&c no> more, 
But he as he, the heauw foi a whore.” 

The folio, 


” Both merits poijz'd, each weighs no kssc not wore, 
But he as he, which heauict for a whore”— 


wuero nothing can he plainer than that 
ti’anscubcr or printer, for « ench” 


wmch. is u mistake, uithw 


U! HIV 


P. 59V. (* s ) “1 Yell not commend what we intend to sell** 

mC ^ lllg 53 0nly tllis: yon practise the buyei’s art, we 

»U not practise the seller B( We intend to sell Bolen dear, yefc will not com- 
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m<md hcT. ,, ‘ Jonuaoi?,—to whoso noto Malone, in further explanation, odds, 
“We'll not commend wlmt we intend to mako you pay very dear for, if you. 
Acn;e her. So Ajux says, in n former scene, * however, he shall pay for me ere 
lie hns mo.’”—Wavburton would rend “ Well not commend what we intend not 
sell}' an alteration which forms a good antithesis to the preceding, "Ihs- 
pnuso the thing that you desire to buy,” and which is favoured by a line in 
our author's 21 st Sonnet,—- 

“I will not praise, that purposn not to sett” 

P. 598,, ( 51 ) “ ah, poor capocchio {'* 

The old cds have “a poor clupochin/'—“n” being put, as it frequently is, for 
"ah" (Several editors print 11 enpocchia/ 4 —but wrongly, if tlic teim is to 
be considered ns Italian, and as meaning simpleton (though an ecL of Barolti’s 
Hal. Diet, is now befoio me, in Tvhicli “capocchio" is given ns an adjective). 
The word “ capocehift" signifies the knob of a stick, and—something else.)—In 
the next speech, “ knock'd i' the head" (tlio reading both of the qimto and the 
folio), hns been altered to “knock'd o’ the head" by editors who foigot tlmt 
formerly m was often used for on. 


P. 599. ( 3S ) “ Good, good, my hid) the secrets qfnaiute 

Have not more gift in taciturnity” 

So the folio —Tile quarto has 

“ Good, good, my loi d, the secrets of neighbor Tandar 
llauenot" &c. 

The rending of the folio (though Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector and others have 
tampered with it) is doubtless right,— 1 “ secrets” being used here as a trisylla¬ 
bic; see Shakespeare's Versification, &o. p. 10, by Sydney Walker, who cites 
the following among other passages,— 

11 Whether thou wilt bo secret in this.” 

Marlowe’s Edward II ,— Wot Its, ti. 285, ed, Pyce. 

" Tush, that’s a secret, wq cast all wntord,” 

Middleton’s Fair Quarrel, TPcjrAs, iii. 4Q9, ciL Dyce. 

“But you must swear to beep it secret** 

Jonson's Sejan ms,-— TTorAs, jib 134> cd. Gifford, 


P. 601. ( fiS ) “Ah, sweet ducks}" 

So the quarto (“a [i.o. nlij swede rfrfs”),—The folio 1ms "a sweet ducke," 
and Mr. Knight and Mr. Collier r»ln r t that reading. But the plural is right! 
Pandoras, seeing the lovers embrace (which, from his next speech, it is 
evident they do), calls thorn “sweet ducks,"—ns, presently, lie calls them 
" laniba.” 

P. 601, (f 7 ) “Because thou canst not ease thy smart 
By friendship nor h rr speaking. 1 ' 
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This; it must ho confessed, reads oddly,—-Mr, GoHioi’n Ms. Corrector bub- 
stitatos {i Sy silence nor hy speaking." 


p, go3. m 

“ The Grecian youths me full of quality ; 

They're loving , well compos'd , with gifts of native flowing, 

And swelling o'er with arte and exercise'' 

The 4to has onlyj 

** The Grecian youths are full of quality, 

And swelling otB with arte antl e,veicisc " 

The folio, 

u The Grecian youths arc full of qnnlUic, 

Their foiling well compos'd, \vith guift of naiiu e, 

JJnwing and swelling oie with Arte and exercise "— 

I give the tvs it is usually given.—Mi. Qvcuit Whito (Shahtis}wuv\ 

Scholar, &e. p. H57) suggests tliafc it ought to stand thus; 

u The Grecian youths me full of quality; 

Thcy'ie loving, well compos'd with gifts of ndtut e, 

Flowing and swelling o'er with arts and e vcrcisc "— 

Mi. Knight and Mr. Collier printp 

“Their loving well compos'd ivith gift of nature^ 

Flowing and swelling o'er with arts and exercise,” 

1 e., says Mr. Knight, 14 this love [— iviiat lovo ?] is well composed with the 
gift of nature, which gift (natural quality) id flowing,” &o.—That tlm 4 * Thou” 
of the folio must here bo nuclei stood as u They'ref 1ms novor been doubted 
by any of tVio modern editors except Mr. Knight and Mr. Collier, (Tlio 
quarto of tins play has (see p .180) “ Their come fioin the held lcl vs to 
LMtimes Hall,” &<\) 


6D4, t c% ) ^ To shame the zea'if «Scc, 

The old eds. have u To shame flic scale,” &c,,—which is defended by Heath 
(who altogether misunderstands the passage); and is retained by Mr, Collier 
and Mr. Knight,—by tlie formei, without any remark,—by the latter with u 
note which, to mo at least, is uuintolligiblo. 


P. 605. («) “Dei ” 

Here the folio lias tho prefix “Dio/’*—This is not m the quarto. 


P. 605. («) 

“ Here art thou m appointment f esh and fair y 
Anticipating time with slailwj couuuje* 

Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy," 8ui„ 
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In tlio oUl ods. the passage stands thus) 

" JIci c at i thou in appointment fresh and fane, 

Anticipating time, With starting courage, 

Guie with thy Trumpet a hud note to Tt oy,” &c. t — 

and so it stands in tlio eds, of Mr. Knight and Air. Collier,—the former ob¬ 
serving on it, “Perhaps, nil things consulted, there never was a book so cor- 
I'ectly printed ns the first folio of Shuhspcic. If it had been reprinted, with a 
literal attention to the punctuation even, up to the picsont hour, wo slvmld 
have a bcttei copy than England possesses m a bundled shapes, Wn have 
ak ikstanui: ncFoiiE us." Several other instances exactly parallel of Ihe 
con eel punctuation of the fust foho might he easily adduced I shall only cite 
two; 

"Jht. ReuolEcd Mortimer? 

Ho lieuer did fall off, my Soucraignc Incge, 

Hut by the clianco of Wane: to prouo that true, 

Needs no more hd owe tongue. For all those Wounds, 

Those mouthed Wounds, which valiantly lie tooke,” &,i\ 

First Fart of Henry IV. act i. sc. 3. 

Ik Grif. This Canknnll, 

Though from an humble Stocke, viidoubtcdly 
Was fashion'd to much Ilono) From hts Cradle 
He \ub a Schollur, and a ripe, and good ullo. , ’ 

Henry VIII act i\. sc. 2. 


1\ GG7. ( C1 ) "Ores. You may. 

TJlyss, I do desire it. 

Ores. Why, heg, then." 

“Por the snlco of i by mo," says Johnson, "we should read, ‘Why, beg two."* 
—Ailiymo was surely intended: qy.,— 

41 Ulyss , I do dcsiro’t. 

Cres. Why, leg, then, do.”? 


P, C07. ( C3 ) “ That give a coasting welcome* See, 

Mason would read « That give accosting mhome ” See .; mid Mr, Collier’s Ah. 
Corrector substitutes “ That give occasion welcome,” Ike .—Pot mo observe, tlnit 
this passage, with tho reading u a coasting welcome,” is cited by the acutcstoF 
modern critics, (Mold, in n note on his translation of the VI, Sat of Juvenal, 


P. (507. ( flJ ) “ Achil.” 

The old oils, have " Aga.” 

p, G09, ( 65 ) 11 No) dignifies an impure thought with hrcalh ” 

The quarto has 14 -mi impave thought," See .; the folio “ * an impaire 

thought,” See ,—On the strange mistake of SteevenB, who, in support, of the 
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reading of the old copies here* quotes from Chapman an example of the >vor<l 
“ impaLC' 1 ' as an adjective, when, in fact, that writer uses it as ti substantive, 
—see my Remarks on Mr. Collier's and Mr* Knight's cds, of Shakespeare^ &o. 
p. 150. (Compare,— 

“ Nor slifter impure thoughts to stahto his miiule >J 

Lord Stirling’s Tmjcdic of Darius, sig. G, utl. 100-i.) 


l\ 620. ( C9 ) u Nay, do not snatch it from mef 
In tho old octe- Lhis is given, by mistalio, to 11 Jlio.” 


P. 622. ( B7 ) "As Ariachne'sf &c. 

See notes ad f. in the Vtuior* Shcthespcare. 


P, 022, ( 6ft ) il May worthy Twihs ha half attach'd,” &e. 

Sydney Walker ivould read l< -— he but half attach'd,” &o,. see Shufta- 
speare's Versification^ ice. p, 1G5, 

P. 622, ( 69 ) (t as mtch as J do Cressid hie," ice. 

The quarto has* “as mich I do Cressid love” &e r «, the folio, li us much b due 
Crussida louef &c ; the second folio, “ as much as I doc CresBidii lovof &o, 

P. 623 (™) 

u My ih earns will, sure, prove ominous to die day” 

IIowq (in his <5ec. ed.) punted - ominous to-day”— Ifur a dcfonco of tho 

old vending, soc Mnlone's note; hut qy.? 


P. 624. ( 71 ) "And. O , he persuaded J do not count it holy 
To hurt by hang just t it is as lawful, 

For we would give much, to use violent thefts, 

Ami rob in the behalf of chanty,” &«. 

Tlus Inst throe lines are not in tlici quarto, " tiio oonipositor’s eye,” ns Mnlouo 
observes, " having probably passed over thcinj in consequents of winch, the 
n«M speech of Cnssnudrn is in Mint copy givon to Andromache, nnd joined 
with the first lino of this.”—Tho folio hns,— 


In 

ill 


“And. 0 heperswaded, doe not count it holy, 

To h ir t by being wsf; if ia as fouj/jrff; 

For we would count give much to as violent, thefts, 
And rah m the behalfe of chat die." 


the third lino I mlopt tho emendation ofTyrwMtt, who no doubt is right 
.ajmg tie the woi cl "count crept in from the preceding Imc but one. 
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The, move vacant attempts to mend tho passage uxo not worth considering,— 
Mi*. Knight amt Hr. Collier, who givo each a new alteration, object to the 
expression introduced by Tyvwlutt, "use thefts** calling it “clearly not 
Shftkospemu” and “ awkward” It certainly does not occur elsewhere in 
Shakespeare, but Middleton (no mean muster of language) has,_ 

“ Is it enough to use adulterous titcfts,” &o. 

Women heicme Women,—Works, iv. G21, ed. Dyce. 


P. G24, (J*) ■* When many times the captive Grecian falls, 

You lid them rise, and live" 

So both tho quarto and the folio (so, too, tho later folios) —Tlio modem 

alteration is “- the captive Giednns full," &c- (Mr Hobson compares; 

“And Qod said, Let us make man in our image, after our likeness, and Jet 
them lmvo dominion over tlio Jlsh,” &c. Gen. i. 2G.) 

P. 627* ( 7a ) "the Giccians begin," &c. 

The old eds, havo H ihe Grecians began/’ &c. 

P. 632. ( 7l ) 

“ My half supp'd sword, that frankly ivonld have fed, 

Pleas'd with this dainty bait , thus joes to LcdP 

So tho quarto (" bait" meaning, of comso, refreshment).—The folio has “- 

this dainty bod/* &e.; for which nonsense the editor of tho second folio (who 

most probably nover looked into the quaito) substituted *■-- this dainty 

bitfc," &c.: fcho two lator folios have 41 — this dainty hit,” &c.; and so tho 
modern editors. 

P. G33. ( ,fi ) " and mile at Troy l " &c, 

Iloro Uanmer (with a change of punctuation) altered '‘smile" to “smite/’— 
quite erroneously, I think. 




OORIOLANUS. 



DHAMAIPIS PEHS 0 M 3 . 


Caius Mauoius Coiuolanus, a noble Homan. 
Iitus !Lahtius, lg 0nei , a ] s against tlio Volsemns 

OOMIKIUiJ, J 

Mdnknius Acuiippa, fricml to Coi'iolanue. 
Sicinius Yuluios, 


j-tribunes of fcbc people, 


Juki us Bhutus, 

Young MahoiuSi son to Coriolnmts. 

A Itoman Herald. 

Tirixus Aufidiits, general of Lho Yolbcsituis. 
laen tenant to AufidinS. 

GonBpinvtoi ’3 with. Anfiduis. 

A Citizen of Antium. 

Two Volscian Gimida, 


YolumniA, mother to Coriolanus. 
VinoiLiA, wife to Coriolumu. 

fvML&d to Yivgduu 

Gentlewoman attending on Yirgilia. 


It Oman and Volacian Scnfitors t Patricians, JEdilcs, Lictovs, Soldiers^ Citrons, 
Ivlessengera, Servants to Aufiflius, and other Attendants. 

Scene—P arffy in JiojjiCj and partly m the territories of the Volsciatis 
and Antiafes, 



COBIOL ANUS. 


ACT I. 

Scene L Roma, A street. 

flnter a company of mutinous Citizens, with staves, dubs, and other 

lueajwus* 

First Gib . Before we proceed any further, hear me speak. 

Citizens . Speak, speak. 

First Cit You are all resolved rather to die than to fa¬ 
mish ? 

Citizens . Resolved, resolved. 

First Cit . First, you know Cains Maxcius is chief enemy 
to the people. 

Citizens* We know't, we know’fc. 

First Cit . Let us kill him, and we’ll have com at out own 
price. Is’t a verdict? 

Citizens, No more talking on’t; let it be done: away, 
away! 

Sec. Cit, One word, good citizens, 

First Cit We are accounted poor citizens; the patricians, 
good. What authority surfeits on would relieve us: if they 
would yield us "but the superfluity, while it were wholesome, 
wo might guess they relieved us humanely; but they think 
we are too dear: the leanness that afflicts us, the object of 
our misery, is as ail inventory to particularize their abundance; 
our sufferance is a gain to them.—Let us revenge this with 
our pikes, ere we become rakes: for the gods know I apeak 
thi 3 in hunger for bread, not in thirst for revenge. 

Sec . Cit Would you proceed especially against Caius 
Marcius ? s 
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Citizens.Q) Against him first: lie’s a very dog to the com¬ 
monalty. 

Sec . Cit. Consider you what services lie lias done for Ins 
country ? 

First Cit , Very well ; and could l>o content to give liim 
good report for’t, but that he pays himself with being proud. 

Sec. Cit .( 2 ) Nay, but speak not maliciously. 

First Cit. I say unto you, wliat lie hath clone famously, 
he did it to that end: though soft-conscienced men can he 
content to say it was for his country, he did it to please his 
mother, and to he partly proud; which he is, even to the alti¬ 
tude of his virtue. 

Sec. CH . What lie cannot help in his nature, you account 
a vice in him. You must in no way say he is covetous. 

First. Cit. If I must not, I need not be barren of accusa¬ 
tions; he hath faults, with surplus, to tiro iu repetition. 
[Shouts within,*] What shouts are these ? The other side o’ 
the city is risen: why stay we prating here? to the Capitol! 

Citizens. Come, come. 

Fhst Cit. Soft! who comes here? 

Sec. Cit . Worthy Meneniua Agrippa; one that hath al¬ 
ways loved the people. 

First Cit. He’s one honest enough: would all the rest 
were so! 

Filter Menenius AaiurrA. 

Men. What work’s, my countrymen, in hand ? where go you 
With bats and clubs ? the matter? speak, J pray you. 

First Cit. Our business ( 3 ) is not unknown to the senate; 
they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend to do, 
which now we’ll show ’em in deeds. They say poor suitors 
have strong breaths: they shall know we have strong arms 
too. 

Men. Why, masters, my good friends, mine honest neigh¬ 
bours, 

Will you undo yourselves ? 

First Cit. We cannot, sir, we are undone already. 

Men. I tell you, friends, most charitable care 
Have the patricians of you. For your wants, 

Your suffering in this dearth, you may as well 
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Strike at the heaven with youv staves as lift them 
Against the Homan state; whose course will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs 
Of more strong link asunder than can ever 
Appear in your impediment: for the dearth, 

The gods, not the patricians, make it; and 
Your knees to them, not arms, must help, Alack, 

You are transported by calamity 

Thither where more attends you; and you slander 

The helms o’ the state, who eaie for you like fathers, 

When you curse them as enemies, 

First Cit. Care for us \ True, indeed 1 They ne'er cared 
for us yet:—suffer us to famish, and their store-houses cram¬ 
med with grain; make edicts for usury, to support usurers; 
repeal daily any wholesome act established against the rich; 
and provide more piercing statutes daily, to chain up and 
restrain the poor. If the wais cat us not up, they will; and 
there's all the love they hear us. 

Men. Either you must 
Confess yourselves wondrous malicious, 

Or be accus’d of folly. I shall tell you 
A pretty tale: it may be you have heard it; 

But, since it serves my purpose, I will venture 
To stale’t( 4 ) a little more. 

First Cit . Well, I'll hear it, sir: yot you must not think 
to fob-off our disgrace with a tale: hut, an’t please you, de¬ 
liver. 

Men. There was a time when all the body’s members 
Retail'd against the belly; thus accus’d it:— 

That only like a gulf it did remain 

I* the midst o’ the body, idle ancl unactive. 

Still cuphoarding the viand, never bearing 

Like labour with the rest; where the other instruments 

Did see and hear, devise, instruct, walk, feel, 

And, mutually participate, did minister 
Unto the appetite and affection common 
Of tlie whole body. The belly answer'd,— 

First Cit . Well, sir, what answer made the belly? 

Men . Sir, I shall toll you—With a kind of smile, 
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Which ne’er came from the lungs, but even thus 
(For, look you, I may make the belly smile 
As well as speak,) it tauntingly( 6 ) replied 
To the discontented members, the mutinous parts 
That envied his receipt; even so most fitly 
As you malign our senators for that 
They are not such as you. 

First Cit. - Your belly’s answer ? What! 

The kingly-crowned head,( a ) the vigilant eye, 

The counsellor heart, the arm our soldier, 

Our steed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter, 

With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabric, if that they,— 

Men. What then ?— 

’Fore me, this fellow speaks !—what then ? what then ? 

First Cit . Should by the cormorant belly he restrain’d, 
Wlio is the sink o’ the body,— 

Men. Well, wliat then ? 

First Cit. The former agents, if they did complain, 

What could the belly answer ? 

Men. I will tell you; 

If you’ll bestow a small (of what you have little) 

Patience awhile, you’st hear the belly’s answer. 

First Cit . You’re long about it. 

Men . Note me tin's, good friend ; 

Your most grave belly was deliberate, 

Not rash like his accusers, ami thus answer’d: 

<f True is it, my incorporate filends,” quoth he, 

“ That I receive the general food at first, 

Which you do live upon ; and fit it is, 

Because I am the store-house and the shop 
Of the whole body: but, if you do remember, 

I send it through the rivers of your blood, 

Even, to the court, the heart,—to the seat o 1 the brain ; 

And, through the cranks and offices of man. 

The strongest nerves and small inferior veins 
Fiom me receive that natural competency 
Whereby they live: and though that all at once, 

You, my good friends, M —tliis says the belly, mark mo,- 
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First Cit, Ay, air $ well, well* 

Men, t( Though all at once cannot 

See what I do deliver out to each, 

Yet I can make my audit up, that all 
From me do hack receive the flour of all, 

And leave me hut the bran.”—What say you to’t? 

First Cit . It was an answer: how apply you this ? 

Men. The senators of Romo are this good belly, 

And you the mutinous members : for, examine 
Their counsels and their cares \ digest( 7 ) things rightly 
Touching the weal o 1 the common; you shall find, 

No public benefit which you receive 
But it proceeds or comes from them to you, 

And no way from yourselves.—What do you think,—* 

Yon, the great Loe of this assembly ? 

Ffost Cit . X the great toe', why the great toe? 

Men . For that, being one o 1 die lowest, basest, poorest, 
Of this most wise rebellion, thou go l st foremost: 

Thou rascal, that art worst in blood to run, 

Lead’st first to win some vantage.— 

But make you ready your stiff bats and clubs: 

Itome and her rats are at the point of battle ; 

The one side must have bale. 

JSnter Caius Mahoius. 

Hail, noble Marcius! 

Mar . Thanks.— Wliat’s the matter, you dissentious 
rogues, 

That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 

Make yourselves scabs ? 

First Cit . We have ever your good word. 

Mar . ITe that will give good words to ye( 8 ) will flatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, you curs, 

That like nor peace, nor war? the one affrights you, 

The other makes you proud. He that trusts to you, 
Where lie should find you lions, finds you hares ; 

Where foxes, geese : you are no surer, no, 

Than is the coal of lire upon the ice, 

Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is, 

VOL. iv. u u 
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To make Mm worthy whose offence subdues him, 

Ancl curse that justice did it. Who deservos greatness 
Deserves your hate; and your affections arc? 

A sick man’s appetite, who desires most that 
Which would increase liis evil. Ho that depends 
Upon your favours swims with jins of lead, 

And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye! Trust ye ! 
With every minute you do change a mind; 

And call him noble that was now your hate, 

Him vile that was your garland. What’s the matter, 

That in these several places of the city 
You cry against the noble senate, who, 

Under the gods, keep you in awe, which else 
Would feed on one another ?—What’s their seeking ? 

Men, For corn at their own rates; whereof, they say. 
The city is well stor’d. 

Mar, Hang ’em! They say ! 

They'll sit by the lire, and presume to know 
What's done V the Capitol ; who’s like to rise, 

Who thrives, and who declines; side factious, and give out 
Conjectural marriages; making parties strong. 

And feebling’ such as stand not in their liking* 

Below their cobbled shoes. They say there’s grain enough ! 
Would the nobility lay aside their ruth, 

And let me use my sword, I T d make a quarry 
With thousands of these quarter’d slaves, as high 
As t could pick my lawrc. 

Men . Nay, these are almost( 9 ) thoroughly persuaded ; 
For though abundantly they lack discretion. 

Yet arc they passing cowardly. But, I beseech you, 

What says the other troop ? 

Mar, They are dissolv’d : hang 'em ! 

They said they were un-hungry; sighkl forth proverbs,— 
That hunger broke stone walls, that dogs must eat, 

That meat was made for mouths, that the gods seut not 
Corn ior the rich men only:—ivith these shreds 
They vented their complainings; which being answer’d, 

And a petition granted them, a strange one 
(To break the heart of generosity, 
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And make bold power look pale), they threw their caps 
As they would hang them on the horns o’ the moon, 
Shouting( lft ) their emulation. 

Men. Wlmt is granted them ? 

Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wisdoms. 

Of their own choice : one’s Junius Brutus, 

Sicinius Yelntus, and I know not—’Sdeath \ 

The rahhlc should have first unroof’d( u ) the city, 

Ere so prevail’d with me: iL will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes 
For insurrection’s arguing. 

Men. This is strange, 

Mar . Go, get you home, you fragments ! 

Enter a Messenger, hastily. 

Mess . Where’s Caius Marcius ? 

Mar. Here : what's the matter ? 

Mess. The news is, sir, the Volsces are in arms. 

Mar. I am glad on’t: then we shall ha’ means to vent 
Our musty superfluity,—Sec, our best elders, 

Enter OoiriNiua, Titus Lahtius, and other Senators; Junius 
Biiutus and Sicjinius Velutus. 

First Sen . Marcius, ’tis true that you have lately told us,— 
The Yolsces are in arms. 

Mar . They have it leader, 

Tillius Aufidius, that will put you to’t. 

I sin in envying his nobility; 

And were I any thing but what I am, 

I would wish me only he. 

Com, You have fought together, 

J lav. Were half to half the world by the ears, and lie 
Upon my party, Pd revolt, to make 
Only my wars with him : he is a lion 
That I am proud to Iran t. 

First Sen . Then, worthy Marcius, 

Attend upon Cominius to these wars. 

Com. It is your former promise. 

Mar. Sir, it is; 

And I am constant,—Titus Lavtius, thou 
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Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus* face. 

What, art thou stIJT? stancVst out? 

Tit. No, Cains Marcius ; 

I # U Jean upon one crutcli, and fight with t'other, 

Ere stay behind this business. 

Men. 0, true-bred! 

First Sen, Your company to the Capitol; whore, [ know, 
Our greatest friends attend us. 

Tit . Lead you on :■— 

Follow, Cominius; we must follow you; 

Right worthy you priority. 

Com. Noble Marcms 1( 12 ) 

First Sen, Hence to your homes; he gone ! 

[To ihe Citizens. 

Mar, Nay, let them follow : 

The Volsces have much corn ; take these rats thither 
To gnaw their garneis.—Worshipful mutineers,( 13 ) 

Your valour puts well forth ; pray, follow. 

[2£$euni } Senators, Cominius , Marcius, Titus, and 
Menem us. Citizens steal away* 

Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this Marcius? 

Bru, lie has no equal. 

Sic, When we weie chosen tribunes for the people,— 
Bru, Mark’d you his lip and eyes ? 

Sic. Nay, but his taunts. 

Bru. Being mov'd, he will not spare to gird the gods. 

Sic, Bo-mock the modest moon. 

Bm, The present wars devour him : lie is grown 
Too pioud to be so valiant. 

Sic, Such a nature, 

Tickled with good success, disdains the shadow 
Which lie treads on at noon: but I do wonder 
His insolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. 

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims,— 

Ju whom already lies well grac’d,—can not 
Belter he held, nor more attain'd, than by 
A place helow the first: for what miscanies 
Shall be the general’s fault, though he perforin 
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To the utmost of a man; and giddy censure 
Will then cry out of Martins, ftf O, if he 
Iiad borne the business !” 

Sic, Besides, if things go well, 

Opinion, that so sticks on Marcius, shall 
Of his demerits rob Cominius. 

Bru. Come: 

Half all Cominius* honours are to Marcius, 

Though Marcius earn’d them not; and all his faults 
To Marcius shall he honours, though, indeed, 

In aught he merit not. 

Sic. Let’s hence, and hear 

How the dispatch is made ; and in what fashion, 

More than his singularity, he goes 
Upon this present action. 

Bru . Let’s along. [Exeunt, 


Scene II, CorioVi . The Senate-house. 

Enter Tuleus Aufidius and certain Senators?. 

First Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufidius, 

That they of Rome are enter’d in our counsels, 

And know how we proceed. 

Auf\ Is it not yours ? 

What ever have been thought on in this state, 

That could be brought to bodily act ere Home 

Had circumvention ? 'Tis not four days gone 

Since I heard thence ; these are the words : I think 

I have the letter here ; yes, here it is : [Beads. 

t( They hayc press’d a power, but it is not known 

mother for cast or west: tho dearth ia great; 

The people mutinous : mid it is rumour’d, 

Comimus, Marcius your old enemy 
(Who is of Romo worse lmted than of you), 

And Titus Lartius, a most valiant Roman, 

These three lead ou tins preparation 
Whither ’tis bout: most likely Tis for you: 

Consider of it.” 
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First Sen . Our army’s in the field : 

We never yet made doubt tut Rome was ready 
To answer us. 

yluf. Nor did you think it felly 
To keep your great pretences veil 5 cl till when 
They needs must show themselves ; which in the hatching, 

It seem’d, appear’d to Rome. By the discovery, 

We shall be shorten’d in our aim; which was, 

To take in many towns, ere, almost, Rome 
Should know we were afoot 

Sec . Sen . Noble Aufidius, 

Take your commission ; hie you to your hands: 

Let us alone to guard Corioli: ( ll ) 

If they set down before % for the remove 
Bring up your army; but, I think, you'll find 
They’ve not prepar’d for us. 

Auf. 0, doubt not that; 

I speak from certainties. Nay, more, 

Some parcels of their power are forth already, 

And only hitherward. I leave your honours. 

If we and Caius Mhrcius chance to meet, 

’Tis sworn between us, we shall ever strike 
Till one can do no more. 

AIL The gods assist yon ! 

Auf. Aiul keep your honours safe ! 

First Sen , Farewell. 

Sec. Sen. Farewell* 

AIL Farewell. [E&punt. 


Scene III. Home . A room in Mencius’ house. 

Enter Voluotia mid Virgxua : they sit doion on two low stools, 
and sew 

VoL I pray you, daughter, sing; or express yourself in a 
more comfortable sort: if my son were my husband, I should 
freelier rejoice in that absence wherein he won honour than 
in the embrace merits of his bed where he would show most 
love* When yet lie was hut tender-bodied, and the only son 
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of my womb ; when youth with comeliness plucked all gaze 
his way; when, for a day of kings’ entreaties, a mother 
should not sell him an hour from her beholding; I,—con-* 
sidering how honour would become such a person; that it 
was no better than picture-like to hang by the wall, if renown 
made it not stir,—was pleased to let him seek clanger where 
lie was like to find fame. To a cruel war I sent him; from 
whence ho returned, his brows bound with oak. I tell thee, 
daughter,—I sprang not more in joy at first hearing lie was a 
man-child than now in first seeing he had proved himself a 
man. 

Vir. But had he died in the business, madam,—how then? 

VoL Then his good report should have been my son; I 
therein would have found issue, Hear me profess sincerely,— 
had I a dozen sons, each in my love alike, and none less dear 
than thine and my good Marcius, I had rather had eleven die 
nobly for their country than one voluptuously surfeit out of 
action. 


Enter a Gentlewoman. 

Gent, Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to visit you. 

Vir, Beseech you, give me leave to retire myself, 

VoL Indeed, you shall not. 

Me thinks I hear hither your husband’s drum ; 

See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair; 

As children from a bear, the Yolsces shunning him: 

Me thinks I see him stamp thus, and call thus,-— 

<f Come on, you cowards l you wore gat in fear, 

Though you were born in Romehis bloody brow 
With his mail’d hand then wiping, forth he goes ; 

Like to a harvest-man, that’s task’d to mow 
Or all, or lose his hire. 

Vir. His bloody brow! 0 Jupiter, no blood ! 

VoL Away, you fool! it more becomes a man 
Than gilt his trophy : the breasts of Hecuba, 

When she did suckle Hector, look’d not lovelier 
Than Hector’s forehead when it spit forth blood 
At Grecian swords contending.^)—Tell Valeria, 

We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent , 
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Vir, Heavens bless my lord from fell Aufidius I 

VoL Pie'll beat Aufidius’ head below his knee. 

And tread upon his neck. 

Ra-cnter Gentlewoman, with Valeria and he*' Usher. 

VaL My ladies both, good clay to you. 

VoL Sweet madam. 

Vir. I am glad to see your ladyship. 

Yah How do you both? you are manifest house-keepers. 
What are you sewing here? A fine spot,( lc ) in good faith. 
—How does your little son ? 

Vh\ I thank yovr ladyship; well, good madam, 

VoL Pie had rather see the swords, and hear a drum, 
than look upon lits schoolmaster. 

VaL O’ my word, the father’s son: I’ll sweat, ’tis a very 
pretty boy. <T my troth, I looked upon him o’ Wednesday 
half an hour together: has(^) such a confirmed countenance. 
I saw him run after a gilded butterfly; and when he caught 
it, lie let it go again; and after it again ; and oyer and over 
he comes, and up again; catchcd it again: or whether bis 
fall enraged him, or how ’twas, lie did so set his teeth, and 
tear it; 0, I warrant, how he mammocked it! 

VoL One on S s father’s moods. 

VaL Indeed, la, ’tis a noble child. 

Vir. A crack, madam. 

Val, Come, lay aside your stitehery ; I must have you 
play the idle huswife with me this afternoon. 

Vir. No, good madam; I will not out of doors. 

VaL Not out of doors [ 

VoL She shall, she shall. 

Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience ; I’ll not over the 
threshold till my lord return from the wars. 

VaL Fie, you confine yourself most unreasonably* come, 
you must go visit the good lady that lies in. 

Vir. I will wish her speedy strength, and visit lier with 
my prayers; but I cannot go thither. 

VoL Why, I pray you ? 

Vir . 'Tis not to s>ave labour, nor that I want love. 

Val. You would he another Penelope t yot, they say # all 
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the yam she spun in Ulysses’ absence did but fill Ithaca full 
of moths. Come ; I would your cambric were sensible as 
your finger, that you might leave pricking it for pity. Come, 
you shall go with us. 

Vu\ No, good madam, pardon me; indeed, I will not 
forth. 

Val. In truth, la, go with me; and Til tell you excel¬ 
lent news of your husband. 

Fir, 0, good madam, there can be none yet, 

FaL Verily, I do not jest with you; there came news 
from him last night. 

Fir . Indeed, madam ? 

FaL In earnest, it’s true; I heard a senator speak it. 
Thus it is;—The Volsces have an army forth ; against whom 
Cominius the general is gone, with one part of our Roman 
power: yourlordand Titus Lartius are set down before their 
city Corioli; they nothing doubt prevailing, and to make it 
brief wars. This is true, on mine honour; and so, I pray, go 
with us. 

Fir, Give me excuse, good madam; I will obey you in 
cycry thing hereafter. 

Vol. Let her alone, lady; as she is now, she will but dis¬ 
ease our better mirth* 

Val, In troth, I think she would.—Fare you well, then.— 
Come, good sweet lady.—Prithee, Virgilia, turn thy solem- 
ness out o’ door, and go along with us. 

Fir . No, at a word, madam; indeed, I must not. I wish 
you much mirth. 

Val, Well, then, farewell. [Exeunt. 


Scene IV. Before Corioli. 

Enter, with drum cmd colours, Makoius, Titus Lartius, Officers, 
and Soldiers. 

Mar . Yonder comes newsa wager they have met. 
Bart, My horse to yours, no. 

Mar. ’Tis done. 

Lart, 


Agreed. 
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Enter a Messenger. 

Mar, Say, 1ms our general met the enemy? 

Mess. They lie in view; hut have not spoke as ycL 
Lavt. So, the good horse is mine. 

Mar. I'll buy him of you. 

Lari. No, I’ll nor sell nor give him: lend you him I 
will 

For half a him died years.—Summon the town. 

Mur. How far oiF lie these armies ? 

3less. Within this mile and half. 

Mar. Then shall we hear their ’larum, and they ours.— 
Now* Mars, I prithee, make us quick in work, 

That we with smoking swords may march from lioncc, 

To help ouv fielded friends !—Come, blow thy blast. 

They sound a parky. Enter , on the walk, some Senators and 
others. 

Tullus Aufidius, is he within your walls? 

First Sen. No, nor a man that fears you less than he. 
That’s lesser than a little. Hark, our drums 

[Drums afar off. 

Are bringing forth our youth \ we’ll break our walls, 

Rather than they shall pound us up: our gates, 

Which yet seem shut, wo have but pinn’d with rushes; 
They'll open of themselves. Haile you, fur off! 

[/t larum afar off. 

There is. Aufidms ■, list, wWt work l\e makes 
Amongst your cloven army. 

Mar. 0 } they are at it! 

Lavt. Their noise be our instruction.—Ladders, ho ! 

Thu Volsccs enter and pass over . 

Mar. They fear us not, but issue forth their city. 

Now put your shields before your hearts, and light 

With hearts more proof than shields.—Advance, brave Titus: 

They do disdain us much beyond our thoughts. 

Which makes me sweat with wratln—Gome ou, my fellows: 
He tlmt retires, Ill take him for a Volsce, 

And be shall feel mine edge. 
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Alarum; and exewnt Homans and Volsoes , fighting. The Romans 
are beaten back to their treyiches. Me-enter Mencius. 

Mar, All the contagion of tlie soutli light on you, 

You shames of Rome ! you herd of( 18 )—Boils and plagues 
Plaster you o’er ; that you may be abhorr’d 
Further than seen, and one infect another 
Against the wind a mile! You souls of geese, 

That bear the shapes of men, how have you run 
From slaves that apes would beat! Pluto and hell! 

All hurt behind; backs red, and faces pale 

With flight and agu’d fear! Mend, and charge home, 

Or, by the fires of heaven, 111 leave the foe, 

And mate my wars on you: look to’t: come on ; 

If you’ll stand fast, we’ll beat them to their wives, 

As they its to our trenches followed.( 1D ) 

Another alarum* The Volsces and Romans re-enter, and the fight is 
renewed* The Volsccs retire into Oorioli, and Mahcius follows 
them to the gales. 

So, now the gates arcs ope:—now prove good seconds: 

'Tis for die followers fortune widens them, 

Not for the fliers: mark me, and do the like. 

[Mnrcius enters the gates. 
First Sol t Fool-hardiness; not I. 

See . Sol . Nor I. 

[Marcins is shut in* 

Ftrst Sol. See, they have shut him in. 

yllli To the pot, I warrant him. 

[/Hamm continues* 

Fc-cnter Titus Lahti:us, 

Zart, What is become of Marcius ? 

AIL Slain, sir, doubtless. 

First Sol . Following the fliers at the very heels, 

"With them he outers ; who, upon the sudden, 

Clapp’d-to their gates: lie is himself alone, 

To answer all the city. 

Lart. O noble fellow I 

Who, sensible, (~°) outdares his senseless sword, 
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And, when it bows, stands up ! Thou art left, Marcius : 

A carbuncle entire, as big* as thou art, 

Were not so rich a jewel Thou wust a soldier 
Even to Cato’s^ 1 ) wisli, not fierce ami terrible 
Only in strokes; but, with thy grim looks and 
The thunder-like percussion of thy sounds, 

Thou mad’st thine enemies shake, as if the world 
Were feverous and did tremble, 

Re-enter Maroius, Ueediuf/, assaulted by the intcmy. 

Fhst Sol . Look, sir. 

Lart. 0 , 'tis Marcius! 

Let’s fetch him off, or make remain alike. 

[They jiyltty and all enter the city. 


Scene V. TVithin CoriolL A street, 

Fater certain Homans, with spoils 
First Rom . This will I carry to Rome. 

Sec. Item, And I this. 

Third Rom. A murrain on 1 1! I took this for silver. 

[/Hamm continues still afar oJf\ 

Enter Maroius and Turns L Aim us with a trumpet. 

Mar . See here these movers that do prize their hours 
At a crack’d drachm ! Cushions, leaden spoons, 

Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with those that wore them, these base slaves. 

Ere yet the fight he done, pack up :—down with them!— 
And hark, wlmt noise the general makes!—To him! 

There is the man of my souTs hate, Aufidius, 

Piercing our Romans : then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good tlio city; 

Whilst I, with those that have the spirit, will haste 
To help Cominius, 

Lart. Worthy sir, thou bleecTst; 

Thy exercise hath been too violent for 
A second course of fight. 



BCr,NU VI.J 


COBIOLANILS. 


669 


Mar. Sir, praise me not; 

My work hath yet not warm’d me: fare you well: 

The blood I drop is rather physical 
Than dangerous to me: to Aufidius thus 
I will appear, and fight. 

Lavt. Now the fair goddess, Fortune, 

Fall deep in love with thee; and her great charms 
Misguide thy opposers 5 swords ! Bold gentleman, 

Prosperity he thy page! 

Mar > Thy friend no less 

Than those she placeth highest! So, farewell, 

Lavt . Thou worthiest Marcius!— [Exit Mareius, 

Go, sound thy trumpet in the market-place ; 

Call thither all the officers o’ the town, 

Whore they shall know our mind : away ! [Exeunt. 


Scene VI. Near the camp of Cominius. 

Enter Cominius amd forces, relmdhty . 

Con. Breathe you, my friends: well fought; we are 
come off 

Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands, 

Nor cowardly in relire; believe me, sirs. 

We shall he charg’d again. Whiles we have struck, 

By interims and conveying gusts we have heard 
The charges of our friends.—Ye ( flS ) Roman gods, 

Lead their successes as we wish our own, 

That both our powers, with smiling fronts encountering, 
May give you thankful sacrifice 1 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thy news ? 

Mess. The citizens of Corioli have issu’d, 

And given to L fir tins and to Marcius battle: 

I saw our party to their trenches driven, • 

And then I came away. 

Com. Though thou speakst truth, 

Me thinks thou sp oak’s L not well. How long is’t since? 
Mesa. Above an hour, my lord. 
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Com* Tis not a mile; briefly we beard their drums: 
How couldst thou in a mile confound an flour, 

And bring thy news so late ? 

Mess. Spies of the Volsccs 

Held me in chase, that I was forc'd to wheel 
Three or four miles about; else had I, sir, 

Half an hour since brought my report. 

Com . Who’s yonder, 

That does appear as lie were flay'd ? 0 gods ! 

He lias the stamp of Marcius; and I have 
Before-time seen him thus. 

Mar. [i within ] Come I ton late ? 

Com. The shepherd knows not thunder from a tabor, 
More than I know the sound of MarcW tongue 
From every meaner man. 

Enter Maucius. 

Mar. Come I too late ? 

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others. 
But mantled in your own. 

Mar . 0, let me clip ye 

In arms as sound as when I woo'd; in heart 
As merry as when our nuptial day was done. 

And tapeis burn’d to beclwarcl i 

Con?. Blower of waniors, 

How is’t with Titus Lartius? 

Mar* As with a man busied about decrees *, 
Condemning some to death, and some to exile; 
Ransoming him or pitying, threatening the other; 
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 

Even like a fawning greyhound in the leash, 

To let him slip at will. 

Com . Where is that slave 

Which told me they had beat you to your trenches ? 
Where is lie ? call liim hither. 

Mar. LeL him alone j 

lie did inform the truth : but for our gentlemen, 

The common file (a plague l-—tribunes for thorn !), 

The mouse ne’er shuim’d tlie cat as they did budge 
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From rascals -worse tlrnn they. 

Com. But how prevail hi you ? 

Mar. Will the time serve to tell ? I do not think. 
Where is the enemy ? are you lords o’ the iield ? 

If not, wliy cease you till you are so ? 

Com. Mareius, 

We have at disadvantage fought, and did 
Retire, to win our purpose. 

Mar. How lies their battle ? know you on which side 
They have plac’d their men of trust ? 

Com . As I guess, Mareius, 

Their hands i* the vaward are the Antiates,( 23 ) 

Of their best trust; o’er them Aulidius, 

Their very heart of hope. 

Mar. I do beseech you, 

By all the battles wheiein we have fought, 

By the blood we have shed together, by the vows 
We have made to endure friends, that you directly 
Set me against AuQdius and his Antiates ; 

And that you not delay the present, but, 

Filling the air with swords advanc’d and darts, 

We prove this very hour. 

Com . Though I could wish 

You were conducted to a genLle bath, 

And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking: take your choice of those 
Tina best can aid your action. 

Mar. Those are they 

That moat are willing.—If any such be here 
(As it were sin to doubt) that love this painting 
Wherein you see me-smear’d; if any fear 
Lesser( 24 ) his person than an ill report; 

If any think brave death outweighs bad life, 

And that his country’s dearer than himself; 

Let him alone, or so many so minded, 

Wave thus, to express his disposition, 

And follow Marcius. 

[They all shout, and zoave their swords ; take him 
up in their arms , and cast up their Gaps. 
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O, me alone ! make you a sword of me! 

If these shows l>e not outward, which of you 
But is four Volsccs ? none of you hut is 
Able to bear against the great Aufidius 
A shield as hard as lus. A certain number. 

Though thanks to all, must I select from all: tho rest 
Shall bear the business in some other fight, 

As cause will he obey'd, Please you to march ; 

And four ( 25 ) shall quickly draw out my command, 

Which men are best inclin'd. 

Com . March on, my fellows: 

Make good this ostentation, and you shall 

Divide in all with us. [EsceitnL 


Scene VII. The gates of Corioli. 

Titits Lahtius, having sat a guard upon CoAoli, going ivith drum 
and unipet toward Cominius md QaJus Maiioius, enters with 
a Lieutenant, a party of Soldiers, and a Scout. 

Lart . So, let the ports be guarded : keep your duties, 

As 1 have set them clown. If I do send, dispatch 
Those centmies to our aid; the rest will serve 
For a short holding: if \ve lose the field, 

We cannot keep tho town. 

Lieu. Fear not our care, sir. 

Lail. lienee, and shut your gates upon’s.-— 

Our guide l, come; to the .Roman camp conduct us. [Jixeuni. 


Scene VIIL Afield of battle between the Roman and the 
Vohoian camjns. 

Alarum. Enter u from opposite sides , MaUCius and Aijpidius, 

Mar. Ill fight with none but thee; for I do hale thee 
Wotsg than a promise-breaker. 

y Ltf .» We hate alike : 

Not Afric owns a serpent I abhor 

More than thy fame and envy. Fix thy foot. 
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Mai\ Let tlie first budger die the other’s slave, 

And the gods doom him after 1 

-A//, If I fly, Marcias, 

Holla me like a hare. 

Mar. Within these three hours, Tull us, 

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, 

And made what work I pleas’d : *tis not. my blood 
Wliercin thou scest me mask’d j for thy revenge 
Wrench up thy power to the highest, 

Auf. Wert thou the Hector 

That was the whip of your bragg’d piogeny, 

Thou shouldst not scape me here. 

[They fight t and certain Volsces come to the aid of 
Aufidius , 

Officious, and not valiant,—you have sham’d me 
Jn your condemned seconds. 

\Eictmnt fighting y driven in by Marchs, 


Scene IX. The Roman camp. 

Alarum. A retreat is sounded. Flourish. Enter, from one side, 
Cojimus and Homans j from the oilin' side, Maucxus, with his 
arm in a scarf and other Homans. 

Com . If I should tell thee o’er this thy day’s work, 
Thou’lfc not believe thy deeds; but I’ll report it, 

V/aEie senators &httl\ xaingle tears with miles \ 

Where great patricians shall attend, and shrug, 

I’ the end admire; where ladies slmll be frighted, 

And, gladly quak’d, hear moie; where the dull tribunes, 
That, with the fusty plebeians/ 20 ) bate thine honours, 

Shall say, against their hearts, ‘ f We thank the gods 
Our Home hath such a soldier!” 

Yet cam’st thou to a morsel of this feast, 

Having fully din’d before. 

Enter Titus Lahti us, with his power, from the pursuit. 

0 general, 


Lart< 

VOL. IV. 


X X 
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Here is tlic steed, we the caparison : 

Hadst thou beheld,— 

Mar . Pray now, no more: my mother. 

Who has a charter to extol her blood, 

When she does praise me grieves me. I have clone 
As you have done,—that's what I can j induc’d 
As you have been,—that’s for my country: 

He that has but effected his good will 
Hath overta’en mine act. 

Com , You shall not be 

Tile grave of jour deserving; Koine must know 
The value of her own : ’twere a concealment 
Worse than a theft, no less than a traducement, 

To hide your doings ; and to silence that, 

Which, to the spire and top of praises vouch'd, 

Would seem hut modest: therefore, I beseech you, 

(In sign of what you arc, not to reward 
What you have done,) before our army hear me. 

Mar. 1 have some wounds upon me, and they smart 
To hear themselves remember’d. 

Com . Should they not. 

Well might they fester ’gainst ingratitude. 

And tent themselves with death, Of all the horses 
(Whereof we have ta'en good, and good store), of all 
The treasure in this held achiev’d and city, 

We render you the tenth ; to he ta’eu forth, 

Jlefore the common distoibufiou, M 
Your only choice. 

Mar. I thank you, general ; 

But cannot make my heart consent to take 
A bribe to pay my sword: I do refuse it; 

And stand upon my common pait with those 
That have beheld the doing, 

[A long flourish. They all cry , “ Marcius! Mar* 
cius r cast Up their caps and lances: Co minim 
and Lartius stand bare . 

Mar* May these same instruments, which you profane, 
Never sound more ! when drums and trumpets shall 
I’ the field prove flatterers, lot courts and cities bo 
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Made all of false-fac'cl soothing! 

When steel grows soft as the parasite's silk. 

Let him be made a coverture ( 2 ?) for the wars ! 

No more, I say! For that X have uot wash’d 
My nose that hied, or foil'd some debile wretch,— 

Which, without note, here’s many else have done,— 

You shoutf 28 ) me forth 
In acclamations hyperbolical; 

As if I lov’d my little should he dieted 
III praises sauc'd with lies. 

Com . Too modest me you ; 

More cruel to your good report than grateful 
To us that give you ti uly. by your patience, 

If gainst yourself you he incens'd, we J ll put you 
(Like one that means his proper haiin) in manacles, 

Then reason safely with you.—Therefore, belt known, 

As to us, to all tlie world, that Caius Marcius 
Wears this war's garland: in token of the which, 

My noble steed, known to the camp, X give him, 

With all his trim belonging ■, and from this time, 

For what he did before Corioli, call lum. 

With all the applause and clamour of the host, 

Caius Marcius ( 29 ) Coriouanus.—B ear 
The addition nobly ever! 

[h'lourish. Trumpets sound) and drums. 
AIL Caius Marcius Coriolanus! 

Cor. I will go wash ; 

And when my face is fair, you shall perceive 
Whether I blush, or no : howbeit, I thank you :— 

1 mean to stride your steed; and at all times. 

To under crest your good addition 
To the fairness of my power* 

Com , So, to our tent; 

Where, ere we do repose us, w o will write 
To Home of our success.—You, Titus Laitius, 

Must to Corioli hack: send us to Koine 
The best, with whom we may articulate. 

For their own good and ours, 

hart. I shall, my lord. 
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Cor . The gods begin to mock me, I, that now 
Refusal most princely gifts, am bound to bog 
Of my lord general. 

Com - Takc’t; ’tis yours. Whalis’L? 

Cor* I sometime lay here in Corioli 
At a poor man’s house; he us’d me kindly: 

He cried to me; I saw him prisoner; 

But then Aufidius was within my view, 

And wrath overwhelm’d my pity ; I request you 
To give my poor host freedom. 

Com , O, well begg’d ! 

Were he the butcher of my fcon, ho should 
Be free as is the wind.—Deliver him, Titus. 

Lart Marcius, his name ? 

Cor. , By Jupiter, forgot;— 

X am weary; yea, my memory is tirkl.—■ 

Have we no wine here ? ' ■ ' 1 , 

Com . Go we to our tent: 

The hlood upon your visage dries ; ’tis time 

It should be look’d to : come. [Exeunt. 


Scene X. The camp of the Yolsces. 

A flourish. Cornets, flitter Tullus Aufidius, bloody with two 
or three Soldiers 
Anf The town is ta’en ! 

Y'vnl tiol. "I Win be deiim 1 ’ d back on gooci condition. 
Anf Condition!— 

I would I were a Roman; for I cannot, 

Being a Volsce, be that I am.—Condition! 

What good condition can a treaty find 

I* the part that is at mercy ?—Five times, Marcius, 

I have fought with time ; so often hast thou beat me ; 

And wouldst do so, I think, should we encounter 
As often as we eat.—By the elements, 

If e’er again I meot him heard to heard, 

He’s mine?, or I am Iris: mine emulation 
Hath not that honour m’t it had; for where 
I thought to crush him in ail equal force 
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(True sword to sword), I'll potch at him some way, 

Or wrath or craft may get him. 

First Sol , He’s the devil. 

Auf. Bolder, though not- so subtle. My valour's poison'd 
With only suffering stain by him *, for him 
Shall fly out of itself: nor sleep nor sanctuary, 

Being naked, sick; nor fane not 1 Capitol, 

The prayers of priests nor times of sacrifice, 

Embanpuements ( 3G ) all of fury, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and custom 'gainst 
My hate to Marcius: where 1 find him, were it 
At home, upon my brother’s guard, even there, 

Against the hospitable canon, would I 

Wash my fierce hand in’s heart. Go you to the city; 

Learn how ’tis held ; and what they aie that must 
lie hostages for Home, 

First Sol . Will not you go ? 

Auf. I am attended aL the cypress grove: I pray you 
(’Tis south the city mills), hi mg me word thither 
IIow the world goes, that to the pace of it 
I may spur on my journey. 

First Sol . I shall, sir. [Exeunt, 


ACT II. 

Scene I. Rome. A public place. 

Enter Metonius, Sioinius, md Bivdtus. 

Men , The augur er tells me we shall have news to-night. 
Bru. Good or bad ? 

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for they 
love not Marcius. 

Sic. Nature teaches beasts to know their friends. 

Men. Pray you, who does the wolf love? 

Sic. The lamb. 

Men , Ay, to devour him; as the hungry plebeians would 
the noble Marcius. 

Brit. He’s a lamb indeed, that baes like cl bear. 
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Men. He’s a be t ar indeed, that lives like a lamb. You 
two arc 1 old men: tell me one thing that I shall ask you. 

Both Trib . Well, sir. 

Men . In what enormity is Marcins poor in, that you two 
luive not in abundance ? 

Bru• He’s poor in no one fault, but stored with oil. 

Sic. Especially in pride. 

Bni. And topping all others in boasting, 

Men* This is strange now: do you two know how you 
arc censured here in the city, I mean of us o’ the right-hand 
file ? do you ? 

Both Trib . Why, how are we censured ? 

Men - Because you talk of pride now,—will you not be 
angry ? 

Both Trib. Well, well, sir, well. 

Men* Why, Tis no great matter ; for a very little thief of 
occasion will rob you of a great deal of patience: give your 
dispositions the reins, and be angry at your pleasures; at the 
least, if you take it as a pleasure to you in being so. You 
blame Marcius for being proud ? 

Bru . We do it not alone, sir. 

Men. I know you can do very little alone; foi your helps 
are many, or else your actions would grow wondrous single : 
your abilities arc too infant-like for doing much alone. You 
talk of pride: 0 that you could turn your eyes toward the 
napes of your necks, and make but an interior survey of your 
good selves! 0 that you could ! 

Bru . "What then, sir ? 

Men. Why, then you should discover a brace of umnerit- 
ing, proud, violent, testy magistrates (alms fools), as any in 
Home. 

Sic. Mcnenius, you arc known well enough loo. 

Men. I am known to be a humorous patrician, and one 
that loves a cup of hot wine with not a chop of allaying 'fiber 
in’t; said to be something imperfect in favouring the iivsl( ;n ) 
complaint, hasty and tinder-like upon too trivial motion; 
one that converses more with the buttock of the night than 
with the forehead of tbn morning- what 1 think I utter, and 
spend my malice in my breath. Meeting two such weals- 
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mon as you are (I cannot call you Lycurgnses), if tlie drink 
you give me touch my palate adversely, I make a crooked 
face at it. I cannot (“) say your worships have delivered tlie 
mutter well, when I find the ass in compound with the major 
part of your syllables: and though I must be content to bear 
with those that say you are reverend grave men, yet they lie 
deadly that tell you( 03 ) have good faces. If you see this m 
the map of my microcosm, fallows it that I am known well 
enough too? what harm can your bisson( 34 ) conspecLuitics 
glean out of this character, if I be known well enough too ? 

Bru. Come, sir, come, we know you well enough. 

Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor any thing. 
You are ambitious for poor knaves’ caps and legs: you wear 
out a good wholesome forenoon in hearing a cause between 
an orange-wife and a fosset-seller; and then rejourn the con¬ 
troversy of three-pence to a second day of audience. When 
you are hearing a matter between party and party, if you 
chance to be pinched with the colic, yon make faces like 
mummers; set up the bloody flag against all patience; and, 
in roaring for a chamber-pot, dismiss the controversy bleed¬ 
ing, the more entangled by your hearing ; all the pence you 
make in their cause is, calling both the parties knaves. You 
arc a pair of strange ones, 

Bru, Come, come, you are well understood to be a per- 
feeder giber for the table than a necessary benclicr in the 
Capitol. 

Men, Onr very priests must become mockers, if they 
shall encounter such ridiculous subjects as you are. When you 
speak best unto the purpose, it is not worth the wagging of 
your beards; and your beards deserve not so honourable a 
grave as to stuff a botcher’s cushion, or to be entombed in 
an ass's paclc-saddle. Yet you must he saying, Marcius is 
proud; who, in a cheap estimation, is worth all your prede¬ 
cessors since Deucalion; though per adventure some of the 
best of ’em were hereditary hangmen, God-den to your 
worships; more of your conversation would infect my brain, 
being the herdsmen of the beastly plebeians: I will be bold 
to take my leave of you. 


[Bmtm ■ and Sicmiiib retire. 
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Enter Volumnia, Vibgilia, and Valeria, <£c. 

How now, my as fair as noble ladieSi*—and the moon, were 
she earthly, no nobler,—whither do you follow your eyes so 
fast? 

Vol, Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius approaches; 
for the love of Juno, let’s go. 

Men, Ha! Martins coming home! 

Vol Ay, worthy Mencnius; and with most prosperous 
approbation. 

Men, Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee.—lloo! 
Martins coming home! 

Vol, 7YY.( 95 ) Way, ’tis true. 

VoL Look, here’s a letter from him : the state hath aim- 
thei, his wife another; and, I think, there’s one at home for 
you. 

Men, I will make my very house rcisl to-night:—a letter 
for me l 

Vh\ Yes, certain, there’s a letter for you; I saw’t. 

Men, A letter for me! it gives me an estate of seven 
years' health; in which time 1 will make a lip at the physi¬ 
cian: the most sovoioign proscription m Galon is but empiri- 
cutic,( 3l> ) and, to tins preservative, of no better report than a 
liorse-clrench.—Is he not wounded ? ho was wont to come 
home wounded. 

Viv. 0, no, no, no. 

Vol, 0, he is wounded,—I thank the gods ibr’t. 

Men. So do I too, if it he not too much bviugs ’a vic¬ 
tory in his pocket?—the wounds become him. 

Vol. On’s brows: Mcnenius, Jig comes the third time 
home with the oaken garland. 

Men . Has he disciplined Aulldius soundly ? 

Vol, Titus Lartins writes,—they fought together, but 
Auhdius got off 

Men, And *twa& time for him too, I'll warrant him that: 
an he had stayed by him, I would not have been so fidiused 
for all the chests in Couoli, mid the gold that's iu them. Is 
the senate possessed of this ? 

Fol Good ladies, let’s go.—Yes, yes, yes; the senate lias 
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letters from the general, wherein he gives my soli tlie whole 
name of the war: he hath in this action outdone liis former 
deeds doubly. 

VaL In troth, there’s wondrous tilings spoke of him. 

Men. Woudrous t ay, I warrant you, and not without his 
true purchasing, 

Vir . The gods grant them true! 

Vol. True! pow, wow. 

Men . True! I'll be sworn, tliey are true.—Where is he 
wounded ?—[To the Ttibmes] God save your good worships! 
Marcius is coming home: he 1ms more cause to be proud.— 
Where is he wounded? 

VoL I’ the shoulder and i the left arm: there will be 
large cicatrices to show the people, when he shall stand for 
his place. He received in the lcpulse of Tarcjiiin seven 
hurts i* the body. 

Men . One i f the neck, and two i’ the thigh,—there's nine 
that I know. 

Vol He had, before this last expedition, twenty-five 
wounds upon him. 

Men . Now it’s twenty-seven : every gash was an enemy's 
grave. [A shout and flourish.] Hark l the trumpets. 

Vol These are the ushers of Marcius: before him he car¬ 
ries noise, and behind him lie leaves teais; 

Heath, that dark spirit, in’s nervy arm doth lie; 

Which, being advanc'd, declines, and then men die. 

A sennet. TrunxjX&s sound. Enter UojiiniuS and Iitus Lahtius; 
between them ) Couiolaots, crowned with an oulen garland; 
with Captnina, Soldiers, wnd u Herald. 

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did fight 
Within Corioli gates: where he hath won, 

With fame, a name to Caius Marcius ; these 
In honour follows Coriolanus( 37 ) 

Welcome to Home, renown'd Coriolanus! [Flourish. 

All. Welcome to Home, rejiovvn'd Coriolanus! 

Cor , No more of this, it does offend my heart; 

Pray now, no more. 

Com. Look, sir, your mother t 
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You have, 1 know, petition’d all the gods 

For my prosperity ! [Kneels. 

VoL Nay, my good soldier, up > 

My gentle Marcius, worthy Gams, and 
By deed-achieving honour newly nam'd,— 

What is it ?—Coriolanus must I call thee ?— 

But, O, thy wife ! 

Cor . My gracious silence, had! 

Wonldst thou have laugh'd had l come coffin'd home. 

That weep’st to see me triumph? Ah, my dear, 

Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 

And mothers that lack sons. 

Men. Now, the gods crown thee ! 

Cor* And live you yet?—O my sweet lady, pardon. 

[To Valeria. 

Vol. I know not whore to turn :—0, welcome home;—* 
And welcome, general;—and ye’re welcome all. 

Mon. A hundred thousand welcomes :—-I could \VGcp, 
And I could laugh; X am light and heavy:—welcome; 

A curse begin at very root on’s heart, 

That is not glad to see thee !—You arc three 
That Home should dote on : yet, hy the faith of men, 

We have some old crab-trees here at home that will jh> 1 
Be grafted to your relish. Yet welcome, warriors: 

We call a nettle hut a nettle, and 
'Site \ (cfftta* id hjinb Vtft itiny. 

Com. liver right. 

Cor . Mencmns ever, ever. 

1far. Give way there, and go on ! 

Co7. Your hand, and yours; 

[To his Wife and Mother, 
Ere in ouv own house I do shade my head, 

The good patucians must ho visited; 

From whom I have receiv’d not only greetings, 

But with them change ( 3s ) of honours. 

Vol. I have liv'd 

To see inherited my very wishes, 

And the buildings of my fancy ; only 
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There's one thing wanting, which I doubt not hut 
Our Homo will cast upon thee. 

Cor. Know, good mother, 

I had rather be their servant in my way 
Than sway with them in theirs. 

Com. On, to the Capitol l 

[Flourish, Cornets, Exeunt In state , as before . 

The Tribunes remain . 

Brn* All tongues speak of liim, and the bleared sights 
Are spectacled to see him: your prattling nurse 
Into a rapture lets her baby cry 
While she clmts( 39 ) him: the kitchen iunlkin pins 
Her richest lockmm ’bout her rcecliy neck. 

Clambering the walls to eye him: stalls, bulks, windows, 

Are smother'd up, leads fill'd, and ridges hors’d 
With variable complexions; all agreeing 
]n earnestness to see him : seld-shuwn flamens 
Do press among the popular throngs, and puif 
To win a vulgar station: our veil’d dames 
Commit the war of white and damask, in 
Their nicely-gawded cheeks, to the wanton spoil 
Of Phoebus' burning kisses: such a pother, 

As if that whatsoever god who leads him 
Were slily crept into his human powers, 

And gave him graceful posture, 

Sic, On the sudden, 

I him cooWL 

Brn* Then our oiliue may. 

During his power, go sleep. 

Sic, He canuot temperately transport his honours 
Prom where he should begin and end ; but will 
Lose those he hath won. 

Jiru, In that there’s comfort, 

Sic. Doubt not 

The commoners, for whom we stand, but they, 

Upon their ancient malice, will forget, 

With the least cause, these his new honours; which 
That lie will give them make I as little question 
As he is proud to clo’t. 
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Bril* I heard him swear, 

Were he to stand for consul never would lie 
Appear i' the market-place, uor on him put 
The napless vesture of humility \ 

Nor, showing (as the manner is) his wounds 
To the people, keg their stinking breaths. 

Sic. f Tis right. 

But. It was liis word : 0, lie would miss U, rather 
Than carry it hut ky the suit of the gentry to him, 
And the desire of the nobles. 

Sic. 1 wish no better 

Than have him hold that purpose, and to put it 
In execution. 

But. *Tis most like he will. 

Sic. It shall be to him, then, ns our good wills, 

A sure destruction* 

Bru. So it must fall out 

To him or out authorities. Fov an end, 

We must suggest the people in what hatred 
He still hath held them $ that to’s power ho would 
Have made them mules, silenc’d their pleaders, and 
Dispiopertied their freedoms: holding them, 

In human action and capacity. 

Of nomoie soul nor fitness for the world 
Than camels m their ( J0 ) war; who have then* provaud 
Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows 
For sinking under them. 

Sic. This, as you say, suggested 

At some time when his soaring insolence 
Shall touch( dl ) the people (which time shall not waul, 
If he be put upon’t; and that’s as easy 
As to set dogs on sheep), will he his fire 
To kindle their dry stubble ; and their hi ass c 
Shall darken him for ever. 


Enter a Messenger. 

71 - AVhalAs the matter ? 

Mess. You are sent for to the Capitol. Tis thought 
Tli at Marcius shall be consul: 
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I have seen the dumb men throng to see him, and 
The blind to hear him speak : matrons flung gloves, 

Ladies and maids their scarfs and haudkerchers, 

Upon him as he pass’d: the nobles bonded, 

As to .love’s statue j and the commons made 
A shower and thunder with their caps and shouts: 

I never saw the like. 

Bru. Let’s to the Capitol, 

And carry with us ears and eyes for the time, 

But hearts for the event. 

Sic. Have with you. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. The same. The Capitol. 

Enter two Officers, to lay cushions. 

First Off. Come, come, they arc almost here. How many 
stand for consulships ? 

Sec. Off. Three, they say r but ’tis thought of every one 
Coriolanus will carry it. 

First Off. That’s a brave fellow; but lie’s vengeance 
proud, and loves not the common people. 

Sec. Off. Faith, there have been many great men that 
have flattered the people, who ne’er loved them; and there 
he many that they have loved, they know not wherefore: so 
that, if they love they know not why, they hate upon no 
better a ground: therefore, for Coriolanus neither to care 
whether they love or hale him manifests the true knowledge 
he ha? in their disposition; and, out of his noble carelessness, 
lots them plainly see’t. 

First Off. If lie did not care whether lie liad their love or 
no, he waved indifferently 'twixt doing them neither good 
nor harm : but he seeks their hate with greater devotion than 
they can render it him; and leaves nothing undone that may 
fully discover him their opposite. Now, to seem to affect 
the malice and displeasure of the people is as bad as that 
which lie dislikes,—to flatter them for their love. 

Sec . Off. He hath deserved worthily of his country : and 
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his ascent is not by such easy degrees as those wlio, having 
been supple and courteous to the |)cople, bonneted, without 
any further deed to have them at all into their estimation and 
report; but he hath so planted his honours in their eyes, and 
his actions in their hearts, that for their tongues to he silent, 
and not confess so much, were a kind of ingrateful injury; 
to report otherwise, were a malice, that, giving itself the 
lie, would pluck reproof and rebuke from every ear that 
hoard it. 

First Of. No more of him; he's a worthy man; make 
way, they are coming*. 

A string. Enter, mik Lictois before them , Coahnius, Mjotjnius, 
Con iolanus, Senators, Bioinjus and Biwim The Senators 
take their places ^ the Tribunes lake theirs also by themsdves. 

Men . Having determin'd of the Volsces, and 
To scud for Titus Lartius, it remains, 

As the main point of this our after-meeting, 

To gratify his noble service that 

Hath thus stood for his country : therefore, please you, 

Most reverend and grave elders, to desire 

The present consul, and last general 

In our well-found successes, to leporl 

A little of that worthy work perform’d 

.By Cains Mavcius Coriolmms; whom 

We meet( 42 ) here, both to thank, and to remember 

With h&iwurs like himself. 

First Sen. Speak, good Cominius: 

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think 

Bather our state’s defective for requital 

Than we to stretch it out.—Masters o’the people, 

We do request your kindest cars; and, after, 

Your loving motion toward the common body, 

To yield what passes here. 

Sic. We are con veil led 

Upon a pleasing tieaty ; and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The theme of our assembly. 

Jim. 


Which the rather 
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We shall be bless J d( 43 ) to do, if lie remember 
A ltindei* value of the people than 
He hath hereto priz’d them at. 

Men. That’s off, that’s off; 

I would you rather had been silent. Please you 
To hear Cominius speak? 

tint* Most willingly: 

Put yet my caution was more pertinent 
Than the rebuke you give it. 

Men. He loves your people j 

But tie him not to be their bedfellow,— 

Worthy Cominius, speak .—[Coriolanus risen, and offers to go 
awayJ] Nay, keep your place. 

First Sen, Sit, Coriolanus; never shame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 

Cor, Your honours’ pardon: 

I had lather have my wounds to heal again 
Than hear say how I got them. 

Bru , Sir, I hope 

My words disbenchVl you not. 

Cor, No, sir : yet oft, 

When blows have made me stay, I fled fiom words. 

You sooth’d not, therefore hurt not: but your people, 

I love them as they weigh. 

Men. Pray now, sit down. 

Cor, I had rather have one scratch my head i’ the sun, 
Wham the cL-uimm wei'e struck., than idly sit 
To hear my nothings m on stor'd, [Exit, 

Men* Masters of the people. 

Your multiplying spawn how can lie flatter 
(That's thousand to one good one), when you now see 
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour 
Than one on’s ears to hoar it?—Pioceed, Cominius. 

Com. I shall lack voice: the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be litter’d feebly.—It is held 
That valour is the cliiefest virtue, and 
Most dignifies the haver: if it be, 

The man I speak of cannot in the world 
Be singly counterpois’d. At sixteen years, 
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When Tar quin made a head for home, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others: our then dictator, 

Whom with all praise I point at, saw him fight, 

When with liis Amazonian chin lie drove 
The bristled lips before him t he heafci'id 
An o’er-press'd Roman, and i f the consul's view 
Slew three opposers: Tarquin’s self he met, 

And struck him on bis knee : in that day's foats, 

When he might act the woman in the scene. 

He prov’cl best man i* the field, and for his meed 
Was brow-bound with the oak, His pupil-age 
Maiwm fcorkl thus, he waxed like a sea; 

And, in the brunt of seventeen battles since, 

He lurch’d all swoxrls of the garland. For this last, 

Befcne and in Corioli, let me say, 

I cannot speak him home: he stopp’d the fliers ; 

And by his mro example made the coward 
Turn terror into sport: as weeds before 
A vessel under sail, so men obey’d, 

And fell below his stem : his sword (death’s stamp) 

Where it did mark, it took; from face to foot 
He was a thing of blood, whose every motion 
Was tim'd with dying cries: alone lie enter'd 
The mortal gate of the city, which lie painted 
With shunless destiny j aidless camc oft^ 

And with a sudden re-enforcement struck 
Cnrin)i Ji ka,a-qJonpjv, now, allXhi^ 

When, by and by, the din of war gan pierce 
TIis ready sense ; then straight his doubled spirit 
Re-quicken’d what in flesh was fatigate. 

And to the battle came lie; where he did 
Run reeking o’er the lives of men, as if 
5 Twere a perpetual spoil: and till we call’d 
Both field and city ours, he never stood 
To ease his breast with panting. 

Men. Worthy man t 

Inrst Sen* He cannot but with measure fit tlie honours 
‘Which we devise him. 

Com. Our spoils he lack’d at *, 
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And look’d upon tilings precious, as they were 
Tlie common muck of the world: he covets less 
Than misery itself would give ; rewards 
His deeds with doing them; and is content 
To spend the time to end it. 

Men. He’s right noble: 

Let him be call'd for. 

First Sen* Call Coriohmus, 

Off. He doth appear. 

Re-enter Cohiolaots. 

Men . The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas’d 
To make thee consul. 

Cor . I do owe them still 

My life and ‘services. 

Men. It then remains 

That you do speak to the people. 

Cor. I do beseech you, 

Let me o’erlcap that custom; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them, 

For my wounds’ sake, to give their sufir age : pie ns 0 you 
That I may pass this doing, 

Sic* Sir, the people 

Must have their voices; neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 

Men* Put them not to't:— 

Pray you, go fit you to the custom \ and 
Tako to you, as your predecessors have, 

Your honour with your form, 

Cor* It is a part 

That I shall blush in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people, 

* Brii. Mark you that ? 

Cor, To brag unto them,—thus I did, and thus 
Show them the unacliing scars which I should hide, 

As if I had receiv’d them for tlic hire 
Of their breath only!— 

Men . Ho not stand upon’t.— 

We recommend to you, tribunes of the people, 

VOL. iv. yy 
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Our purpose to thorn 5 («)~ftnd to our noble consul 
Wish we nil joy and honour. 

Senators. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour ! 

[Flourish. Exeunt all except Sicinius anil Brutus. 
B) u. You see how he intends to use the people. 

Sic. May they perceive’s intent! He will require them, 
As if lie did contemn wliat he requested 
Should be in them to give* 

Bril' Come, we’ll inform them 

Of our proceedings here : on the market-place, 

I know, they do attend us. [HJxeunL 


Scene HI. The same. The Vdiim. 

Enter several Citizens 

First Cit. Once, if he do require our voices, we ought not 
to deny him. 

Sec. Cit . We may, sir, if wc will. 

Third Cit . We have power in ourselves to do it, but it is 
a power that we have no power to do: fov if ho show us his 
wounds, and tell us liis deeds, we arc to put our tongues into 
those wounds, and speak for them ; so, if lie tell us liis noble 
deeds, we must also tell him our noble acceptance of them. 
Ingratitude is monstrous: and for the multitude to be in¬ 
grateful, were to make a monster of the multitude; of the 
which we being members, should bring ourselves to be mon¬ 
strous members. 

First Cit , And to make us no better thought of, a little 
help will serve; for once wc stood up about the corn, lie him¬ 
self stuck not to call us the many-headcd multitude. 

Third Cit . We lmve been called so of many; not that 
our heads are some brown, some black, some auburn,( lr ’) some 
bald, but that our wits are so diversely coloured: and truly 
I think, if all our wits were to issue out of ono skull, they 
would fly east, west, north, south ; and their consent of one 
direct way should be at once to all the points o* the compass. 

Sec. Cit . Think you so ? Which way do you judge my 
wit would fly ? 



hOUNfl HI.] 


COMOLANIJS. 


c»M 


Third Cit, Nay, your mt will not so soon out as another 
man’s will,—’tis strongly wedged up in a block-head ; hut if 
it were at liberty, ’twould, sure, southward. 

Sec. Cit, Why that way ? 

Third Cit . To lose itself in a fog; where being three 
parts molted away with rotten dews, the fourth would return 
for conscience sake* to help to get thee a wife, 

See. Cit. You are never without your tricks:—you may, 
you may. 

Third Cit , Are you all resolved to give your voices? But 
that’s no matter, the greater part carries it. I say, if he 
would incline to the people, there was never a worthier man.— 
Here he comes, and in the gown of humility: mark Ins beha¬ 
viour. We are not to stay all together, but to come by linn 
where he stands, hy ones, by twos, and by threes, He's to 
make his requests hy particulars; wherein every one of us has 
a single honour, in giving him our own voices with our own 
tongues; therefore follow me, and I'll direct you how you 
shall go by him. 

AIL Content, content, [Exeunt. 

Enter Cohiolanus and Menenius. 

Men. 0 sir, you are not right: have you not known 
The worthiest men have done } t ? 

Cor . What must I say ?— 

"I pray, sir/’—Plague upon’t! I cannot bring 
My tongue to such a pace :—“Look, sir;—my wounds;— 

I got them in my country’s service, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar’d, and ran 
Prom the noise of our own diums,” 

Men. 0 me, the gods ! 

You must not speak of that: you must desire them 
To think upon you. 

Cor. Think upon me! hang ’em \ 

I would they would forget me, like the virtues 
Which our divines lose by ’em. 

Men . You’ll mar all: 

I’ll leave you: pray you, speak to ’em, I pray you. 

In wholesome manner. 
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Cor , Bid them \vaal\ tlieir faces, 

And keep their teeth clean, [Exit J\€e?ic?iiusJ] —So, hero 
comes*a trace. 

Re-enter two Citwens ( 1G ) 

You know the cause, sir, of iny standing here. 

First Cit . We do, sir; tell us what hath brought you 
to’t. 

Cor . Mine own desert. 

Sec. Cit . Your own desort I 

Cor . Ay, not( 47 ) mine own desire. 

First Cit . How ! not your own desire! 

Cor . No, sir, ’twas never my desire yet to trouble the 
poor with begging. 

First Cit . You must think, if we give you any thing, wo 
hope to gain by you. 

Cor. Well then, I pray, your price o’ the consulship l 

First Cit . The price is, to ask it kindly. 

Cor. ICindly ! Sir, I pray, let me ha't: I have wounds 
to show you, which shall be yours in private.—Your good 
voice, sir; what say you ? 

Sec . Cit, You shall ha* it, worthy sir. 

Cor, A match, sir. — There’s in all Uvo worthy voices 
begged.—I have your aims: adieu. 

First Cit . But this is some tiling odd. 

Sec, Cit . An 'twere to give again,—'but his no matter. 

'[Exeunt the hoo Citizens. 

Fc-enter two other Citizens. 

Cor. Pray you now, if it may stand with the tunc of your 
voices that I may he consul, I have here the customary 
gown. 

Third Cit . You have deserved nobly of your country, and 
you have not deserved nobly. 

Cor . Your enigma? 

Third Cit . You have been a scourge to her enemies, you 
have been a rod to her friends; you have not, indeed, loved 
the common people- 
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Cor. You. shouLcl account me the more virtuous, that I 
have not "been common in my love. I will, sir, flatter my 
sworn brother, the people, to earn a clearer estimation of 
them \ his a condition they account gentle: and since the 
wisdom of their choice is rather to have my hat than my 
heart, I will practise the insinuating nod, and be off to them 
most counterfeitly; that is, sir, I will counterfeit the bewitch¬ 
ment of some popular man, and give it bountiful to tlie tie- 
sirens. Therefore, beseech you, I may he consul. 

Fourth Cit. Wc hope to find you our friend; and there¬ 
fore give you our voices heartily. 

Third Cit . You have received many wounds for your 
country. 

Cor. I will not seal your knowledge with showing them, 
I will make much of your voices, anti sc trouble you no fur¬ 
ther. 

Both Cit . The gods give you joy, sir, heartily! [Exeunt. 

Cor, Most sweet voices!— 

Better it is to die, better to starve, 

Than crave the hire which first we do deserve. 

Why in this woolvish togc( 48 ) should I stand here, 

To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 

Their uccdless vouches ? Custom calls me to’t:— 

What custom wills, in all things should we do’t. 

The dust on antique time would lie unswept, , 

Anti mountainous error he too highly he apt 

to 'B.atbmi thrtti tod \i m, 

Let the high office and the honour go 

To one that would do thus.—I am half through; 

The one part suffer’d, the other will I do.— 

Here come more voices. 

Re-enter three other Citizens. 

Your voices: for your voices I have fought; 

Watch’d for your voices ; for your voices bear 
Of wounds two dozen odd j battles thrice six 
I have seen, and heard of; for your voices have 
Done many things, some less, some more: your voices; 
Indeed, I would be consul. 
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Fifth Cit. He lias done nobly, and cannot go without, any 
honest man’s voice. 

Sixth CiL Therefore let him be consul: the gods give 
him joy, and make him good friend to the people \ 

AU three Citizens. Amen, amen.—Ofod save thee, noble 
consul! [ Exeunt. 

Cor . Worthy voices ! 

Re-enter Menunius, with Bhutus and SiciKlus. 

Mien, You have stood your limitation; and the tribunes 
Endue you with the people’s voice : remains 
That, in the official marks invested, you 
Anon do meet the senate. 

Cor . Is this done ? 

Sic. TI 10 custom of request you have discharg'd ; 

The people do admit you; and are summon’d 
To meet anon, upon your approbation, 

Cor. Where ? at the senate-house ? 

Sic. There, Coriolnnus, 

Cor , May 1 change these garments ? 

Sic. You may, sir. 

Cor. That I’ll straight do * and, knowing myself again, 
Repair to the senate-house. 

Men. I'll keep you company.—Will you along ? 

Bni. We stay here for the people. 

Sic. Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Cor inkiwa a&& 

He has it now; and, by his looks, moth inks 
Tis warm at's heart, 

Bni. With a proud heart lie wore his humble weeds.— 
Will yon dismiss the people ? 

Re enter Citizens. 

Sic. How now, iny masters l have you. chose this man? 

Fiist Cit. He has our voices, sir. 

Bru. "We pray the goils he may deserve your loves. 

Sec. Cit. Amen, sir;—to niy poor unworthy notice, 

He mock’d us when he begg’d our voices. 
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Third Cit, Certainly 

He flouted us downright, 

First CiL No, *tis his kind of speech,—he did not mock 
us, 

Sec % Cit . Not one amongst us, save yourself, hut says 
He us'd us scornfully: he should have show'd us 
His marks of merit, wounds receiv’d far’s country. 

Sic , Why, so ho did, I am sure. 

Citizens* No, no ; no mm saw ’em. 

Third Cit * He said he had wounds, which ho could show 
in private ; 

And with lus hat, thus waving it in scorn, 
u I would he consul,*' say,s he: “ aged custom. 

But by your voices, will not so permit me; 

Your voices therefore when we granted that. 

Here was, “ I thank you for your voices,—thank you,— 
Your most sweet voices: — now you have left your 
voices, 

I have no further with you—was not this mockery ? 

Sic, Why, either were you ignorant to scc’t? 

Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness 
To yield your voices ? 

j Brit* Could you not have told him, 

As you were lesson’d,—when lie had no power, 

But was a, petty servant to the state, 

He was your enemy; ever spake against 
Your liberties, and the charters that you bear 
I* the body of tire weal: and now, arriving 
A place of potency, and sway o’ the state, 

If he should still malignantly remain 

Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might 

Be curses to yourselves ? You should have said, 

That as his worthy deeds did claim no less 
Than what he stood for, so his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Translate his malice towards yon into love. 

Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic, Thus to have said. 

As you were fore-advis'd, had touch’d his spirit 
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And tried his inclination; from him pluck’d 
Either hia gracious promise, which you might, 

As cause had call'd yon up, have held him to; 

Or else it would have gall’d his surly nature, 

Which easily endures not article 

Tying him to aught; so* putting him to rage. 

You should have ta’en the advantage of his clioler, 

And pass’d him unelected* 

Bru, Dicl you perceive 

Ho did solicit you in free contempt, 

When lie did need your loves ; and do you think 
That his contempt shall not be bruising to yon, 

When he hath power to crush ? Why, had your bodies 
No heart among you ? or had you tongues to cry 
Against tire rectorship of judgment? 

/Vic. Have you, 

Ere now, denied the asker ? and now again, 

Of( 49 ) him that did not ask, hut mock, bestow 
Your su’d-for tongues ? 

Third CiL He’s not confirm'd ; wc may deny liim yet. 
Sec, CiL And will deny him : 

I’ll have five hundred voices of that sound* 

First CiL I twice five hundred, and their friends to piece 
’em. 

Jlru, Cret you hence instantly ; and tell those friends, 
They have chose a consul that will from them take 
Their liberties*, make them ef no more voiee 
Than dogs, that are as often heat for harking, 

As therefore kept to da so* 

Sic, Let them assemble; 

And, on a safer judgment, all revoke 
Your ignorant election ; enforce his pride, 

And his old hate unto you; besides, forget not 
With what contempt lie wore the humble weed ; 

How in his suit he scorn'd you : but your loves, 

Thinking upon his services, took from you 
The apprehension of lus present portance, 

Which most gibingly, un gravely, he did fashion 
After the inveteiate bate lie bears you. 
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Bru, Lay 

A fault on us, your tribunes j that we labour’d 
(No impediment between) but that you must 
Cast your election on him. 

Sic « Say, you chose him 

More after our commandment than as guided 
By your own true affections ; and that, your minds, 

Pre-occupied with what you rather must do 
Than what you should, made you against the grain 
To voice him consul: lay the fault on 

Bru, Ay, spare us not. Say w'e read lectures to 
you, 

How youngly he began to serve his country, 

How long continu’d: and what stock he springs of,— 

The noble house o’ the Marcians; from whence came 
That Ancus Marcius, Numa’s daughter’s son, 

Who, after great Hostilius, here was king; 

Of the same house Publius and Quintus were. 

That our best water brought by conduits hither; 

And Censorinus, darling of the people/ 60 ) 

And nobly nam’d so, twice being censor, 

Was his great ancestor. 

Sic . One thus descended. 

That hath beside well in his person wrought 
To be set high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances: hut you have found, 

Scaling his present bearing with his past, 

That he’s your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your sudden approbation, 

Bru , Say, you ne’er had donc’t 

(Harp on that still) but by our putting on: 

And presently, when you have drawn your number, 

Repair to the Capitol. 

Citizens, We will so: almost all 

llepent in their election. [Exeunt, 

Bru » Let them go on; 

This mutiny wore better put in hazard, 

Than stay, past doubt, for greater: 

If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
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With their refusal, both observe and answer 
The vantage of his anger. 

To the Capitol, come : 

We will be there before the stream o’ the people; 

And this shall seem, as partly *tis, their own, 

Which we liaye goaded onward* \JLaeeunt. 


ACT III* 

Scene I. Home. A street. 

Cornets, Enter Co hi on Arms, Menenius, Coatinius, Titus 
Laetius, Senators, and Patricians. 

Cor. Tullug Aufidius, then, had made new head ? 

Lart. He bad, my lord; and that it was which caus’d 
Our swifter composition. 

Cor. So, then, the Volsces stand but as at first; 
Ready, when tune shall prompt them, to make road 
lipoids again. 

Com. They arc worn, lord consul, so, 

That we shall hardly in our ages see 
Their banners wave again. 

Cor. Saw you AwMiral 

LarL On safe-guard he came to me ; and did curse 
Against the Volsces, for they had so vilely 
Yielded the town: he is retir’d to Anlium, 

Cor. Spoke he of me ? 

Lart . He did, my lord. 

Cor. IIow ? what ? 

Lari. Plow often lie had met you, sword to sword; 
That of all things ujion the earth he hated 
Your person most; that lie would pawn his fortunes 
To hopeless restitution, so he might 
Be call’d your vanquisher. 

Cor . 


At Antium lives he ? 
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Bart . At Antium. 

Cot . I wish I had a cause to seek him there, 

To oppose his hatred fully.—Welcome home. [To Lartiu*. 

Enter Sicinius and Bhuots. 

Behold, these are the tribunes of the people, 

The tongues o’ the common mouth: I do despise them; 

Tor they do prank them in authority, 

Against all noble sufferance, 

Sic, Pass no further. 

Cor . Ha I what is that ? 

Bi u. It will be dangerous to go on: no further. 

Cor , What makes this change ? 

Men . The matter ? 

Com . Hath ho not pass’d the nobles and the com¬ 
mons?^ 1 ) 

Bru. Cominius, no. 

Cor . Heave I had children's voices? 

First Se?i. Tribunes, give way; he shall to the market¬ 
place. 

Bru . The people are incens’d against him. 

Sic. Stop, 

Or all will fall in broil. 

Cor . Are these your herd ?— 

Must thfcs-e have voices, thsvt yield them now, 

And straight disclaim their tongues ?—Wlmt are your offices? 
You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth ? 

Have you not set them on ? 

Men > Be calm, be calm. 

Cor . It is a purpos’d thing, and grows by plot, 

To curb the will of the nobility : 

Suffer’t, and live with such as cannot rule, 

Nor ever will he rul’d. 

Bru . CalPt not a plot: 

The people cry you mock’d them; and of late. 

When corn was given them gratis, you repin’d; 

Scandal’d the suppliants for the people,—call’d them 
Time-pleascrs, flatterers, foes to nobleness, 

Cor . Why, this was known before. 
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j} rUm Not to them all. 

Cor. Have you inform’d them sithonce ? 

Jh u. How i I inform them ! 

Cor,( 5a ) You are like to do sucli business, 

Bru, Not unlike, 

Each way, to better yours. 

Cor, Why, then, should I he consul l 13 y yond clouds. 
Let me deserve so ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow tribune. 

Sic. You show too much of that 

Tor which the people stir ; if you will pass 
To where you are bound, you must inquire your way, 

Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit; 

Or never be so noble as a consul, 

Nor yoke with him for tribune, 

Men. Let’s bo calm. 

Com , The people are abus’d ; set on. This pattering 
Becomes not Rome; nor has Coriolanus 
Deserv’d this so dishonour'd rub, laid falsely 
I 1 the plain way of his merit. 

Cor , Tell me of corn! 

This was my speech, and I will speak't again,— 

Men. Not now, not now. 

First Sen. Not in this heat, sir, now. 

Cor , Now 7 , as X live, I will.—My nobler friends, 

I crave their pardons 

For the mutable, rank-scented many, let them 
Regard me as I do not flatter, and 
Therein behold themselves: I say again, 

In soothing them, we nourish ’gainst our senate 
The cockle of rebellion, insolence, sedition, 

Which we ourselves have plough'd for, sow’d, and scatter’d, 
By mingling them with us, the honour’d number; 

Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 
Which they have given to beggars. 

Men. Well, no more. 

First Sen. No more words, we beseech you, 

Cor. How ! no more! 

As for my country I have slied my blood, 



fiCRNU I.] 


ccmioiAmis. 


701 


Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs 
Coin words till their decay against those measles, 
Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought 
The very way to catch them. 

Bru. You speak o’ the people, 

As if you were a god to punish, not 
A man of their infirmity. 

Sic, ’Twere well 

Wo let the people know’t. 

Men . What, what? hischoler? 

Cor, Choler! 

Were I as patient as the midnight sleep, 

By Jove, ’twould be my mind! 

Sic . It is a mind 

That shall remain a poison where it is, 

Not poison any further. 

Cor. Shall remain!— 

Hear you this Triton of the minnows? mark you 
His absolute u shall” ? 

Com, p Twas from the canon. 

Cor . " Shall”! 

0 good,( C3 ) but most unwise patricians! why, 

You grave, hut reckless senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra hcre( 51 ) to choose an officer, 

That with his peremptory “shall,” being but 

The horn and noise o’ the monster,( r)5 ) wants not spirit 

To say he’ll turn your current in a ditch. 

And make your channel his ? If he have power, 

Then vail your ignorance ; if none, awake(^) 

Your dangerous lenity, If you are learn’d, 

Be not as common fools ; if you are not, 

Lot them have cushions by you. You are plebeians. 
If they be senators: and they are no less, 

When, both your voices blended, the greatest taste 
Most palates theirs. They choose their magistrate ; 
And such a one as he, who puts his “shall,” 

His popular “ shall,” against a graver bench 
Than ever frown’d in Greece. By Jove himself, 

It makes the consuls base ! and my soul aches 
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To know, when two authorities are up, 

Neither supreme, how soon confusion 
May enter 'twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other, 

Com. Well,—on to the market-place. 

Cor. Whoever gave that counsel, to give forth 
The com o’ the storehouse gratis, as ’twas us’d 
Sometime in Greece,— 

Men. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor. Though there the people had more absolute 
power,— 

X say, they nourish’d disobedience, fed 
The ruin of the state, 

Bru . Why, shall the people give 

One that speaks thus their voice ? 

Cor. Ill give my reasons. 

More worthier than their voices. They know the corn 
Was not our( 57 ) recompense, resting well assur’d 
They ne’er did service for’t: being press’d to the war. 
Even when the navel of the state was touch'd, 

They would not thread the gates,—this kind of service 
Did not deserve corn gratis : being i’ the war, 

Tlieir mutinies and revolts, wherein they sliow’d 
Most valour, spoke not for them: the accusation 
Which they have often made against the senate, 

All cause unborn, could never be the motive^) 

Of our so frank donation* Well, what then ? 

How shall this bis son multitude^™) digest 

The senate’s courtesy ? Let deeds express 

What’s like to be their words:—“ We did request it; 

We are the greater poll, and in true fear 

They gave us our demands—thus we debase 

The nature of our seats, and make the rabble 

Call our caves fears; which will in time^) 

Break ope the locks o' the senate, and bring in 
The crows to peck the eagles. 

Men. Come, enough. 

Bru. Enough, with over-measure. 

C° r ' No, take more * 
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What may be sworn by, both divine and human, 

Seal what I end withal'.—This double worship,— 

Where one part does disdain with cause, the other 
Insult without all reason ; where gentry, title, wisdom, 
Cannot conclude hut by the yea and no 
Of general ignorance,—it must omit 
Real necessities, and give way the while 
To unstable slightness: purpose so hair'd, it follows, 
Nothing is done to purpose. Therefore, beseech you,— 

You tlmt will bo less fearful than discreet; 

That love the fundamental part of state 
More than you doubt the change on } t i that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wish 
To vainp( 61 ) a body with a dangerous physic 
That’s sure of death without it,—at once pluck out 
The multitudinous tongue ; let them not lick 
The sweet which is their poison : your dishonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the state 
Of that integrity which should become’t; 

Not having the power to do the good it would. 

For the ill which doth control’t. 

J3ru. IIas( c9 ) said enough. 

Sic. Has spoken like a traitor, and shall answer 
As traitors do. 

Cor. Thou wretch, despite o’er whelm thee l—- 
What should the people do with these bald tribuues? 

On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench : in a rebellion. 

When what’s not meet, hut what must he, was law, 

Then were they chosen j in a better hour, 

Let what is meet be said it must be meet, 

And throw tlieiv power i* the dust. 

Urn. Manifest treason'. 

Sic. This a consul ? no. 

Bru. The aediles, ho !—Let him be apprehended. 

Sic. Go, call the people [ exit Brutus ];—in whose name 
myself 

Attach thee as a traitorous innovator, 

A foe to the public weal: obey, I charge thee, 
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And follow to thine answer. 

Cor . Hence, old goat! 

Sen. and Pat We’ll surety him. 

Com. Aged sir, hands off. 

Cor . Hence, rotten thing! or I shall shake thy hones 
Out of thy garments, 

Sic. Help, ye citizens ! 

Re-enter BhutUS, with the yE tides, and <c rabble of Citizens. 
Men. On both sides more respect. 

Sic. Here’s he that would take from you all your power. 
R)U, Seize him, rcdiles! 

Citizens. Down with him! clown with him ! 

Sec. Sen . Weapons, weapons, weapons!— 

[Thy all bustle about Coriolctnus. 
Tribunes, patricians, citizens!—what, ho !—* 

Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens! 

Citizens. Peace, peace, peace; stay, hold, peace ! 
ilfem What is about to bo ?—I am out oC breath ^ 
Confusion’s near; 1 cannot speak.—You, tribunes 
To the people,—Coriolanus, patience :— 

Speak, good Sicinius, 

Sic. Hear me, people; peace \ 

Citizens. Let’s hear our tribune: peace!—Speak, speak, 
speak. 

Sic . You are at point to lose your liberties : 

Martins would have all from you ; Marcius, 

Whom late you have nam’d for consul. 

Men, Fie, fie, lie! 

This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

j First Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all Hat. 

Sic. What is the city hut the people ? 

Citizens. True, 

The people are the city. 

Bru. By the consent of all, we wore establish’d 
The people’s magistrates. 

Citizens. You so remain. 

Men. And so are like to do. 

Co 7 \( 63 ) That is the way to lay the city flat; 
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To bring the roof to the foundation, 

And bury all, which yet distinctly ranges, 

In heaps and piles 0 f ruin. 

Sic. This deserves death. 

Bru . Or let us stand to our authority, 

Or let us lose it,—Wc do here pronounce, 

Upon the part o' the people, in whose power 
Wc were elected, theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of present death, 

Sic . Tliciefore lay hold of him; 

Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into destruction cast him. 

Bru . ALdiles, seize him! 

CilizcwT. Yield, Marcius, yield l 

Men. Hear me one word; 

Beseech you, tribunes, hear me but a word, 

/Ed. Peace, peace I 

Men. Be that you seem, truly your country’s friends, ( fil ) 
And temperately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redress. 

Bru . Sir, those cold ways, 

That seem like prudent helps, arc very poisonous 
Where the disease is violent.—Lay hands upon him, 

And bear him to the rock. 

Cor. No, I'll die here. [Bmtvwg his &uwd. 

There’s some among you have beheld me lighting: 

Come, try upon yourselves what you have seen me. 

Men. Down with that sword 1—Tribunes, withdraw awhile. 
Bru. Lay hands upon him. 

Men . Help Marcius, help, 

You that he noble ; help him, young and old 1 
Citizens, Down with him, down with him! 

[In this mutiny t the Tribunes^ the TEchles y 
and the People^ are beat in. 

Men . Go, get you to youi ( 66 ) bouse ; be gcuie, away ! 

All will be naught else, 

•Sec. Sen. Get you gone. 

Cor.( 6G ) Stand fast; 

We have as many friends as enemies. 

VOL. iv. z z 
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Men. Shall it he put to that ? 

First Sen. The gods forbid !— 

I prithee, noble friend, home to thy house ; 

Leave us to cure this cause. 

Me?i. For *tis a sore upon us, 

You cannot tent yourself: he gone, beseech you. 

Com.i^) Come, sir, along with us. 

Cor . I would they were barbarians (as they are, 

Though in Rome litter'd), not Romans (as they Eire not, 
Though calv’d i 1 the porch o’ the Capitol),— 

Men . Be gone ; 

Put not your worthy rage into your tongue \ 

One time will owe another. 

Cor. On fair ground 

I could beat forty of them. 

Me?i. I could myself 

Take up a brace o’ the best of them; yea, the two tri¬ 

bunes. 

Com , Rut now his odds beyond arithmetic ; 

And manhood is call’d foolery, when it stands 
Against a falling fabric.—Will you lienee, 

Before the tag return? whose rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o’erbear 
What they are us’d to bear. 

Men. Pray yon, be gone: 

I’ll try whether my old wit be in request 

With those that have but little : this must be patch’d 

With cloth of any colour. 

Com. Nay, come away. 

\_Exeunt Coriolamts, Cominius, and others . 
First Pat. This man has marr’d his fortune. 

Men. His nature is too noble for the world: 

He would not flatter Neptune for his tridcnL, 

Or Jove tor’s power to thunder. Ilis heart’s his mouth : 
What his breast forges, that his tongue must vent; 

And, being angry, docs forget that ever 

He heard the name of death.— noise within. 

Here’s goodly work! 

Sec. Pat. I would they were a-bed! 
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Men. I would they were in Tiber! What, the ven¬ 
geance, 

Could he not speak 'em fair ? 

Re-enter Brutus and Siomius, with the mlhle. 

Sic, Where is this viper, 

That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himself? 

Men. You worthy tribunes,— 

Sic. lie shall be thrown down the Tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands: lie hath resisted law, 

And therefore lasv shall scorn him further trial 
Than the severity of the public power, 

Which he so sets at naught. 

First CU, He shall well know 

The noble tribunes are the people's mouths, 

And wc their hands. 

Citizens . He shall, sure on’t. 

Men. Sir, sir,— 

Sic . Peace! 

Men. Do not cry havoc, where you should but hunt 
With modest warrant. 

Sic, Sir, how comes’t that you 

Have holp to make tliis rescue ? 

Men. Hear me speak:— 

As I do know the consul’s worthiness, 

So can I name his faults,—- 

Sic, Consul ) —what consul ? 

Men. The consul Coriolanus. 

Sru. He consul 1 

Citizens, No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If, by the tribunes’ leave, and yours, good people, 

I may he heard, I would crave a word or two; 

The which shall turn you to no further harm 
Than so much loss of time. 

Sic. Speak briefly, then ; 

For we are peremptory to dispatch 

This viperous traitor: to eject him hence 

Were but one(®) danger *, and to keep him here 
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Our certain death: therefore it is decreed 
He dies to-night. 

Men . Now the good gods forbid 

That our renowned Rome, whoso gratitude 
Towards her deserved child Loti is emoird 
In Jove’s own booh, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own ! 

Sic . He's a disease that must be cut away. 

Men, O, lie’s a limb that has but a disease; 
Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, easy. 

What has he done to Rome that's worthy death ? 
Killing our enemies, the blood he bath lost 
(Which, I dare vouch, is more than that lie hath, 

By many an ounce), he dropp'd it for his country; 
And what is left, to lose it by his country, 

Were to us all, that do't and suffer it, 

A brand to the end o' the world. 

Sic « This is clean kani, 

Bru, Merely awry : when be did love his country, 
It honour’d him. 

Mon, The service of the foot 

Being once gangren'd, is not then respected 
For what before it was, 

Bru . We’ll hear no move.— 

Pursue him to his house, and pluck him thence ; 

Lest his infection, being of catching nature, 

Spread further. 

Men, One word more, one word. 

This tiger-footed rage, when it shall find 
The harm of unscann cl swiftness, will, too late, 

Tie leaden pounds to’s heels. Proceed by process ; 
Lest parties (as he is bclov’d) break out, 

And sack great Rome with Romans. 

Bnu If it wore so,— 

Sic. What do ye talk ? 

Have we not had a taste of his obedience ? 

Our ffidiles smote? ouiselves resisted ?—come,— 

Men, Consider this :—lie lias been bred P tlie wars 
Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school'd 
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In bolted language ; meal and bran together 
lie throws without distinction* Give me leave, 

I’ll go to him, and undertake to bring him(®) 

Where lie shall answer, by a lawful form, 

(In peace) to his utmost peril. 

First Sen . , Noble tribunes, 

It is the humane way : the other course 
Will prove too bloody; and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

iSVc. Noble Menenius, 

Be 3 'ou, then, as the people’s officer,— 

Masters, lay down your weapons, 

Fm. Go not home. 

Siu* Meet on the market-place.—We’ll attend you there : 
Where, if you bring not Mar chi s f we’ll proceed 
In our first way. 

Men. I’ll bring him to you.— 

[ To the Scnato) s] Let me desire your company: he must come, 
Or wlmt is worst will follow. 

First Sen. Pray you, let’s to him. 

[1Iweunl. 


Scene II, A room in Coriolanus’s house. 

Enter Coriolanus and Patricia os, 

Cor . Let them pull all about mine ears; present me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horses’ heels; 

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 

That the precipitation might, clown stretch 
Below the beam of sight; yet will I still 
Be thus to them. 

First Pat . You do the nobler. 

Cor. I muse my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vassals, things created 
To buy and sell with groats; to show bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be still, and wonder. 

When one but of my ordinance stood lip 
To speak of peace or war. 
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Euler Volumnia. 

I talk of you: 

Why did you wish me milder ? would you have me 
False to my nature \ Rather say, I play 
The man I am. 

Vol. O, sir, sir, sir, 

I would have had you put your power well on, 

Before you had worn it out. 

Cor . Lot go. 

Vol . You might have been enough the man you are, 

With striving less to he so : lesser had been 
The thwarting si' 70 ) uf your dispositions, if 
You lmd not; show’cl them how ye were dispos’d 
Ere they lack'd power to cross you. 

Cor . Lot them hang. 

Vol . Ay, and burn too. 

Enter Menenius anil Senators. 

Men. Come, come, you have been too rough, something 
too rough; 

You must return and mend it. 

First Sen . There’s no remedy; 

Unless, by not so doing, our good city 
Cleave in the midst, and perish. 

Vol . Pray, be counsel I’d : 

I have a heart as little apt as yours,( 71 ) 

But yet a brain that leads my use of anger 
To better vantage. 

Men. Well said, noble woman! 

Before he should thus stoop to the herd,( 7 ^) but that 
The violent lit o' the time craves it as physic 
For the whole state, I would put mine armour on, 

Which I can scarcely bear, 

Cor. What must I do ? * 

Men. Return to the tribunes, 

Cor. Well, what then ? what then ? 

Men. Repent wliat you have spolce. 

Cor . Fox* them ?—I cannot do it to the gods 5 
Must I, then, do’t to them? 
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VoL You are too absolute; 

Though therein you can never he too noble. 

But when extremities speak, X have heard you say, 
Honour and policy, like unsevor'cl friends, 

I* the win do grow together: grant that, and tell me, 

In peace what each of them by Llie other lose, 

That they combine not there* 

Cor . Tush, tush l 

Men. A good demand* 

VoL If it be honour in your wars to seem 
The same you are not (which, for your best ends. 

You adopt your policy), how is it less or worse. 

That it shall hold companionship in peace 
With honour, as in war; since that to botli 
It stands in like request ? 

Cor * Why force you this ? 

VoL Decausc that now it lies you on to speak 
To the people; not by your own instruction, 

Nor by the matter which your heart prompts you,( 7d ) 

But with such words that are but rooted in( 7 ' 1 ) 

Your tongue, though but bastards, and syllables 
Of no allowance, to your bosom’s truth. 

Now, this no more dishonours you at all 
Than to take in a town with gentle words, 

Which else would put you to your fortune, aud 
The hazard of much blood. 

I would dissemble with my nature, where 
My fortunes and my friends at stake requir’d 
I should do so in honour : I am, in this. 

Your wife, your son, these senators, the nobles j 
And you will rather show our general louts 
IIow you cau frown, than spend a fawn upon ’em, 

Tor the inheritance of their loves, and safeguard 
Of what that want might ruin. 

Men. ‘ Noble lady!— 

Come, go with us; speak fair; you may salve so, 

Not what is dangerous present, blit the loss 
Of what is past. 

VoL I prithee now, my soil, 
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Gro to them, with this bonnet in thy hand ; 

And thus far having stretch’d it (here be with them), 

Thy knee bussing the stones (for in such business 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the eois), waving thy head, 

Which( 7a ) often, thus, correcting thy stout heart, 

Now humble as the ripest mulberry 

That will not hold the handlingi or say to them, 

Thou ai t their soldier, and, being bred in broils, 

Hast not the soft way, which, thou dost confess, 

Were lit for thee to use, as they to claim, 

In asking their good loves; but thou wilt frame 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
As thou hast power and person. 

Men, This but done, 

liven as she speaks, why, their hearts were yours; 

For they have pardons, being ask’d, as free 
As words to little purpose. 

VoL Prithee now, 

Go, and he rul’d: although I know thou lmdst rather 

Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf 

Than flatter him in a bower.—Hero is Cominius. 

NnUr CoariNtufi. 

Com, I have been i* the market-place 5 and, sir, 1 tis fit 
You make strong party, or defend yourself 
Jiy calmness or by absence: all’s in anger. 

Men, Only fair speech. 

Com. I think ’twill serve, if ho 

Can thereto frame Ins spirit. 

VoL He must, ami will.— 

Prithee now, say you will, and go about it. 

Cor. Must I go show them my uiibarb’d sconce ? must 1, 
With my base tongue, give to my noble heart 
A lie, that it must bear ? Well, I will dolt: 

Yet, were there but this single plot to lose, 

This mould of Marcius, they to dust should grind it, 

And throw 1 1 against the wind—To the market-place:— 

You have put me now to such a part, which never 
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I shall discharge to the life. 

Com. Come, come, we’ll prompt you. 

VoL I prithee now, sweet son,—as thou hast said 
My praises made thee first a soldier, so, 

To have my praise for this, perform a part 
Thou hast not done before. 

Cor. Well, I must do’t; 

Mvay, my disposition, and possess me 

Some harlot's spirit! my throat of war he ton'd. 

Which quircd(™) with my drum, into a pipe 
Small fus an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls asleep 1 the smiles of knaves 
Tent in my cheeks; and schoolboys’ tears take up 
The glasses of my sight! a beggar’s tongue 
Make motion through my lips; ancl my arm’d knees. 

Who bow’d but in my stirrup, bend like bis 
That hath receiv’d an alma!—I will not do’t; 

Lest I surcease to honour mine own* truth, 

And, by my body’s action, teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. 

Voh At thy choice, then : 

To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour 
Than thou of them. Como all to ruin: let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride than fear 
Thy dangerous stoutness \ for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 

Thy valiantness was mine, thou suck’dst it from me; 

But owe thy pride thyself. 

Cor. Pray, he content: 

Mother, l am going to the market-place ; 

Chide me no more. I’ll mountebank their loves, 

Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov’d 
Of all the trades in Rome, Look, I am going; 

Commend mo to my wife. I’ll return consul; 

Or never trust to what my tongue can do 
I’ the way of flattery further. 

Vol. Do your will. [. Exit . 

Com. Away! the tribunes do attend you; arm yourself 
To answer mildly, for they ore prepar’d 
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With accusations, as I hear, more strong 
Than are upon you yet. 

Cor. The word is, mildly i—pray you, let us go: 

Let them accuse me by invention, I 
Will answer in mine honour. 

Men. Ay, but mildly. 

Cor . Well, mildly be it, then; mildly. [Exeunt. 


Scene III. The same . The Forum. 

Enter Sicrnus and J3butus. 

JBm* In this point charge him home,—that he affects 
Tyrannical power: if he evade us there, 

Enforce him with his envy to the people; 

And that the spoil got on the Antiates 
Was ne’er distributed. 


Enter an -dfidile. 

Wliat, will he come ? 

/Ed. He's coming, 

Em. How accompanied ? 

JEd. With old Mencnius, and those senators 
That always favour’d him. 

Sic. Have you a catalogue 

Of all the voices that we have procur’d, 

Set down by the poll ? 

JEi. I have; ’tis ready. 

Sic. Have you collected them by tribes ? 

EEd. I have. 

Sic. Assemblo presently the people hither ; 

And when they hear me say, u It shall be so 

I 1 the light and strength o’ the commons/ 5 be it either 

Eor death, for hue, or banishment, then let them, 

If I say fine, cry “ Fine/’—if death, cry t( Death/’ 
Insisting on the old prerogative 
And power / the truth o' the cause. 

•JEd* I shall inform them. 

Ihu. And when such time they have begun to cry, 
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Let them not cease > but with a din confus'd 
Enforce the present execution 
Of what we chance to sentence. 

yfid, Very well. 

Sic. Make them be strong, and ready for tin's hint, 

When wc shall hap to give’t them. 

Bru. Go about it,— [Exit sEdde. 

Put him to cholcr straight: he hath Leon us’d 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth (J 1 ) 

Of contradiction: being onco chaf'd, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to temperance ; then lie speaks 
What’s in his heart; and tlmt is there which looks 
With us to break his neck. 

Sic, Well, here lie comes. 

Enter Ooriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Senator^ and Patricians 

Men, Calmly, I do beseech you. 

Cor, Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest piece 
Will bear the knave by the volume.—The honour’d gods 
Keep Home in safety, and the chairs of justice 
Supplied with worthy men! plant love among’s l 
Throng( 78 ) our large temples with the shows of peace. 

And not our streets with war 1 

First Sen, Amen, amen. 

Mon, A noble wish. 

Re-enter iEdilc, icith Citizens. 

Sic . Draw near, ye people. 

JEd, List to your tribunes; audience : peace, I say \ 

Cor . Pirst, hear me speak. 

Both Tri. Well, say.—Peace, ho! 

Cor . Shall X be charg'd no further than this present? 

Must all determine here ? 

Sic . I do demand. 

If you submit you to the people's voices, 

Allow their officers, and are content 
To suffer lawful censuie for such faults 
As shall be prov'd upon you ? 

Cor . I am content, 
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Men . Lo, citizens, lie says he is content: 

The warlike service lie lias clone, consider \ think 
Upon the wounds liis body hears, which show 
Like graves i* the holy churchyard. 

Cor. Scratches with briers, 

Scars to move laughter only. 

Men* Consider further, 

That when he speaks not like a citizen, 

You fiud him like a soldier : do not take 
His rougher accents ( 70 ) for malicious sounds, 

But, as I say, such as become a soldier, 

Rather than envy you. 

Com. "Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter, 

That being pass’d for consul with full voice, 

I am so dishonour’d, that the very hour 
You take it off again '( 

Sic . Answer to us. 

Cor , Say, then: ’tis true, I ought so. 

Sic . We charge you, that you have contriv’d to lake 
Fiom Rome all season’d office, and to wind 
Yoinself into a power tyrannical; 

For which you are a traitor to the people. 

Cm . How! traitor ! 

Men . Nay, temperately; year promise. 

Cor . The fires i’ the lowest helL fold-iu the people ! 
Call me their traitor!—Thou injurious tiibuno ! 

Within thine eyes sat twenty thousand deaths, 

In thy hands clutch’d as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbcis, I would say, 

Thou best, unto thee, with a voice as free 
As I do pray the gods. 

Sic . Mark you this, people ? 

Citizens. To the rock, to the rock with him! 

Sic* Peace! 

We need not put new matter to his charge ; 

What you have seen him do, and heard him speak, 

Beating your officers, cursing yourselves. 

Opposing laws with strokes, and here defying 
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Those whose great power must try him; even this, 

So criminal, and in such capital kind, 

Deserves the extremest death. 

Bru* But since he hath 

Serv'd well for Rome,— 

Cor . Wluit do yon prate of service ? 

Bru, I talk of that, that know it. 

Cur . You ? 

Men, Is this the promise that you made your mother ? 

Cow, Know, I pray you,— 

Cor . HI know no further: 

Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death, 

Vagabond exile, flaying, pent to linger 
But with a grain a day,—I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of quo fair word; 

Nor check my courage ( 80 ) for what they can give, 

To have't with saying, Good morrow. 

Sic . For that he has 

(As much as in him lies) from time to time 
Envied against the people, seeking means 
To pluck away their power; as now at last 
Given hostile strokes, and that not in the presence 
Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers 
That do distribute it;—in the name o’ the people, 

And in the power of us the tribunes, we, 

Even from this instant, banish him our city; 

In peril of precipitation 

From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 

To enter our Rome gates: f the people’s name, 

I say it shall be so. 

Citizens . It shall he so, it shall be so; let him away : 
He’s banish'd, and it shall he so. 

Com, Hear me, my masters, and my common friends,— 

Sio, He's sentenc'd; no more hearing. 

Co7n . Let me speak : 

I have been consul, and can show for( 01 ) Rome 
Her enemies 1 marks upon me. I do love 
My country’s good with a respect more tender, 

More holy, and profound, than mine own life, 
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My clear wife’s estimate, her womb’s increase, 

And treasure of my loins ; then if I would 
Speak that,— 

Sic. We know your drift:—speak what ? 

Brit. There's no more to he said, but he is banish'd. 

As enemy to the people and liis country: 

It shall be so* 

Cufisews. It shall be so, it shall be so. 

Cor. You common cry of curs! whose breath I bate 
As reek o’ the rotten fens, whose loves I prize 
As the dead carcasses of unburied men 
That do corrupt my aiiv—I banish you ; 

And here remain with your uncertainty ! 

Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts ! 

Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes. 

Fan you into despair! Have the power still 
To banish your defenders; till at length 
Your ignorance (which finds not till it feels), 

Making not( 82 ) reservation of yourselves 
(Still your own foes), deliver you, as most 
, Abated captives, to some nation 
That won you without blows! Despising, 

For you, the city, thus I turn my back: 

There is a world elsewhere. 

[Exeunt Coriolanusy Cominius, Mmenius, Sena¬ 
tors, and Patricians. 

JEd. The people’s enemy is gone, is gone! 

Citizens. Our enemy is banish’d! he is gone! Hoo! lioo ! 

[Shouting, and throwing up their caps . 
Sio, Go, see him out at gates, and follow him, 

As lie hath follow’d you, with all despite; 

Give him deserv'd vexation* Lot a guard 
Attend us through the city. 

Citizens. Come, come, lets sec him out at gates; come:— 
The gods preserve our noble tribunes!—come, [Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I, Romo , Before a gate of the city . 

Enter ComoTiANUs, VoLuaisiA, Virginia, Menenius, Cominiuj?, 
and several young Patricians. 

Gor> Come, leave your tears; a brief farewell;—the beast 
With many heads butts me away.—Nay, mother. 

Where is your ancient courage J you were us’d 
To say extremity(* 3 ) was the trier of spirits; 

Thai common, chances common men could bear ; 

That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike 
Show’d mastership in floating; fortune’s blows, 

When most struck home, being* gontlc wounded, ( w ) craves 
A noble cunning: you were us’d to load me 
With precepts that would make invincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 

Vir. 0 heavens ! O heavens ! 

Cor . Nay, I prithee, woman,— 

VoL Now the red pestilence strike all trades in Rome, 
And occupations perish l 

Cor . What, what, what! 

I shall be lov’d when I am lack'd. Nay, mother. 

Resume that spirit, when you were wont to say, 

If you had been the wife of Ilorculcs, 

Six of his labours you’d have done, and sav'd 
Your husband so much sweat.—Cuminius, 

Droop not; adieu.—Farewell, my wife,—my mother: 

I’ll do well yet.—Thou old and true Menenius, 

Thy tears are sailer than a younger man’s. 

And venomous to thine eyes.—My sometime general, 

I have seen thee stern, and thou hast oft beheld 
Hcart-liardening spectacles; tell these sad women, 

*Tis fond to wail inevitable strokes. 

As 'tis to laugh at ’em.—My mother, you wot well 
My hazards still have been your solace : and 
Lelieve’t not lightly (though I go alone, 

Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 
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Makes fear'd and talk'd of more tlian seen), your sc 
Will or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice. 

Vol My first son, 

Whitlier wilt thou go? Take good Cominius 
With thee awhile : determine on some course. 

More than a wild expostui'e( 85 ) to each chance 
That starts i' the way before thee. 

Cor . O the gods! 

Com . I'll follow thcc a month, devise with thee 
Wlieic thou shalt rest, tliat thou mayst heat of us, 
And we of thee : so, if the time thrust forth 
A cause for thy repeal, we shall not send 
O'er the vast world to seek a single man; 

And lose advantage, which doth ever cool 
V the absence of the nee dor. 

Cor. Fare ye well : 

Thou hast years upon thee j and thou art too full 
Of the wars' surfeits, to go rove with one 
That's yet uuhruis'd; bring me but out at gate.— 
Come, my sweet wife, my clearest mother, and 
My friends of noble touch ; when I am forth, 

Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come. 
While I remain above the ground, you shall 
Hear from me still; ami never of me aught 
But what is like me formerly. 

Men. TlwA’s 

As any ear can hear.—Cotnc, let's not weep.— 

If I could shake off but one seven years 
From these old aims and legs, by the good gods. 
I'd with thee every foot. 

Cor , Give me thy hand :— 

Come. 


[Exeunt. 


Sceku II. The same . A street near the gate, 

Enter Sicinius, BiiUtus, and an iEdilo. 

Sic. Bid them all home; he's gone, and well no further.— 
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The nobility are vex’d, whom we see have sided 
In liis bclmlf. 

Bru. Now wo lmve shown our power, 

Let ns seem humbler after it is done 
Than when it was a-doing. 

Sic. Bid them home: 

Say their great cncin}' is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient strength, 

Bru. Dismiss them homo. [Eooit /Edilc. 

Here comes his mother. 

Sic. Let’s not meet her. 

Bru. Why ? 

Sic. They say she's mach 

Bru. They have ta’cn note of us; keep on your way. 


JSrd&r Volumnia, Vihgilia, ami Menbnius. 

Vol. O, ye're well met: the hoarded plague o' the gods 
Requite your love! 

Me?i , Peace, peace; be not so loud. 

Vol . If that I could for weeping, you should hear,— 

Nay, and you shall hear some.—Will you be gone ? 

[To Brutus. 

Vir . You shall stay too [to Sicmius] ; I would I had the 
power 

To say so to my husband. 

Sic. Ave you mankind ? 

Vol. Ay, fool; is that a shame?—Note but this fool.— 
Was not a man my father ? Racist thou foxsliip 
To banish him that struck move blows for Rome 
Than tliou hast spoken words ?— 

Sic , 0 blessed heavens ! 

Vol. More noble blows than ever thou wise words; 

And for Rome’s good.—I’ll tell thee what;—yet go:— 

Nay, but thou shalt stay too :—I would my son 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 

His good sword in his hand. 

Sic. What then ? 

Vir. 

Ile’d make an end of thy posterity. 
vol. iv. S A 


What then! 
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Vol Bastards and all.— 

Good man, the wounds tliat lie does bear for Rome 1 
Men. Come, come, peace. 

Sic, I would he had continu’d to his country 
As he began, and not unknit himself 
The noble knot lie made. 

Brit. I would he had. 

Vol I would he had ! Twas you incens’d the rabble;— 
Cats,( 8G ) that can judge as fitly of his worth 
As I can of those mysteries which heaven 
Will not have earth to know, 

Bru. Pray, let us go. 

Vol Now, pray, sir, got you gone : 

You have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear this :— 

As far as doth the Capitol exceed 

The meanest house in Rome, so far my son 

(This lady’s husband here, this, do you sec), 

Whom you have banish'd, does exceed you all. 

Bru. Well, well, we’ll leave you. 

Sic. Why stay wc to be baited 

With one that wants her wits ? 

Vol Take my prayers with you.— 

I would the gods had nothing else to do [Exeunt Tribunes. 
Rut to confirm my curses ! Could I meet ’em 
But once n-day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy to’t. 

Men. You have told them liomc; 

And, by my troth, you have cause. You’ll sup with me? 

Vol. Anger’s my meat; I sup upon myself, 

And so shall starve with feeding.—Come, let’s go: 

Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do. 

In anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come. 

Men. Fie, fie, fie ! [Exeunt. 


Scene III. A highway between Rome and Antlmn . 

-Enter a Roman and a Yolsce, meeting 
Horn. I know you well, sir, and you know me: your name, 
I think, is Adrian. 
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Volz. It is so, siv : truly, I liavo forgot you. 

Horn, I am a lloman; aucl my services are, as you are, 
against ’em : know you me yet ? 

Voh. Nicanor ? no* 

lion . The same, sir. 

Voh. You had more heard when I last saw you; but your 
favour is well appeared^ 7 ) by your tongue. What's the news 
in Rome? I have a note from the Volscian state, to find yon 
out there: you have well saved me a day’s journey. 

Horn, There hath been ill Rome strange insurrections; 
the people against the senators, patricians, and nobles. 

Voh . Hath been! is it ended, then ? Our state thinks not 
so: they are in a most warlike preparation, and hope to come 
upon them in the heat of their division. 

Itom. The main blaze of it is past, but a small thing 
would make it flame again; for the nobles receive so to 
heart the banishment of that worthy Coriolanus, that they 
are in a ripe aptness to. take all power from the people, and 
lo pluck from them their tribunes for ever. This lies glow¬ 
ing, I can tell you, and is almost mature for the violent 
breaking out. 

Voh . Coriolanus banished! 

Rom. Banished, sir. 

Voh . You will he welcome with this intelligence, Nicanor. 

Rom. The clay serves well for them now. I have heard 
it said, the fittest time to corrupt a man’s wife is when she's 
fallen out with her husband. Your noble Tull us Aufidius 
will appear well in these wars, his great opposer, Coriolanus, 
being now in no request of his country. 

Voh . He cannot choose. I am most fortunate, thus acci¬ 
dentally to encounter you : you have ended my business, and 
I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. I shall, between this and supper, tell you most 
strange things from Rome; all tending to the good of their 
adversaries. Have you an army ready, say you ? 

Voh . A most royal one ; the centurions and their charges, 
distinctly billeted, already in the entertainment, and to be on 
foot at an hour’s warning. 

Rom* I am joyful to hear of their readiness, and am the 
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man, I think, tliafc shall set them in present action. So, sir, 
heartily well met, and most glad of your company. 

Vols. You take my part from me, sir; I have the most 
cause to he glad of yours. 

Horn. Well, Ictus go together. [ExvwnL 


Scene IV. Antium. Before Aufidius’s home. 

Enter Coiuolanus in mean apparel } disguised and muffled. 

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium.—City, 

*Tis I that made thy widows: many an heir 

Of these fair edifices ’fore my wars 

Have I heard groan and drop : then know me not; 

Lest that thy wives with spits, and boys with stones. 

In puny battle slay me. 

Enter a Citizen. 

Save you, sir. 

Cit. And yon, 

Cor . Direct me, if it be your will, 

Where great Aufidius lies : is he in Antium ? 

Cit< He is, and feasts the nobles of the state 
At his house this night. 

Cor. Which is his house, beseech you ? 

Cit. This, here, before you. 

Cor. Thank you, sir: farewell. 

[Exit Citizen. 

0 world, thy slippery turns ! Friends now fast sworn, 
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, 

Whose house,( M ) whose bed, whose meal, and exercise. 

Are still together, who twin, as ’tweic, in love 
{Inseparable, shall within this hour, 

On a dissension of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity : so, fellest foes. 

Whose passions and whose plots have broke their sleep 
To take the one the other, by some chance, 

Some trick not worth an egg, shall glow dear friends 
And interjoin their issues. So with me i 
My birth-place hate( bD ) I, and my love's upon 
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This enemy town.—I’ll enter: if lie slay me, 
lie does fail" justice 3 if lie give me way, 

I’ll do his country service. 


[Exit, 


Scjgne V. The same, A hall in Atjpidius’s house. 

Music wiikm, 'Enter a Servant, 

First Serv, Wine, wine, wine !—"What service is here ! I 
think our fellows are asleep, [Exit. 

Enter a second Servant. 

See. Serv . Where’s Cotus ? my master calls for him,—- 
Cotus! [Exit 

Enter Cquiolanus. 

Cor. A goodly house: the feast smells well; hut I 
Appear not like a guest. 

Re-enter the first Servant. 

First Serv. Wliat would you have, friend ? whence are 
you? Here’s no place for you: pray, go to the door, [Exit. 

Cor . I have deserv’d no Letter entertainment, 

In being Coriolanus. 

Re-cntur second Servant. 

Sec. Serv. Whence are you, sir ? Has the porter his 
ey^es in his head, that he gives entrance to such companions? 
Pray, get you ou t, 

Cor. Away! 

Sec. Serv . Away! get you away. 

Cor. Now thou'rt troublesome. 

Sec . Serv. Are you so brave ? I’ll have you talked with 
anon. 

Enter a third Servant. The first meets 

Third Serv. What fellow’s this ? 

First Serv. A strange one as ever I looked on: I cannot 
get him out 0 ’ the house : prithee, call my master to him. 

Third Serv. What have you to do here, fellow? Pray 
you, avoid the house. 
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Cor . Let me but stand; I will not hurt your licartln 
Tim d Serv. What are you? 

Cor t A gentleman. 

Third Serv . A marvellous poor one. 

Cor, True, so I am. 

Thud Serv . Pray you, poor gentleman, take up some 
other station ; here's no place for you; pray you, avoid: 
come. 

Cor . Follow your function, go, 

And batten on ook\ bite. [Pushes /wu away* 

y’tod What, you will not ?—Prithee, tell my master 

what a strange guest lie 1ms here. 

Sec, Serv . And I slialll [JSxii. 

Third Serv . Where dwellest thou ? 

Cbr. Under the canopy. 

Third Serv . Under the canopy ! 

Cor, Ay. 

Third Serv . Where's that ? 

Coa I* the city of kites and crows, 

Third Serv . I 1 the city of kites and crows!—What an ass 
it is!—Then thou dwellest with daws too ? 

Cor . No, I servo not thy master. 

Third Serv . How, sir! do you meddle with my master ? 
Cor, Ay; ’tis an hones ter service than to meddle with thy 
unstress: 

Thou prat's t, and prat’st; serve with thy trencher, hence I 

[Beats hm in, 

Tnter Aufidius and the second Servant. 

Auf, Where is this fellow ? 

Sec. Serv . Here, sir: I\1 have beaten him like a dog, but 
for disturbing the lords within. 

Auf. Whence com’st thou ? what wouldst tliou ? thy 
name ? 

Why speak’s fc not? speak, man; what’s tliy name ? 

Cor . If, Tullus,( 01 ) [ Unmuffling . 

Not yet thou know’st me, and, seeing me, dost not 
Think me for the man I am, necessity 
Commands me name myself. 
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Wlmt ia thy name ? 

[Serva/ifo retire. 

Cor. A name unmusical to tlic Yolscians 1 ears, 

And harsh in sound to thine. 

Auf. Say, what’s thy name? 

Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in'tj though thy tackle’s torn. 

Thou show’st a noble vessel: what’s thy name? 

Cor. Prepare tliy brow to frown *—lcnow'st thou me yet ? 

Auf. I know thee not:—thy name ? 

Cor. My name is Cains Marcius, who hath done 
To tlice particularly, and to all the Volscea, 

Great hurt and mischief ; thereto witness may 
My surname, Coriolanus: the painful service, 

The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankless country, are requited 
But with that surname; a good memory, 

And witness of the malice and displeasure 

Which thou shonldst hear me: only that name remains; 

The cruelty and envy of the people, 

Permitted by our dastard nobles, who 
Have all forsook me, hath devour’d the rest; 

And suffer'd me by the voice of slaves to he 
Whoop'd out of Rome, Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth : not out of hope, 

Mistake me not, to save my life; for if 
I had fcarkl death, of all the men i’ the world 
I would have ’voided thee ; but in mere spite, 

To he full quit of those my banisliers, 

Stand I before thee here, Then if thou hast 
A heart of wreak m tlice, that wilt( 02 ) revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those maims 
Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee straight, 

And make my misery serve thy turn ; so use it, 

That my revengeful services may prove 

As benefits to thee ( for I will fight 

Against my canker’d country with the spleen 

Of all tlic under fiends. But if so be 

Thou dar’st not this, and that to prove more fortunes 
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TliouTt tir’d, then, in a word, I also am 
Longer to live most weary, and present 
My throat to thee and to thy ancient malice ; 

Which not to cut would show thee bul a fool. 

Since I have ever follow'd tliee with hate, 

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country’s breast, 

And cannot live but to thy shame, unless 
It be to do thee service. 

Auf O Marcius, Marcius I 

Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from my heart 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter ( 9a ) 

Should from yond cloud speak divine things. 

And say, 11 Tis true,” I’d not believe them more 
Than thee, all noble Marcius.—Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where against 
My grained ash an hundred times hath broke, 

And scar’d( dJ ) the moon with splinters: here I clip 
The anvil of my sword; and do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love 
As ever in ambitious strength I did 
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first, 

I lov’d the maid I mairied; never man 
Sigh’d truer breath ; but that I see tliee here. 

Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart 
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
Bestride ray threshold. Why, thou Mars! I tell thee, 
We have a power on fool; and I had purpose 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, 

Or lose mine ami for’t: thou hast beat me out 
Twelve several Limes, and I have nightly since 
Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thyself and me; 

We have been down together in my sleep. 

Unbuckling helms, fisting each other’s throat. 

And wait’d half dead with nothing. Worthy Marcius, 
Had we no other ( 95 ) quarrel else to Home, but that 
Thou art thence banish’d, we would muster all 
Trom twelve to seventy ; and, pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, 

Like a hold flood o’er-bear. ( oa ) 0, come, go in, 
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And take our friendly senators by tlic hands j 
Who now tiro here, taking their leaves of me, 

Who am prepar’d against your territories, 

Though not for Home itself. 

Cor. You bless mo, gods ! 

Mif. Therefore, most absolute sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own revenges, take 
The one half of my commission; and set down,— 

As best lliou art experienc’d, since tliou know’st 
Thy country’s strongth and weakness,—thine own ways; 
Whether to knock against the gates of Rome, 

Or rudely visit them in parts remote, 

To fright them, ere destroy. But como in: 

Let me commend thee first to those that shall 
Say yea to thy desires, A thousand welcomes ! 

And more a friend than e'er an enemy; 

Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand: most welcome! 

[Exeunt Coriolanus and Aufidius . 

First Sew, [advancing] Here’s a strange alteration ! 

Sec, Sew, By my hand, I had thought to have strucken 
him with a cudgel; and yet my mind gave me his clothes 
made a false report of him. 

First Serv. What an arm lie has I he turned me about 
with his finger and his thumb, as one would set up a top. 

Sec. Sew. Nay, I knew by his face that there was some¬ 
thing in him i he had, >sir, a kind of face, metliougkt,—I 
cannot tell how to term it. 

First Sew . He had so; looking as it were,—Would I 
were hanged, but I thought there was more in him than I 
could think. 

Sec . Sen, So did I, I’ll be sworn: lie is simply the rarest 
man i 7 tiie world. 

First Sew. 1 think he is : but a greater soldier than he, 
you wot on.( 97 ) 

Sec . Serv, Who, my master ? 

First Serv . Nay, it’s no matter for that. 

Sec, Sen. Worth six on him. 

First Serv. Nay, not so neither: but I take him to he 
the greater soldier. 
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Sec . So v . Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to sa y 
that: for the defence of a town, our general is excellent. 

First Serv. Ay, and for an assault too. 

Jfocnter third Servant. 

Third Serv, 0 slaves, I can tell you news,—news, you 
rascals! 

Fust and Sec . Serv, What, what, what ? let's partalcc. 

Third Serv, I would not he a Roman, of all nations; I 
had as lieve be a condemned man, 

First and Sec . Serv . Wherefore ? wherefore ? 

Third Serv, Why, here's he that was wont to thwack our 
general,—Caius Marc Ins. 

First Sc) v . Wliy do you say, thwack our general ? 

Third Serv. I do not say, thwack our general; but lie was 
always good enough for him. 

Sec, Serv . Come, we are fellows and friends; he was 
ever too hard for him ; T have heard him say so himself. 

First Serv . He was too hard for liim directly, to say the 
troth on’t: before Corioli he scotched him and notched him 
like a caibcnado. 

Sec. Sen 7 . An lie had been cannibally given, lie might 
have broiled ( 98 ) and eaten him too, 

First Serv . But, more of thy news ? 

Third Serv , Why, he is so made on here within, as if he 
were son and heir to Mars; set at upper end. o' the table; 
no question asked him by any of the senators, but they stand 
bald before him; our general himself makes a mistress of 
him; sanctifies himself witil’s hand, and turns up the white 
o' the eye to liis discourse. But the bottom of the nows is, 
our general is cut i* the middle, and but one half of wliat he 
was yesterday; for the other has half, by the entreaty and 
grant of the whole table, He'll go, he says, and sowl the 
porter of Rome gates by the ears: he will mow all down 
before liim, and leave his passage polled. 

Sec, Serv, And lie's as like to do't as any man I can ima¬ 
gine. 

Third Serv . Do*t! he will do't; for, look you, sir, he has 
as many friends as enemies; which friends, sir, as it wore, 
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durst not, look you, sir, show themselves, as we term it, his 
friends whilst he’s in directitude. ( flS) ) 

First Serv. Directitude! what’s that? 

Third Serv. But when they shall see, sir, his crest up 
again, and the man in blood, they will out of their burrows, 
like conies after rain, and revel all with him. 

First Serv . But when goes this forwar d ? 

Third Serv. To-morrow; to-day; presently; you shall 
have the drum struck up this afternoon: *tis, as it were, a 
parcel of their feast, and to be executed ere they wipe their 
lip3 ‘ 

Sec. Se7 % i 7 . Why, then we shall have a stirring world 
again, This pence is( 100 ) nothing, but to rust iron, increase 
tailors, and breed ball a cl-makers. 

First Serv. Let me have war, say I; it exceeds peace as 
far as day does night; it’s spritely, waking,( 101 ) audible, and 
full of vent. Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy ; mulled, 
deaf, sleopy, insensible; a getter of more bastard children 
than wars( 102 ) a destroyer of men. 

Sec. Serv . 'Tis so: and as wars, in some sort, may be 
said to be a ravisher, so it cannot be denied but peace is a 
great maker of cuckolds. 

First Serv . Ay, and it makes men hate one another, 

Third Serv, Reason \ because they then less need one 
another* The wars for my money. I hope to see Romans as 
cheap as Yolscians.—They are rising, they are rising. 

All. In, in, in, in ! [ Exeunt . 


Scene VI. Fame. A public place. 

Enter Sicikius and Brutus. 

Sic. Wc hear not of him, neither need we fear bim_; 
His remedies are tame i'( 103 ) the present peace 
And tjuictness of the people, which before 
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his friends 
Blush that the world goes well; who rather had, 
Though they themselves did suffer by’t, behold 
Dissentious numbers pestering streets, than see 
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Our tradesmen singing in their shops, and going 
About their functions friendly, 

Bru , We stood to’t in good time.—Is this Mcnenius ? 

Sic. ’Tis he, ’tis he: 0, he is grown most kind 
Of late. 

Enter Mejkenius. 

Hail, sir !( 101 ) 

Men. Hail to you both J 

Sic. Your Coriolanus is not much miss’d, 

But with his friends; the commonwealth doth stand; 

And so would do, were lie more angry at it. 

Mm. All’s well; and might have been much bettor, if 
He could have temporiz’d. 

Sic. Where is he, hear you ? 

Men. Nay, I hear nothing: his mother aiul his wife 
Hear nothing from him. 

Enter three or four Citizens. 

Citizens* The gods preserve you hath ! 

Sic, God-den, ( m ) our neighbours. 

Bru. God-den to you all, god-den to you all. 

First Cit , Ourselves, our wives, and children, on our 
knees, 

Are bound to pray for you both. 

Sic, Live, and thrive ! 

Bru. Farewell, kind neighbours : we wish’d Coriolanus 
Had lov'd you as we did. 

Citizens. Now the gods keep you! 

Both Tit. Farewell, farewell. \Fxeunt Citizens. 

Sic. This is a happier and more comely time 
Than when these fellows ran about the streets, 

Crying confusion. 

Bru . Caius Marcius was 

A worthy officer i’ the war; but insolent, 

Overcome with pride, ambitious past all thinking, 

Self-loving,— 

Sic. And affecting one sole throne. 

Without assistance. 

Men . I think not so. 
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Sic. Wc should by this, to all oiu- lamentation, 

If lie had gone forth consul, found it so. 

Bru. The gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sits safe and still without him. 

Enter an /Edile, 

sEd. Worthy tribunes, 

There is a slave, whom we have put in prison. 
Reports,—the Volsccs with two several powers 
Aro enter’d in tlic Roman territories; 

And with the deepest malice of the wav 
Destroy what lies before ’em. 

Men . ’Tis Aufidius, 

Who, hearing of our Manaus' banishment. 

Thrusts forth his horns again into the world ; 

Which were inshell’d when Morcius stood for Rome, 
And durst not once peep out. 

Sic . Come, what talk you 

Of Marcius ? 

Bru. Go see this rumourer whipp’d.—It cannot be 
The Volsces dare break with ns. 

Men. Cannot be! 

We have record that very well it can; 

And three examples of the like have been 
Within my age. But reason with tho fellow, 

Before you punish him, where he heard this; 

Lest you shall chance to whip your information, 

And beat the messenger who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sic. Tell not me : 

I know this cannot be. 

Bru. Not possible. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The nobles in great earnestness are going 
All to the senate-house : some news is come( l(J0 ) 

That turns their countenances. 

Sic. ’Tis this slave ;— 

Go whip him ’fore the people’s e}'eshis raising ; 
Nothing but his report. 
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Mess. Yes, worthy sir, 

The slave's report is seconded; and more, 

More fearful, is deliver'd. 

Sic. WImt more fearful ? 

Mess. It is spoke freely out of many months 
(How probable I do not know), that Marcius, 

Join’d with Aufidius, leads a power ’gainst Home, 

And vows revenge as spacious as between 
The young 1 st and oldest thing. 

Sic. This is most likely ! 

Bra. Rais’d only, that the weaker sort may wish 
God( 107 ) Marcius home again. 

Sir. The very trick on’t. 

Men ► This is unlikely : 

He an cl Aufidius can no more atone 
Than violentcst contrariety. 

Enter a second Messenger. 

Sec . Mess. You are sent for to the senate : 

A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius 
Associated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories; and have already 
O’erborne their way, consum'd with fire, and took 
What lay befoie them. 

Enter Comtnttjs. 

Com. O, you have made good work l 

Men. What news ? what nows ? 

Com . You have help to ravish your own daughters, and 
To melt the city leads upon your pates; 

To see your wives dishonour’d to your noses,— 

Men. Wlmt’s the news? what’s the news ? 

Com. Your temples burned in then- cement j and 
Your franchises, whereon you stood, confin’d 
Into an auger’s bore. 

Men. Pray now, your news ?— 

You have made fair work, I fear me.—Pray, your news ?— 1 
If Marcius should be join’d with Volscians,— 

Com . Ifi 

He is their god: he leads them like a thing 
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Made by some other deity than nature, 

That shapes man better; and they follow him, 

Against ns brats, with no less confidence 
Than boys pursuing summer butterflies, 

Or butchers killing flies. 

Men, You have made good work, 

You and your apron-men; you that stood so much 
Upon the voice of occupation and 
The breath of garlic-eaters l 

Com , Ho will shake 

Your Rome about your ears. 

Men, As Hercules 

Did shake down mellow fruit.—Yon have made fair work! 

Bru, Eat is this true, sir? 

Com . Ay ; and you'll look pale 

Ref ore you find it other. All the regions^) 

Do smilingly revolt; and who resist 
Are mock'd for valiant ignorance, 

And perish constant fools. Who is't can blame him ? 

Your enemies and his find some tiling in him. 

Men, We are all undone, unless 
The noble man have mercy. 

Com . Who shall ask it ? 

The tribunes cannot do't for shame; the people 
Deserve such pity of him as the wolf 
Does of the shepherds: for his best friends, if they 
Should say, Cf Be good to Rome," they charg'd him even 
As those should do that had deserv'd his hate, 

And therein show’d like enemies. 

Men, ’Tis true: 

If he were putting to my house the brand 

That should consume it, I have not the face 

To say, “ Beseech you, cease.”—You have made fair hands, 

You and your crafts! ( m ) yon have crafted fair! 

Com . You have brought 

A trembling upon Rome, such as was never 
So incapable of help. 

Both Tri. Say not, we brought it 

Men, IIow! Was it we ? we lov’d him ; but, like beasts 
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And cowardly nobles, gave way unto your clusters. 

Who did hoot him out o’ the city. 

Com. But I fear 

They'll roar him in again. Tullus Aufklius, 

The second name of men, obeys his points 
As if he were his officer :—desecration 
Is all the policy, strength, and defence, 

That Rome can make against them. 

Enter a trovf of Citizens. 

Men. Here como the clusters.— 

And is Aufidius with him?—You are they 
That made the air unwholesome, when you cast 
Your stinking greasy caps in hooting at 
Coriolanus’ exile. Now lie’s coming ; 

And not a hair uj)on a soldier’s head 

Which will not prove a whip : as many coxcombs 

As you threw caps up will lie tumble down. 

And pay you for your voices. ’Tis no matter; 

If lie could bum us all into one coal, 

We have deserv’d it. 

Citizens. Faith, we hear fearful news. 

Pint Cit . For mine own part, 

When I said, banish him, I said, ’(was pity. 

Sec. Gil. And so did I. 

Third Cit. And so did I; and, to say the truth, so did 
very many of us: that we did, we did for the best; and 
though we willingly consented to his banishment, yet it was 
against our will. 

Com . Ye’re goodly things, you voices! 

You have made 

Good work, you and your cry !—Shall*s to tlic Capitol ? 

Com. O, ay, what else ? 

\JLcceunt Com in ins mid Menenim. 

Szc. Go, masters, get you home; be not dismay’d: 

These are a side that would be glad to have 
This true which they so seem to fear. Go home, 

And show no sign of fear. 

First Cit. The gods he good to ns!—Come, masters, let’s 
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home. I ever said we were i’ the wrong when we banished 
him. 

Sec. Cit. So did we all. But, come, let’s home. 

[Exeunt Cithern. 

Bru. I do not like this news. 

Sic . Nor I. 

Brn* Let’s to the Capitol;—would half my wealth 
Would buy this for a lie ! 

Sic. Pray, let us go. [ExeiniL 


Scene VII. A camp, at a mall distance from Home. 

Enter Aufidius and his Lieutenant. 

Auf\ Do they still ily to the Roman ? 

Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft's in him, but 
Your soldiers use him as the grace ’fore meat, 

Their talk at table, and their thanks at end; 

And you are darken’d in this action, sir, 

Even by your own. 

Auf. I cannot help it now. 

Unless, by using means, I lame the foot 

Of our design. He bears himself more proudlier, 

Even to my person, than I thought lie would 
When first I did embrace him: yet his nature 
In thats no changeling; and I must excuse 
What cannot be amended, 

Lieu. Yet I wish, sir 

(I mean for your particular), you had not 
Join’d in commission with him; but either 
Had( UQ ) borne the action of yourself, or else 
To him had left it solely, 

Auf I understand thee well *, and be thou sure, 

When he shall come to his account, lie knows not 
What I can urge against him. Although it seems, 

And so he thinks, and is no less apparent 
To the vulgar- eye, that he bears all things fairly, 

And shows good husbandry for the Volscian state, 

Eights dragon-like, and does achieve as soon 
vol. iv. 8 n 
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As draw his sworcl; yet he hath left undone 
That which shall break his neck or hazard mine, 

Whene’er we come to om account. 

Lieu. Sir, I beseech you, think you lie’ll carry Rome? 

Aitf* All places yield to him ere he sits clown; 

And the nobility of Rome are his ; 

The senators and patricians lo\c him too ■ 

The tribunes arc no soldiers ; and tlicir people 
Will be as rash in the repeal, as hasty 
To expel him thence. I think he’ll be to Rome 
As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it 
By sovereignty of nature. First lie was 
A noble servant to them ; but he could not 
Carry his honours even: whether ’twas pride, 

Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man \ whether defect of judgment, 

To fail in the disposing of those chances 
Which he T\as lord of; or whether nature, 

Not to he other than one thing, not moving 

From the casque to the cushion, hut commanding peace 

Even with the same austerity and garb 

As he controlled the war; but one of these 

(As he hath spices of them nil, not all, 

For I dare so far free him,) made him fear'd, 

So hated, and so banish’d : but lie has a merit, 

To choke it in the utterance. So our virtues^ 11 ) 

Lie iu the interpretation of the lime : 

And power, unto itself most commendable, 

Hath not a tomb so uvideot as a chair( 1I2 ) 

To extol what it hath done. 

One fire drives out one fue ; one nail, one nail • 

Rights by rights falter,( 113 ) strengths by strengths do fail. 
Come, let’s away. When, Cuius, Romo is thine, 

Thou art poor st of all; then shortly art thou mine. 

[Lxeunt. 
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act y. 

Scene I, Home* A public place. 

Enter JIenenius, CIominius, Sioinius, Brutus, and others. 

Men* No, I'll not go: you hear what he hath said 
Which, was sometime his general; who lov’d him 
In a most dear particular. lie call'd me father: 

But what o' that? Go, you that banish'd him; 

A mile before his tent fall down, and knee 
The way into his mercy; nay, if he coy’d 
To hear Comhrius speak, Til keep at home. 

Com* lie would not seem to know me. 

Men* Do you hear? 

Com* Yet one time lie did call me by my name: 

I urg’d our old acquaintance, and tlie drops 
That we have bled together. Coviokmus 
He would not answer to: forbad all names; 
lie was a kind of nothing, titleless, 

Till he had forg’d himself a name o' the fire 
Of burning Rome. 

Men* Why, so,—you have made good work l 

A pair of tribunes that have rack'd for Rome, 

To make coals cheap,—a noble memory! 

Coni* I minded him how royal ’twas to pardon 
When it was less expected; he replied. 

It was a l)nre( 114 ) petition of a state 
To one whom they had punish’d. 

Men* Very well: 

Could he say less ? 

Com. I offer’d to awaken Ins regard 
For *s private friends : his answer to me was. 

He could not stay to pick them in a pile 
Of noisome musty chaff: he said ! twas folly. 

For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt, 

And still to nose the offence. 

Men. For one poor grain or two I 

I am one of those; his mother, wife, his child, 
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And this brave fellow too, we arc the grains: 

You are the musty chaff; and you are smelt 
Above the moon: we must be burnt for you. 

Sic. Nay, pray, be patient: if you refuse your aid 
In tliis so never-needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid *s with our distress. But, sure, if you 
Would be your country’s pleader, your good tongue, 

More than the instant army we cun make, 

Might stop our countryman. 

Men. No, Ill not meddle. 

Sic. Piay you, go to him. 

Men. What should I do ? 

J3ru. Only make trial what your love can do 
For Rome, towards MaTeius, 

Men. Well, and say that Mareiufs 

Return me, as Cominius is return’d, 

Unheard; what then ? 

But as a discontented friend, grief-shot 
With his unkindness ? say’t he so ? 

Sic. Yet your good will 

Must have that thanks from Rome, after the measure 
As you intended well. 

Men. I'll undertake’t: 

I think lie'll hear me. Yet, to bite liis lip 
And hum fit good Cominius, jurjeh unhcai ts nw. 

He was not taken well; he had not din’d: 

The veins unfiU’d, our blood is cold t find then 

We pout upon the morning, are unapt 

To give or to forgive; hut when wc have stuffkl 

These pipes and these conveyances of our blood 

With wine and feeding, wc have suppler souls 

Than m our priest-like fusts : therefore I’ll watch him 

Till lie he dieted to my request, 

And then I’ll set upon him. 

Srtt. You know the very road into liis kindness, 

And cannot lose your way. 

Men. Good faith, Til prove him, 

Speed how it will. I( l «) shall ere long have knowledge 
Of my success. [Emit. 



C01U0I/AKUS. 


7*11 


faDuwi; 11 ] 

Com . lie'll never hear lmn, 

Sic . Not? 

Com . I tell you, lie does hit in gold, his eye 
Red as ’twould burn Rome; and his injury 
Tlie gaoler to his pit}'. I kucel’d before him ; 

*Twas very faintly he said u Rise dismiss’d ine 
Thus, with his speechless hand: what he would do, 
lie sent in writing after me ; what lie would not, 

Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions:( m ) 

So that all hope is vain, 

Unless his( in ) noble mother, and his wife; 

Who, as I hear, mean to solicit him 

For mercy to his country. Therefore, let’s hence, 

And with our fair entreaties haste them on. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. An advanced post of the Volscian camp before 
Rome. The Guard at their stations* 

Enter to them , Menenius. 

First G. Stay : whence are you ? 

Sec. G. Stand, and go back. 

Men. You guard like men; *tis well: but, by your leave, 
I am an officer of state, and come 
To speak with Coviolamis. 

First G . From whence ? 

Men . From Rome. 

First G . You may not pass, you must return: our general 
Will no more hear from thence. 

Sec. G. You’ll see your Rome embrac’d with fire, before 
You’ll speak with Coriolanus. 

Men. Good jny friends. 

If you have heard your general talk of Rome, 

And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks. 

My name hath touch’d your cars: it is Menenius. 

First G , Be it so; go back: the virtue of your name 
Is not here passable. 

Men. I tell thee, fellow, 
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Thy general is my lover ; I have been 

The book of his good acts, whence men have road 

His fame unparalleled. Imply amplified; 

Tor I have ever verified ( 118 ) my friends 

(Of whom lie’s chief) with all Lhe size tluit verity 

Would without lapsing suffer : nay, sometimes, 

Like to a howl upon a subtle ground, 

I have tumbled past the throw; and in his praise 
Have almost stamp'd the leasing : therefore, fellow, 

I must have leave to pass. 

Fhsl G. Taith, sir, if you had told as many lies in his 
behalf as you have uttered words in your own, you should 
not pass here; no, though it yveic as virtuous to lie as to live 
chastely. Therefore, go back. 

Men. Prithee, fellow, remember my name is Mononius, 
always faction ary on the party of your general, 

Sec, G, Howsoever you have been his liar (as you say you 
have), I am one that, telling true under him, must say, you 
cannot pass. Therefore, go'back. 

Men, lias he dined, canst thou tell ? for I would not 
speak with him till after dinner. 

First G. You are a Roman, arc you ? 

jl len. I am as thy general is. 

Fust G, Then you should hate Rome, ns he does. Can 
you, when you have pushed out your gates the very defender 
of them, and, in a violent popular ignorance, given your 
enemy your shield, think to front his revenges with the easy 
groans of old women, the virginal palms of your daughters, 
or with the palsied intercession of such a decayed do taut as 
you seem to be ? Can you think to blow out the intended fire 
your city is ready to flame in, with such weak breath as this ? 
No, you are deceived; therefore, back to Rome, and propuve 
far your execution: you Eire condemned, our general has 
sworn you out of reprieve and pardon. 

Men. Sinah, if thy captain knew 1 were hero, lie would 
use me with estimation. 

Sec. G 4 Come, my captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean, thy general. 

First G. My general cares not for you. Back, I say, go; 
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lest I let forth your half-pint of blood ■—bach,—that's the 
utmost of your having :—back. 

Men, Nay, but, fellow, fellow,— 

Enter Com ol an us and Aufidius. 

Cor, hat’s the matter? 

Men . Now, you companion, I’ll say an errand for you; 
you shall know now that I am in estimation; you shall per¬ 
ceive that a Jack guard ant cannot office me from my son Co* 
riolanus; guess, but by( ll!) ) my entertainment with him, if thou 
slandest not i* the state of hanging, or of sonic death more long 
ill spectatorship, and crueller in suffering; behold now pre¬ 
sently, and swoon for what's to come upon thee,—The glorious 
gods sit in hourly synod about thy particular prosperity, and 
love thee no worse than thy old father Menenius does! 0 my 

son, my son! thou art preparing fire for us; look thee, here's 
water to quench it, I was hardly moved to come to thee \ but 
being assured none but myself could move thee, I have been 
blown out of your gates with sighs j and conjure thee to par¬ 
don Rome, and thy petitionary countrymen. The good gods 
assuage thy wrath, and turn the dregs of it upon this varlet 
here,—this, who, like a block, hath denied my access to thee. 

Cor, Away! 

Men, How! away! 

Cor . Wife, mother, child, 1 know not. My affairs 
Are servanted to others: though I owe 
My revenge properly, my remission lies 
In Volscian breasts. That we have been familiar, 

Ingratc forgetfulness shall poison ,( m ) rather 
Than pity note liow much. Therefore, be gone. 

Mine ears against your suits are stronger than 
Your gates against my force. Yet, for I lov’d thee. 

Take this along ; I writ it for thy sake, [Gives a falter . 
And would have sent it. Another word, Menenius, 

I will not hear thee speak.—This man, Aufidius, 

Was my belov’d in Rome : yet thou behold’st! 

Juf, You keep a constant temper. 

[ftoceanl Coridaniis and Aufidius, 

First G, Now, sir, is your name Menenius ? 
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Sec. G. *Tis a spell, you aec, of much power: you know 
the way home again. 

First G. Do you hoar how wo arc shout for keeping your 
greatness back ? 

Sec. G. What cause, do you think, I have to swoon? 

Men . I neither care for the world nor your general: for 
such things as you, I can scarce think there’s any, yc’ro so 
slight. He that hath a will to die by himself fears it not 
from another: let your general do his worst. For you, be 
that you are, long; and your misery increase with your ago I 
f say to you, as I was said to, Away l [Exit. 

First Gr. A noble fellow, I warrant him, 

See. G . The worthy fellow is our general; he’s tire rock, 
the oak not to he wind-shaken, [Exeunt. 


Scene III, The tent of ComofiANUs. 

JSntat Coinot^Nua, Aufidiijs, and others. 

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow 
Set down our host.—My partner in this action. 

You must report to the Volscian lords, how plainly 
1 have borne this business. 

duf* Only their ends 

You have respected 5 stopp’d your cars against 
The geneuxl suit of Home ; never admitted 
A private whisper, no, not with such friends 
That thought thorn sure of you. 

C° r ' This last old man, 

Whom with a crack'd heart I have sent to Home, 
Lov’d me above the measure of a father ; 

Nay, godded me, indeed. Their latest refuge 
Was to send him ; for whose okl love I have 
(Though I show’d sourly to him) once more offer’d 
The first conditions, which they did refuse. 

And cannot now acceptj to grace him only 
That thought he could do more, a very little 
I have yielded to : fresh embassies and suits. 

Nor from tbe Estate nor private friends, hereafter 
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AVill I lend ear to.—Hal what shout is this? [Shout within. 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the same time ’tis made ? I will not. 

Enter, in mourning habits , Viiigilta, Volumia* hading young 
Marcius, Valeria, and Attendants. 

My wife comes foremost; then the honour’d mould 
Wherein this trunk was fram’d, and in her hand 
The grandchild to licr blood. But, out, affection 1 
All bond and privilege of nature, break! 

Let it be virtuous to be obstinate,— 

What is that curt’sy worth? or those doves' eyes, 

Which can make gods forsworn ? —I melt, and am not 
Of stronger earth than others.—My mother bows; 

As if Olympus to a molehill should 

In supplication nod j and my young boy 

Hath an aspect of intercession, which 

Great nature cries, "Deny not.”—Let the Volsces 

Plough Rome, and harrow Italy: I’ll never 

Re such a gosling to obey instinct; hut stand, 

As if a man were author of himself, 

And knew no other kin. 

Vh\ My lord and husband l 

Cor . These eyes are not the same I wore in Rome, 

Vir. The sorrow that delivers us thus chang'd 
Makes you think so. 

Cor . Like a dull actor now, 

I have forgot my part, and I am out. 

Even to a full disgrace,—-Best of my flesh, 

Tor give my tyranny ; but do not say. 

For that, "Forgive our Romans/' 0, a kiss 
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge 1 
Now, by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiss 
I carried from thee, dear; and my true lip 
Hath virgin’d it e’er since.—You gods! I prate ,( m ) 

And the most noble mother of the world 

Leave unsaluted: sink, my knee, i* the earth; [Kneek. 

Of thy deep duty more impression show 

Than that of common sons. 
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j/ 0 l % O, stand up blcss’d! 

Whilst, with no softer cushion than the flint, 

I kneel before thee; and improperly 
Show duty, as mistaken all this while 

between the child and parent. [Kneel#, 

Cor . What is this ? 

Your knees to me ? to your corrected son ? 

Then let the pebbles oil the hungry beach 
Fillip the stars ; then let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars ’gainst the fiery sun ; 

Murdering impossibility, to make 
What cannot be, slight work. 

Vol . Thou art my warrior ; 

1 holp( 123 ) to frame thee.—Do you know this lady ? 

Co?. The noble sister of Publicola, 

The moon of Rome; chaste as the icicle, 

That’s curdled by the frost from purest snow. 

And hangs on Dian’s temple :—dear Valeria ! 

Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours, 

"Which by the interpretation of full time 
May show like all yourself. 

Cor. The god of soldiers, 

With the consent of supremo Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleness; that thou nuiyst prove 
To shame unvulucrable, and stick i' the wars 
Like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw, 

And saving those that eye thee! 

Vol. Your knee, sirrah. 

Cor, That’s my brave boy ! 

Col. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myself, 

Are suiting to you. 

Cor. I beseech you, peace: 

Oi, if you’d ask, remember this before,— 

The things( 1A *) L have forsworn to grant may never 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome’s mechanics;—tell me not 
Wherein I seem unnatural: desire not 
To allay my rages and revenges with 
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Your colder reasons. 

Fol» 0, no more, no more! 

You have said you will not grant us any thing; 

-For we have nothing else to ask, but that 
Which you deny already : yet we will ask; 

That, if yuu( 12J ) fail in our request, the blame 
May hang upon your hardness: therefore hear us, 

Cor . Aulidius, and you Volsces, mark; for we’ll 
Hear naught from Rome in private.—Your request ? 

Vol, Should we be silent and not speak, our raiment 
And state of bodies would bewray what life 
We have led since thy exile. Think with thyself 
llow more unfortunate than all living women 
Arc we come hither: since that thy sight, which should 
Make our eyes iiow with joy, hearts dance with comforts, 
Constrains them weep, and shake with fear and sorrow; 
Making the mother, wife, and child, to see 
The son, the husband, and the father, tearing 
His country’s bowels out. And to poor we 
Thine enmity’s most capital: thou barr’st us 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
That all hut we enjoy ; for how can we, 

Alas, how can we for our country pray. 

Whereto we are bound,—-together with thy victory. 
Whereto we are bound? alack, or we must lose 
The country, our dear nurse; or else thy person, 

Our comfort in the country. We must lind 

An evident calamity, though we had 

Our wish, which side should win; for either thou 

Must, as a,foreign recreant, be led 

With manacles thorough our streets, or else 

Triumphantly tread on thy country’s ruin. 

And bear the palm for having bravely shed 
Tliy wife and children’s blood. For myself, son, 

I purpose not to wait oil fortune till 
These wars determine: if I cannot persuade thee 
Rather to show a noble grace to both parts 
Than seek the end of une, thou shalt no sooner 
March to assault thy country than to tread 
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(Trust to't, tliou shalt not,) on Ay mover’s womb. 

That brought thee to this world. 

yi r% Ay, and mine, 

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 
Jjiving to time. 

Boy* ’A shall not tread on me ; 

I’ll run away till I am bigger, but then I’ll fight. 

Cor . Not of a woman’s tenderness to be, 

Requires nor child nor womans face to see. 

I have sat too long. [Rising, 

Vol, Nay, go not from us thus. 

If it were so that our request did tend 

To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 

The Volsces whom you serve, you might condemn us, 

As poisonous of your honour: no ; our suit 

Is, that you reconcile them : while the Volsces 

May say, (< This mercy we have show’d" ; the Romans, 

“ This we receiv’d” ; and each in either sido 

Give the all-kail to thee, and cry, “Be blcss’d 

Tor making up this peace” l Thou know’st, great son, 

The end of wai’s uncertain ; hut this certain. 

That, if tliou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which tliou shalt thereby reap is such a name, 

Whose repetition will be dogg’d with curacs \ 

Whose chronicle thus writ,— ,f The man was noble, 

But with his last attempt he wip’d it out j 
Desti-oy’d Jus country; and his name remains 
To the ensuing age abliorr’d.” Speak to me, son : 

Thou hast affected the fine strains of honour, 

To imitate the graces of the gods; 

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o’ the air, 

And yet to charge^ 2 ' 1 ) thy sulphur with a holt 
That should hut rive an oak. Why dost not speak ? 

Think’st thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs ?—-Daughter, speak you: 

He cares not for your weeping.—Speak thou, boy : 

Perhaps thy childishness will move him more 
Than can our reasons.—There’s no man in the world 
More bound to's mother; yet here he lets me prate 
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Like one i* the stocks.—Thou hast never in thy life 
Skew'd thy clear mother any courtesy; 

When she (poor bon), fond of no second brood, 

Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and safely home, 

Loaden with honour. Say my request’s unjust, 

And spurn me hack; but if it be not so, 

Thou art not honest j and the gods will plague thee, 

That thou restraint from me the duty which 
To a mother's part belongs.—He turns away; 

Down, ladies; let us shame him with our knees.( 18G ) 

To his surname Coriolanus longs more pride 
Than pity to our prayers, Down : an end; 

This is the last:—-so wo will home to Rome, 

And die among our neighbours,—Nay, behold "s : 

This boy, that cannot tell what lie would have, 

But kneels and holds up hands for fellowship, 

Does reason our petition with more strength 
Than thou hast to deny T.—Come, let us go : 

This fellow had a Volscian to his mother ; 

His wife is in Corioli, and his child 

Like him by chance.—Yet give us our dispatch: 

I am hush’d until our city be a-fire. 

And then Til speak a little. 

Cor . [after holding Volumnia by the hand in silence ] O 
mother, mother! 

What have you done ? Behold, the heavens do ope, 

The gods look down, and this unnatural scene 
They laugh at. 0 my mother, mother! 0 ! 

You have won a liappy victory to Rome; 

But, for your son,— believe it, 0, believe it, 

Most dangerously you have with him prevail'd, 

If not most mortal to him* But, let it come — 

Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 

1*11 frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius, 

Were you in my stead, would you have Wrd( 12 *) 

A mother less ? or granted less, Aufidius ? 

Juf* I was mov'd withal, 

Q 0Vt I dare be sworn you were: 

And, sir, it is no little thing to make 
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Mine eyes to sweat compassion. But, good sir, 

What peace you’ll make, advise me : for my part, 

I’ll not to Rome, 1*11 back with you; and pray you, 

Stand to me m this cause.—O mother ! wife! 

Auf* I am glad thou hast set thy mercy and thy honour 
At difference in thee : out of that I'll work 
Myself a former fortune. [Aside* 

[The Ladies make signs to Conolanus. 
Cor* Ay, by and by ; 

I Jo Yohmnia, Virgilia, 

But wo will drink together; and you shall bear 
A better witness back than words, which we, 

On like conditions, will have counter-seaTd. 

Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deserve 
To have a temple built you: all the swords 
In Italy, and liei* confederate arms, 

Could not have made this peace. [Exeunt* 


Scene IV. Rome* A public place* 

Loiter Menenius and Siuinius. 

Men* See you jond coign o’ the Capitol,—yond corner¬ 
stone ? 

Sic . Why, wliat of that ? 

Men* If it be possible for you to displace it with your 
little finger, there is some hope the ladies of Rome, especially 
his mother, may prevail with him. But I say there is no 
hope 11 ft: our throats are sentenced, and stay upon execu¬ 
tion. 

Sic . Is’t possible that so short a time can alter the con¬ 
dition of a man ? 

Men* There is diflbieiicy between a grub and a butterfly; 
yet your butterfly was a grub. This Mareius is grown from 
man to diugon: he has wings j he’s more than a eicoping* 
thing. 

Sic* He loved his mother dearly. 

Men . So did he me: and he no more remembers Ins 
mother now than an eight-year-old horse. The tartness of 
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his face sours ripe grapes: when he walkSj he moves like an 
engine, and the ground shrinks before his treading : he is 
able to pierce a corslet with his eye; talks like a knell, and 
his hum is a battery. Re sits in his state, as a tiling made 
for Alexander. What he bids be done, is finished with his 
bidding. He wants nothing of a god but eternity, and a 
heaven to throne in. 

Sic . Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark what mercy 
his mother shall bring from him: there is no more mercy ill 
him than there is milk in a male tiger; thrit shall our poor 
city find : and all this is long of you, 

Sic . The gods be good unto us! 

Man, No } in such a case the gods will not be good unto 
us. When wc banished him, we respected not them; and, 
lie returning to break our necks, they respect not us. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Sir, if youkl save your life, ily to your house : 

The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune, 

And halo him up and down; all swearing, if 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort home, 

They’ll give him death by inches. 

Enter a second Messenger. 

Sic, What’s the news? 

Sec . Mess, Good news, good news;—the ladies have pre¬ 
vail’d, 

The Volscians are dislodg’d, and Mnrcius gone : 

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 

No, not the expulsion of the Taujuins, 

Sic. Friend, 

Art thou certain this is true ? is it most certain ? ( I2d ) 

Sec, Mess, As certain as I know the sun is fire; 

Where have you lurk’d, that you make doubt of it ? 

Ne'ei through an arch so lumied the blown tide, 

As the recomforted through the gates^ Why, hark you! 

[Trumpets and hautboys sounded, and drums beaten , 
all together . Shouting also within. 

The trumpets, saclcbuts, psalteries, and fifes,. 
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Tabors, and cymbals, and tlic sbouting Romans, 

Make the sun dance. Hark you! [Shouting again. 

Men . This is good news: 

I will go meet the ladies. This Volumnia 
Is worth of consuls, senators, patricians, 

A city lull \ of tribunes, such as you, 

A sea and land full. You have pray’d well to-day : 

This morning for ten thousand of your throats 
I’d not have given a doit.—Hark, how they joy ! 

[Shouting and music. 

Sic, First, tli& gods bless you for your tidings ; next, 
Accept my thankfulness. 

Sec. Mess , Sir, we have all 

Great cause to give great thanks. 

Sic. They are near the city ? 

Sec. Mess . Almost at point to enter. 

Sic. We will meet them, 

And help the joy. [Esjeu?il.( m ) 


Scene V. The same. A street near the gate . 

Enter VoLiniNiAj Vi kg ilia, Valeria, Ac. accompanied by Sena¬ 
tors, Patricians, and Citizens. 

j First Sen, Behold our patroness, the life of Rome ! 

Call all your tribes together, praise the gods, 

And make triumphant hies; stiew flow ers before them ; 
XJnshout the noise that banish’d Marcius, 

Repeal him with the welcome of hi^mother j 
Cry, f * Welcome, laches, welcome !” 

AIL Welcome, ladies, 

Welcome! [A Jlourish with drums and i) impels. Exeunt. 


Scene YL Antium . A public place. 
Enter Tullus Aurrmus, with Attendants. 

Auf. Go tell the lords o' the city I am here: 
Deliver them this paper: having read it. 

Bid them repair to the market-place; where I, 
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Even in theirs anti in the commons’ ears. 

Will vouch the truth of it. Him 1 accuse 
Tile city ports by this hath enter'd, and 
Intends to appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himself with words: dispatch. 

[Exeunt Attendants , 

Enter three or four Conspirators of AuriDiua’ faction. 

Most welcome! 

First Con, How is it with our general ? 

Auf, Even so 

As with a man by his own alms empoison'd. 

And with his charity slain. 

Sea, Con » Most noble sir, 

If you do hold the same intent wherein 
You wish'd us parties, we'll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

Auf Sir, I cannot tell: 

We must proceed as we do find the people, 

Third Con . The people will remain uncertain whilst 
’Twixt you there's difference j hut the fall of either 
Makes tho survivor heir of all. 

Auf I know it ; 

And my pretext to strike at him admits 
A good construction, I rais'd him, and I pawn'd 
Mine honour for his truth: who being so heighten’d, 
lie water’d his new plants with dews of flattery. 

Seducing so my friends and, to this end, 

Ho bow’d Ms nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unswayable, and free. 

Third Con . Sir, his stoutness 
When he did stand for consul, which lie lost 
By lack of stooping,— 

Juf, That I would have spoke of: 

Being banish’d fork, lie came unto my hearth; 

Presented to my knife his throat: I took him; 

Made him joint-servant with me; gave him way 
In all his own desires j nay, let him choose 
Out of my files, his projects to accomplish, 

VOt. IV. So 
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My best and freshest men; serv’d Ms dcsignV&eMs 
In mine own person; liolp to reap the fame 
’Which he dicl end( 130 ) all his; and took some pride 
To do myself this wrong: till, at the last, 

I seem’d his follower, not partner j and 
He tfag’d me with Ids countenance, as if 
I had been mercenary. 

First Con, So he did, my lord,— 

The army marvelI’d at it; and, in the last, 

When he had carried Rome, and that wc lock'd 
For no less spoil than glory,— 

Auf\ There was it— 

For which my sinews shall be stretch’d upon him. 

At a few drops of women’s rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he sold the blood and labour 
Of our great action: therefore shall lie die, 

And I’ll renew me in his fall.—But, hark! 

[Drums and trumpets sounds with great shouts of 
the People. 

First Con . Your native town you enter’d like a post, 

And had no welcomes home; but he returns. 

Splitting the air with noise. 

Sec. Con . And patient fools, 

Whose children he hath slain, their base throats tear 
With giving' him glory. 

Third Con . Therefore, at your vantage, 

Ere lie express himself, or move the people 
With what he would say, let him feel your sword, 

Which we will second, When lie lies along, 

After your way his tale pronounc’d shall bury 
His reasons with his body. 

Auf. Say no moro : 

Here come the lords. 

Fnter the Lords of the city. 

Lords . You aie most welcome home. 

Auf* I have not deserv’d it. 

But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus’d 
What I have written to you ? 
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Lords . We have. 

First Lord . And grieve to hear *t. 

Wliat faults he made before the last, I think 
Might have found easy fines : but there to end 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our levies, answering us 
With our own charge, making a treaty where 
There was a yielding,—this admits no excuse. 

Aiif. He approaches: you shall hear him. 

Filter CoiuoLANUSj vnlh drum and colours; a crowd of Citizens 
with him. 

Cor. Hail, lords 1 I am return'd your soldier; 

No more infected with my country’s love 
Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting 
Under your great command, You are to know, 

Thai prosperously I have attempted, and, 

With bloody passage, led your wars even to 
The gates of Home. Our spoils we have brought homo 
Do more than counterpoise a full third part 
The charges of the action. We have made peace, 

With no less honour to the Antiates 

Than shame to the Romans: and we here deliver, 

Subscrib'd by the consuls and patricians. 

Together with the seal o’ the senate, what 
We have compounded on. 

Auf Read it not, noWe lords ,* 

But tell the traitor, in the highest degree 
He hath abus’d your powers, 

Cor « Traitor!—how now 1 

Auf Ay, traitor, Mavcius! 

(j QVt Maichisl 

Auf Ay, Marcius, Cains Mavcius: dost thou think 
I’ll grace tliee with that robbery, thy stol'n name 
Coriolanus in Corioli ?— 

You lords and beads o’ the state, perfidiously 
He has betray’d youv business, and given up, 

For certain chops of salt, your city Rome 
(I say, your city) to his wife and mother; 



COHIOLANUiS. 


[Acx v. 


7r>6 

Breaking his oath and resolution, like 
A twist of rotten silk; never admitting 
Counsel o’ the war; hut at his nurse's tears 
He whin'd and roar'd away your victory; 

That pages blush'd at him, ancl men of heart 
Look'd wondering each at other. 

Cor. ITear’st thou, Mars ? 

Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears! 

Cor . Hal 

Auf t No more. 

Co)\ Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy 1 0 slave!— 

Pardon me, lords, 'tis the fn\st time that ever 
I was forc’d to scold. Tour judgments, my grave lords, 
Must give this cur the lie: and his own notion 
(Who wears my stripes impress’d upon him; that 
Must hear my heating to his grave) shall join 
To thrust the lie unto him. 

First Lord . Peace, both, and hear me spjeak. 

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Yolsces ; men and lads, 

Stain all your edges on me.*—Boy ! false hound ! 

If you have writ your annals true, ’tis there, 

That, like an eagle in a dove-cote, I 
lTuttei'd( 181 ) your Volscians in Corioli: 

Alone I did it.—Boy ! 

Auf* Why; noble lords, 

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 

Which was your shame, by this unholy braggart, 

’Fore your own eyes and ears ? 

Conspirators. Let him die for't. 

Citiz&n 3 , Tear him to pieces, do it presently ;—he killed 
my son;—my daughter;—he killed my cousin Marcus lie 
killed my father,— 

Sue. Lord , Peace, ho !—no outrage :—peace ! 

The man is noble, and his fame folds-in 
This orb o’ the earth. His last oflences to us 
Shall have judicious hearing.—Stand, Aufklius, 

And trouble not the peace. 

Cor. O that I had him. 
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With six Aufidiuses, or more, his tribe. 

To use my lawful sword 1 

Auf , Insolent villain ! 

Conspirators . Kill, kill, kill, hill, kill him! 

[Aujidius and the Conspirators draw, and hill Carlo- 
lanns, who falls: Aufidius stands on him , 
Lords* Hold, hold, hold, hold l 

Auf My noble masters, hear me speak. 

First Lord, O Tubus,— 

Sec . Lord . Thou hast done a deed whereat valour will 
weep. 

Third Lord . Tread not upon him.—Masters all, be quiet; 
Put up your swords, 

Auf\ My lords, when you shall know (as in this rage, 
Provok'd by him, you cannot,) the great danger 
Which this man’s life did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Please it your honours 
To call me to your senate, IT deliver 
Myself your loyal servant, or endure 
Your heaviest censure. 

First Lord . Bear from hence his body,— 

And mourn you for him let him be regarded 
As the most noble corse that ever herald 
Did fallow to his urn. 

Sec . Lord, His own impatience 

Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame, 

Let's make the best of it. 

Auf My rnge is gene; 

And I am struck with sorrow*—Take him up:— 

Help, three o’ the chiefest soldiers; I’ll be one.— 

Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully: 

Trail your steel pikes,—Though in this city he 
Hath widow'd and unchilded many a one, 

Which to this hour bewail the injury, 

Yet he shall have a noble memory,— 

Assist. [Exeunt, beating the lady of Coriolanm. 

A dead march sounded. 
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P. (554. (*) M Citizens. Against him first” See. 

Mobno thinks that this speech (which in the folio has the prefix “/iff 1 ) 
ought to be assigned to the Phut Citizen t and the context secius to ftivour 
tlint alteration. 

P. 054. ($) « Sec. Cit, JVdjf, but speak not maliciously ” 

The folio gives this speech to which Mr. Knight, regardless of its 

Atatmiifiy, retains, 

P. 054, (3) “Jfirsfc Cit. Our business f &c. 

lt This ftiwl ftH tlio subsequent plebeian speeches in this sccua are given in tko 
old copy to the second Citizen, But tho dialogue at the opening of the- piny 
shows tlmfc it must liavo been a mistake, and that they ought to be attributed 
to thcjfr’si Citizen The second is rather friendly to CoriolaiuisJ 1 Malone. 
—Mr, Knight,—who ‘‘adheres to tlio original copy for the precise reason, 
which Malone gives for departing from it,”—declines that "Tins speaker is 
of aJughei cast than he who says, ‘Let ua kill him, and well have coin at 
our own price 1 ”,—a view of the Citizen's character quite at \arianco with tho 
description of it which, according to Mr. Knight's own text, Menemus pre¬ 
sently gives,— 

" What do you think? 

You, the groat toe of this assembly ? 

Seo, Cit, I tho great too ? Why the groat too ? 

Men, Tor that, being ono o’ the lowest, basest, poorest, 

Of this most wise rebel lion, thou go ’st foremost* 

Thou rascal, that art worst in blood to run, 

Lend'sfc fhst, to win some vantage-' 1 

In foot, tho passage just cited sorves to piovo that Malone was well warranted 
in altering the prefix hoie and subsequently, (In act ii. sc. 3, where Cono- 
lunus, about to solicit tho voices of tho people, says, "hero comes A. U11ACK,” 
tho folio has “Enter three of the Citizensf and prefixes to their respective 
speeches « 3 Cilf “2 CU.f n l Cit”) 


P, 055. C 1 ) n I will venture 

To stale’t a little more” 

Tho folio lias “ To scaloV &c.—Sco iny Remarks on Mr. Collier's and Mr, 
Knight’s cds, of Shakespeare, &o, p, 158. 


r. C5G ( 6 ) *‘i< tauntingly replied,” See, 

Tlio folio has fI it taintingly repiyedf &c. 

P, 65 G. (°) “ The kingly-crowned head,” 8c c, 

Mr. Singer (Shakcspem e Vindicated , &c. p. 203) says that this passage “ evi- 
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d&ntly belongs to lV^cnoluus. ,, I think, on tho contrary, that it evidently 
belongs to tho Citizen, who assumes tho part and language of the rebelli¬ 
ous members. If it be taken from the Citizen, wliat pioprioty is there m 
the subsequent exclammtion of Mcrmmus, 11 ’Pave me, this fellow spends/"? 
(In Mr. Singer's Shahespcni e t 182 G, I find liok only that this is givon to 
Moncnius, but that, among other changes in the distribution of the present 
dialogue, tho words,— 

“ Should by the cormorant belly bo res train’d, 

AVho is the sink o' the body,'*—* 

nre transferred to Mencnius,—- with great im/itncas,) 


r.G57. (?) “digest,” &e. 

I may notioo that hove the folio has 44 disg<iafc, ,> &o, (which spoiling was 
formerly not unusual)j but that afterwards m this play (sea p 702) it Ims, 
“The Senates* Courtcsio digest ”—A writer in Notes and Queries, vol. v\, 27, 
defending the grosa corruption of the folio in act iu.se. 1, “ Bosomc-inulti- 
phed” (see note ( 50 )), rests a portion of his very weak argument on tho pie- 
sent passage, which ho docs not scruple to maintain ought henceforth to bo 
pointed thus,— 

" The senators of Home are this good belly, 

And you tho mutinous incmbois I—For examine— 

Their counsels and their cares digest things rightly 
Touching the weal o’ the common I—you ahull find,” &e. J 1 


P 057. (fl) u What's the matter, you tliswniioiis i ogues. 

That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 

Maheyourselves scabs? 

First Cit. Wc have ever your good word 

Mai. 11c that unit gne good wonts to ye will flutter 
Jleneath nbhornng. What would you hare , you cuts* &o, 

Th 0 folio 1ms li Mai . He that will give good wonts to thou, will flatter f & 0tj — 
the hanscriber or compositor, it would scorn, having mistaken “yof foi “y M 
[i 0. thco] —that the author could not possibly have written “ 11100 *’ ho*e is 
manllfcst. * 

V. 658. ( a ) u (ii e almost thoroughly” &o. 

Mr. Collier’s hie. Corrector reads 11 arc all most thoroughly f &c. 


P. G50, ( lQ ) ,c Shouting their Miiiluliun." 

The folio has * l Shooting their* Bee. 


P. 659. (ii) “have first unroof’d the city” & Cl 

Tim folio 1ms « have first vmoo’st the city** &e. 
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P. GGO ( ,J ) “ J^ohle. Mar cut a }" 

Hero Theobald altered "Marcum 11 to “Lmtius:” but, as Mnlono obsorves, the 
alteration is questionable. 


P* GGO, ( 13 ) 14 imttiUCetsf &c. 

Hero the folio has *inutincrs, 1 ’ form which I have not retained, only 

bee an so in 2 J hc Tempest not iii. sc, 2, the folio 1ms “if you proue a mutineers*' 


See. 


V 002. ( n ) » Corioh." 

The, folia ll\yo\\ghftv\t "CttvtoVwi" («n& “ CwA^hys”),, ww ra it rcito'm 
that Shnkospeiiro vroto tlio name correctly. 

h 

P. 003. (») 

u At Grecian swcrch contending ,— Tell Valeria" See. 

Ho Lho second folio—The fust folio lifts, 

41 At Grecian sword. Con terming, tell Valeria" &c.— 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector read'* “ At Grecian silojJs contemning,” &c., i.e, 
says Mr. Collior (who, in his eel of Shakespeare lmd himself suggested that 
rending), “contemning at Grecian swords, despjbing them,” But qy, is “con- 
tmnimj at” legitimate phraseology ?*—A critic in DlachccoiVs Magazine for 
Sept, 1853, p. 320, observes; “Unless wo can obtain a better substitute than 
'contemning? we mo not disposed to niter the received reading.” (Sineo this 
noto was written, Mr. IV. H. Lettsom has proposed to me, «As Grecian 
swords contemning.”) 

P. 004. C 6 ) 

“ What arc you sewing here ? A fine spoi t in good faith" 1 

A vaiious rending, sufficiently obvious, occurred to Zachary Jackson 6 Kptn- 
ic 6 Ta 7 os,— >l What i are [the usual modern punctuation] you sewing here? A 
fine sport, in good faith :** but Valeria would lmrdly call sewing a sport 


P. 9G4, ( IJ ) “has such a confirmed countenance” 

Here, because tho folio gi\oa “ha’s,” the modern editors punt “h’as” and “he 
has:" but sco note ( M ) p 525. (Afterwards in this play, p G94, wo find, 
accoiding to the folio, “Uo ha’s dono Xobly,” &c., “He ha's it now," &g,, and 
41 IIg ha's our Voycos, Sir.”) 


P. 667. ( I9 ) 

44 You shames of Hornet you herd of—Boils and plagues 
Plaster you o'er,' Sic. 

In tlio folic thus,— 

“ You shames of Home: you Heard of Bylcs and Plagues 
riats ter you o're" See. 
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44 Tills psissago, lilto almost every other abrupt sentence in theso plays, was 
rentlcied 11 nmtellig"i 1>T0 in the old copy by inaccurate punctuation. l H or the 
present regulation I am nnswemble. ‘You herd of cowrudsf Mftrcuis would 
say, but Ins rago prevents him. 1 ' Mai.oiJ 13.—(lh‘« Collier's Mtb Corrector 

i ctuh,— 

“ You shames of Home 1 Unheard of both anti plagues 
Piaster you o'erf &c.,— 

nor <\o 1 think tlio alteration so “Tory improbable” as it appears to Mr. 
Singer (Slmkespcai e Vindicated, &c. p, 210), wlic uslta “why -unheard of?” 
Surely, the“boils nrnl plagues’ 1 might he termed “unbend of,” if those on 
whom they fell wero consequently to 

“ho abhorrM 

Idirthcv than seen, and one infect another 
Against the wind a mile. 5 ') 

1\ 667. ( 10 ) "followedf 

So the second folio.—The first folio Jms "folJowcs,” 


P, G57. ( w ) “TOo, sensible, c utdaua his senseless sword. 

And, when it bows, stands up I ” 

The folio has,— 

“"Who sensibly out-dares his sencclcsse Sword, 

And token d Lowes, stand'st vpf 

P, G68. ( 2J ) lt Bi'Cn to Cato's wish,* See. 

The correction of Tlieobal cl: seo Ins note, and Platon os, ad 1 .—The folio 1ms 
,f Eiten to Caine’? wish” See 


P, 660 ( s ) “ Ye Homan godsf &o. 

Tho folio has “ Tho Romanf &c. 

P. 671. ( M ) ''the Anlmtesf &c. 

Hero tho folio has “ the Antients,” &c.; but in tho noxt speech ithns "Antial&'K 

V. 671. ( 2J ) “ Leaser his person f &c, 

The folio has r * lessen Ins person f See. 


P. 672. C 3 ) “Pleaseyou to match; 

And four shall quickly draw out my command, 

Which men aic best inclin'd ” 

In the second line various alterations of tlio word “four" havo been pi op os eel 
but soc tho attempts of Steo\cns and Mason to explain the okl text, which 
nro perhaps ns satisfactory ns any of the conjectural readings.—Mr. Collier’s 
Ms. Corrector makes a violent change here. 
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l 1 . 073. p) 

” That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine honours" &e, 

Hero, us Sydney Walker observes (Sfiakespeate's Versification , &u. p IGl), 
"plebeians” is to bo pionounccd “jMians.” (Indeed, the spelling of the folio 
hero Is "Flubeans:” but in act iii. sc. 1, tho folio 1ms 

“ Lot tliom linuc Cushions by you. You are Plebeians,” &c, 
ami in not v, «c, 5, 

“ Tlio Plebeians linuo got your Follow Tribune,” &o, r 

while in a proso specel), net ii. sc, 1, it 1ms “tho Ilearclsinon of the Beastly 
Plebmmf) 

l 3 . G7D, (W) “ When steel grows soft as the parasite's silk, 

Let him be made a coverture for the wars.” 

Tho folio 1ms "Let him be made an Ouovturs for Ik ’ IFarres.”—I lead, with 
Tyrwhitt and Mr, Collier's Ms. Corrector, "a coverture;" for I cannot but 
tlnnli that tho*common tutors Jmvo most signally failed in their endeavours to 
suppoi t tho old lection; and nothing can bo moro ridiculous tlmn Malone’s 
adducing, in its defence, from Twelfth Night, r< no overture of war ,”—ns if 
Llmfc o\piossion were parallel to 11 an overture for the wars”! (Shakespeare 
has tho word "coveriuie” el bu who r o),—Tyr whi1t and Mr. Cnllier’s Mb. Cor- 
reeloL' >miko aiiothor alteration bore,—the former reading **Let this be made” 
&o., tho lafcfcor "Let it be made” &c,’ but, as Stcovons observes, “the per¬ 
sonal him is not mi frequently used by our author, and other writers of Ins 
age, instead of if, tlio nciiLor."—Various changes liavo been tried in the point¬ 
ing of this passage: I give wlrnfc I conceive to ho the true punctuation, 


V. G76. (j 28 ) “ You shout me,” See. 

The folio has " You shoot me,” &c. 


Y. 5. ( OJ1 ) f< Catos HmATO Cotw»ah\w ” 

Tho folio has “ Minolta Caius Coriolanus” both liorc and in the next speech, 


V. 077. 0°) 11 Embarquemcnls all qffury, 11 &c 

I lore " Embarquments” lias been alteied to " Imbankinentsj” but tho old 
reading is doubtless right, seo tho notes of Steevens nnd Malone ad L 


l\ 078. ( J1 ) “ I am hmown to be a humorous pat) icicm, and one that loves a 

eup of hot wine with not a drop of allaying Tibei in't ; said to be something im¬ 
perfect in favouring the fust complaint, hasty and imder-lihe upon too trivial 
motion ” &c. 

Hero Mr, Collier’s Mh. Correolov makes an emendation on which several 



[ 704 ] 


critics have bestowed great applause * ho substitutes "the thirst complaint ; ,f 
tiTuI Mr. CoUiQii who pronounces the reading of the folio to be “merely nu 
error from mishearing on the part of the copyist/ 1 nshs “ AVlint ia * the lira 6 
noTnplamt* in connexion with Mtiivemus ‘3 love for 1 a cup of hot wine* ?** But 
is it quit© certain that any “ connexion 11 lvna intended between "the fust com¬ 
plain?* and il a cup of hot mno”? at lea&t, if the folio faithfully roprcsewtn thu 
author’s punctuation, none was intended* for in tho folio wo find a colon after 
Tiber mt," while “ the first complaint ” is disjoined only by a comma from 
“hasty and iinder-lilte upon too trivial motion"—woids which assuredly Jo 7wt 
in any way uUvde to Men thins,'? fondness for drinking. Again, is “ ihc thnsfc 
complaint" a probable expression?—In short, I consider tho Ms, Con cot or ’b 
alteration as a very doubtful one; and I have tho satisfoelion or knowing that 
Mr John Pmster concurs with me in that opinion.—I imi&t adch that Mr. 
Singer’s explanation of “first" appears to me oven more unlikely than the 
Ms, Corrector’s now reading,—by which indeed it was* evidently suggested 
“ it beans,” he says, H that thirst Was sometime proviniually pronounced and 
spelt first and furst. Mcnenius usi‘5 it jocularly.” Shakespeare Vindicated, 
&c, p. 213. % 


I 1 . 679. ( w ) t% 1 cannot say * l Sc 0 . 

Tho folio has "I can say** &c. 


P* 679. ( M ) "that tell you have" &c. 

Popo printed “that tell you you have" &c, 

P. 67 D. ( 3 ‘) “bisson" &c. 

U^rft Uyc. spelhug wf tl>o folio is <( httenotao/* &n<: Wliiu Hamlet, act n. sc. % It 
has "Ilisson fthoumc 11 

P. 080. («) «• Vol. Vir. Nay, ’its to ucf 

Tho prefix in tho folio ig “3 Ladies,” which is kopfc by Malone and others, 
but it can only mean VoUnmua and Vivgiha, (In the preceding stage- 
direction I havo let tho modern addition “&C.” rouuuu, bectuisu wo are 
hardly to suppose that the throa ladies enter unaccompanied.) 


P. 680. ( 30 ) " cmpiricutic” 

Spelt iu the folio n ^npencAf/uhVjacj’ 1 which in tho third folio wag nltorcd to 
“EwpencfUHjue” aiul so ft owe — Pop c punted ** nnpeno”— Mr. Collier’s 
Ma. Corrector substitutes “ empiric physic.” 


ft. 681. (fi) u a name i 0 Cuius Marcias; these 

In honour follows Cot lolcinus,” 


The folia has 
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**« Nairn to Martins Cauia: 

These in honor fallows Martins Cuius Coriolanus." 


I 1 . 683. (**) "Bui with them change of honours ” 

The commentators defend tho text by the scriptural expression, " change 
of inline lit.”—lloro Theobald nltcied "change" to "charge —and afterwards 
in this play (sec p. 748) the folio lias, by ail undoubted misprint, “And yofc to 
change thy Sulphuro/ 1 &c, 


P. 683. ( J3 ) "ITOifc she chats him" 

Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector substitutes “-cheers himf a nil Mr. Singer 

{Shahcspcaic Vindicated, & c. p, 214) is confident iyo ought to rend "- 

claps lum T but it certainly would seem that the nurse m question has not yet 
seen Coiiolaims, and therefore (us is observed by a erilio in Blackwood's 
Magazine for Sopt, 1853, p, 321) ♦‘both cheering and clapping would be pre¬ 
mature.” 

P. G84, (») "their war.” 

S to oven a would read “ the war —juul rightly, I suspect. 


I\ (584. ( 4I ) 11 Shall touch the people" Sc c. 

Tho folio lias "Shalt tench the ” Sc o.—Mr. Knight suggested (but did not 
adopt) wlint is cvidoatly the true rending, n Shall touch the ” &c,;—and ac 
Mr. Collier's Ma. Corrector. 


P. 68 G. ( 43 ) "By Caius Murcius Con'olanus; whom 
We meat Itctc," See. 

Tho folio hem 

" By Martins Cuius Coriolanus whom 
We mot hcie” &o. 

1\ G87. ( 43 ) '* We shall be bless'd to do” See. 

Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector substitutes “ We shall be picsfc to do” &o.; mid 
Mr. Hingev’s Mb. Corrector makes tho same change,—Mr. Singer terming it 
“ n good and legitimate emendation.’* (Sltahespetne Vindicated, See, p. 215.) — 
That "prosit” (uc. ready) amts tho present speech very well, theio is no deny¬ 
ing ; but " blcss’d” (i.e, most happy) is supported by a passage in King John , 
act m, sc. 1 4 — 

11 and then we shall be hlcss'd 
To do your pleasure, find continue friends.’* 

Again, wc liavo in The Two Gentlemen qf Verona, act v* sc. 4, — 

11 Let mo be Mess'd to make this lmppy close ” 
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P. G90. 0") 

“Wc recommend to ijoity tribunes of the people. 

Our purpose to them ;—and to our nolle consul 
Wish ivc all jot/ and honour" 

Mason's proposed alteration of the pointing,— 

tl Our purposei—to tlrom and to our noble consul 
Wish we all joy and honour" 

has been adopted by Mr. Collier, though it is distinctly proved to bo wrong 
liy the vory next speech, 

“ Senators. To Coriolaniw come all joy aiul honoiu 1" 


P GOO C 5 ) “some auburn, some" See. 

Hoio the folio has 11 some Abram, some" See., hut in The Two Gentlemen of 
Verona , act iv. sc 2, it lias “Her liniro is Ahurnc, mum is perfect Yellow ’ — 
and in tho present passage the editor of the fourth folio altered the old cor¬ 
rupt spelling 11 Abram” to “auburn.” 


P, G02, ( 40 ) *' So, here comes a bi ace, 

Re-cn ter two Citizens. 

You know the cause, sir, of my standing hem. 

First Cit We do, sir" &c. 

See note ( 3 ).—Rowe printed u You know the cause, sirs, of my” &e , and tho 
alteration is peihnps right, for Coiiolanus nmy now ho speaking to the 
“brace,” though lie presently asks them for fchoir voices one by one. 

In the more recent editions (Mr. Knight's excepted) tlio dialogue between 
Coiiolanus and these tno Citizens ib ammged iti a sort of verse; but the folio 
gives it as prose 1 , nor dees it seem to lm\c been intended by the author for 
verse, any more than tho dialogue between Coriolnmis and the “ two other 
Citizens,”—of which no editor 1ms attempted to ninko verso. 


P. G02. ( 47 ) "Ay, not mne own desire" See 

Tho folio has “7, but mine” fte.*—Tlio corxectlon was made in the third folio 


P, G93. ( n ) “IP7/y in (hh woohish toijc should I” See. 

The folio has “T77iy in Hus Woolmsh tongue should I” ike. —Tlio editor of tho 
second folio nltered “ tongue” to “gowne”—In this very doubtful passage T 
have thought it better to retain tho “molvish” of tho old copy —Mr. Collior's 
Correctoi substitutes “ woolless:” — sco tho notes ad l. in tlio Vanin. Shahe- 
spcaie, !\Lr. Singer's Sha he yea re Vindicated, &c p 215, Blackwood* s Maga¬ 
zine for Sopt. 1B53, p, 322, nnd Mr. Giant White’s Shakespeare's Scholar, &e. 
p, 300.—Mason suggested tlmt wo ought to read “foolish,” compnung what 
Ouncluuus says subsequently in this speech, “ltathor than fool it so,” &o.; mul 
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ib is remarkable that Mr. Grant White (iibi supra), quito uueoJiscioua of 
having been nntiupated by Mason (whose conjecture is not mentioned in 
the Vanou Shakespeare) } Jins been atsomo pains to prove that “foolish" is 
the geiuiino reading. 


P. 60ft, («) “Of him," &c 

L.c. On Imn.—Tho modem editors (llano and Mr. Colbcr excepted) punt 
" On him," &c. 


P. 007. ( A0 ) u And Censor in us, darling of the people, 

And nobly nam'd so, twice being censor" he 

The first lino was added by Popo (from Pint arch), anil, though far from a 
happy one, it scorns to huvo now acquired a sort of prescriptive right to a 
jilnco in the text.—Mr "VY. 1ST. Lettsom (Profaco to Walker's Shah espea re's 
Versification, p. xxh) lenmrks; u However the lost verso may have begun, 
it must have ended with the words ‘nam’d Oeusorimis/ an is dear fioin what 
immediately fellows,— 

* find nobly min'd so, fcwico being [chosen] censor.’ 

Compare North’s Plutarch,— 4 Tim people had chosen him tensor twice.' •’ 


P. Gl)9» ( ai ) 

u Hath he not pass'd the noble? and the commons? 11 

Tho folio lms “- the Noble and the Common ?’^Tho editor of tho second 

folio altered “CohuiW 1 to “ Commons" but overlooked tho us necessary cor¬ 
rection of “ Noble" to a nobles, 1 ' '—which was mndo by Kowc, 


P. 700. ( 32 ) "Cor. Few arc hfic to do such business." 

To this spcced. tho folio prefixes "Com.;" which Mr. Knight keeps, remark¬ 
ing tluvl u the words wo not chwneloristio of Coriolnnns” 1 


P. 71)1, (B3) 11 0 good, but most vnwisc" &c. 

Theobald's correction,—Tim folio has " 0 God I but” Sc. 


V. 701. ( 51 ) 11 (jiwu Ihjdia here to choose" Sec, 

Mr Collier's Mfl Coirector reads “ Given Hydra leave to choose" &c ; and 
rmhtly perhaps (-Hie M'« hm “ Hydra heero to choose &e ); for .n 
tins passage tlieio is » harshness in understanding « Ctnci," n, enumlent to 
jMfi milled, 

P. 701. (“) " The horn and noise o’ the muster," &c. 

So Capcllj and so Mr. Collier's Ms. Cor.ector.-'Ihe foho has «- mu 
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o’ th 3 Monsters,” &c.,—anothor instance of tho final s being Improperly added; 
seo note? C 3 ) and C°), p. 419.— Hr. Siagoi\ indued (Shakespeare Vindicated^ 
&<;, i> 218), tells us that, “To change 1 monsters’ to moilsler* destroys tho 
meftnin*-, the plural refers to the many heads of tho hydia; tlio roforunoe 
is to Sicinms tho mouth-piece of tlio plobq.” But would any writer, after 
applying to the people collectively the town "Hydra” proceed, in the voi'y 
some sentonce, to speak of tlio so symbolised plebs as “monsters V ^Certainly 
not, Sioinuis is “ The horn and noise o’ the fmnnydieadad] jfiOHs/cr. — Juirlior 
IU tho present scone wo imvo had, p, flfiO, “for the multitude to bo ingratoful, 
wore to make a 7 iioji&tcr of the multitude? &o., and “ho himself [ho. Corio- 
Iotius] stuck not to call us the many-headed multitude ? afterwards in act iv. 
t>c, 1, p. 719, Conolaiiug says, 

“ the beast 

With many heads butts ino away.” 


P» 701 . (*') "awake 

Your daiigei ous lenity. If you ate team'd? Sea 

Tins, to confess the tiuth, I hardly understand.— Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector 
changes u awake" to “ revoke,” niul "lenity" to “bounty,”—of winch allornlioiis 
the hitter at least cannot he right. (In printing "team'd" (not “learned 1 ’) 
1 ftdhoia to the folio, so in Ileniy VIII, act i, sc, 2, wo have,— 

“ Tha gentleman ia leaned, and a most iaro speaker,” &c. 

“My team'd lord cardinal, 

Deliver all with charity”) 


p. 702, ( 5? ) “ 7'heyhnow the corn 

Was not our j ecompense? 

Southern (in a note on ins copy of tlio fourth folio) and Mr. Collior's Mb. 
Corrector read “IPiu not Elmir recotupc use:" but the old text is right, weaning 
—was not given by ns as a lecompenso. (The corn had been given . see 
p, 099, “When corn was given them gratis,” See.) 


P, 702 ( 5G ) u could never be the motive 

Oj our so ft a 7 )h donation? 

So Mason and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector.—Tlio folio has 41 could ucucr be the 
natmc,” &c, 


P 702. ( 60 ) "Ifour shall this bis&on multitude digest 

The senate's com tesy ?" 

The excellent emendation of Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector.—Tlio folio has 
"How shall this Uosomc-ntuUiplier], thyrsi? &o>,—which n- writer m IVdtes 
and Queries , >ol vi. 27, gravely and elaborately defends 1 (In a previous 
passage of this, play, tlio spelling nf the folio is “your becsomc Con spec till tiosj” 
see note ( 5l )«) 
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J?. 702. (®) “ Call our cares fears i which will in time 

Break ope the locks o' Ike senate, and bring in 
The crows fo peck the eagles. 

Come, enough.' 1 

Such is the metricnl arrangement of this passage in the folio; ami it would 
certainly seem to ho that, which tho author intended,—though perhaps some¬ 
thing has dropped out fiom the fust line. 

1 \ 703 . («) 

'* To vamp a body with a dangerous physic,” &c. 

Pope's emendation.—Tho folio has " To iumpc a Body*' Sic.; which ig re- 
tained by Malone (whose explanation of this tnnk comiptiua lias, I am soriy 
to seo, misled lh'. Ricluudson to cite the passage in Ins Diet undo? “Jump;" 
jugfc ns a comment of Stecvens haa misled him to suppose that in the preced¬ 
ing piny (see note ( b5 ), p 647) 11 impair" wus used ns an adjective); and, of 
course, by “Mt Knight and Mr. Collier.—Mr Singer (Shakespeare Vindicated, 
&c. p. T 219) would rend u To imp a body,” Sc c. But I hft\e no doubt that 
" vamp" was Shakespenic’s word — "vamp,” in fact, comes nearer to the ductus 
Hteranan of tho old lection than “imp 11 does “ va' was more likely to lime 
been mistaken for "m" tlmn “i” for n iu.” (The proneness of printers to 
blunder in words beginning with v is very lcratukable, In. our author’s Mea~ 
sure /dj Measure, act 11 sc. 1, tho folio 1ms, 

“ Some ran from brakes of Ice [instead of “vice”], and 
nnswere none, ,v &c ; 

and in Ids Comedy of Terrors, net it sc. 2, 

°I lino detain’d [instead of “ynstaiii’d”], thou vnclisjiononred 
at tho commencement of Marlowe^ Faustus, the quarto of 1G04 lias, 

“Nor in tho pompe of prowd audacious doedes 
Intends our Muse to daunt [the later quartos "vaunt”] 
his hoaucnly verse:” 

m Me teller’s Fair Maid of the Inn , not i. so. I, both folios have, 

“ If that the least puffo of tho rough Northwinde 
Blast our times [read M vines' ”] burthen/ 1 &e ; 
in Beaumont and Fletcher's Cwcoml, actii, sc. 4, 

“ And run like molten gold through Query sin [read “ \ ein’*],” &c.; 
in tlioir Honest Man's Fortune, act i\, sc. 1, 

“But kis a due [the My. in my possession “vico"] in him 
that to that end 
Extends bis lone or duty 

and m their iitde .Frcnc/i Lawyer^ act i. sc. 2, the first fulio has, 

“Wouldshe make rise [instead of “vsej” tho second folio has 
“use"] oH so, I were most lmppy.” 

When Weber published,—from a Ms which is now mine,— The Faithful 
VOL* TV. 
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Ti lends, a drama attributed to Beaumont and Fletcher, ho gavo, in act iii t 
sc. 3, 

“ The chief part I must play, and till my bones 
And iineivs crack,” See .,— 

the reading of the Ms. “ vuines” (whore the tall v looks, at the first glanco, 
very like a hi) having been mistaUon for “bonest* and, to conclude, m Lewis's 
Monk, yoJ. in, 72, first ed, wo find; " Thus saying, she continuedf her course 
tc the street-door, which she opened, and without allowing liorsolf time to 
throw on her oil [rend “ veil”], she nmdo the bast of her way to the Capu¬ 
chin abbey,”) 

P 703. ( c:i ) " For the ill which doth control't, 

Bru. lifts said enough, 

Sjc. Ilns spoken like a traitai," &c. 

The Inst two speeches (in both which the modern editors print, some “iras,” 
others “He lias") stand literatim thus in tliu folio, 

“Brii Has said enough 

Sic in. Ha's spoken like a Traitor,” &c. 

See note ( 1? ). 


P. 704. < fi3 ) « Cor.* 

The folio has ” Coin, 11 


P. 705 ( Qi ) “your country's ft [ends” &c. 

The folio lms “your Counhm friend” &c. but sec Moncnius’s preceding 
speech; of which, in fact, thih is only a continuation. 


P. 70S. (•*) 11 to your house," 

Tho folio lias “ to our House," 


P. 705. ( w ) “Co” 
Tho folio lins “ Com " 


P. 7og. (°0 

“ Com. Come, sir, along with its. 

Cor. I would they woe barbarians (’as they (tie, 

Though i n Home Utter'd), no t Homans (as they are not , 

Though calv'd f the porch o' the Capitol),— 

p ‘^ Cn ’ He gone j 

1 Ht not goui wo) thy rage into your tongue j 
One time will owe another” 

This distribution of tho speeches (unquestionably tho light one) mt proposed 
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TyrwluU, with whom Mr, Collier’s Ms. Collector here agrees. _Tho folio 

1ms, 

“ Corio. Come Sir, along with vs. 

Mono, 1 would they were Barbarians, as they are , 

Though hi Borne Utter'd: not Homans, as they are not , 

Though cal tied »’ th* Porch o' th 1 Capitoli • 

Be gone , put not your worthy Page into your Tongue , 

One time will owe another." 


P. 707. (^) u Were but one danger," &c, 

Theobald punted “ Were but our danger” See. 


P, 700. ( €D ) lt l*ll go to hm, and under take to bring him 
Where he shall ansieer, by a lawful form, 

(In peace ) to his utmost peril." 

Tho folio, by an evident mistake, oither of the tramenber or tho punter, has, 
"lie go to him, and vnderlafte to bring him in peace, 

Where he shall answer by a luufidl Forme 
CIn peace ) to Jus utmost perill *' 


P. 710, ( 70 ) “ The thiotirtmgs of your dispositions &c. 

Theobald's correction,—Tho folio lms u The things off &c. 


P, 710. ( 71 ) fl Z have a heart as Utile apt as yours, 

But yet a brain that leads my use of anger 
To letter vantage.' 1 

IIoig Mr, Collier's Ms. Corrector makes an interpolation,— 

“ I have a heart as little apt as yours 
To brook contiol without the use of anger, 

B\A 'yit a 4>. aw’ Srji. 

and Mr, Singer (Shakespeare Vindicated , &c. p, 220) pioposes to substitute 
“ soft’ 1 for 11 apt 11 

P. 710. (' 2 ) “ to the herd,” &c. 

Theobald's correction,—and obvious enough.—The folio has "to 1 ft’hcml,” 

&e. 


P.711. ( 73 ) “ which your heart prompts you ” &c. 

TJio second folio reads "- prompts you to,” &e-Wo enn scarcely doubt 

that the earlier part of this speech has suffered from ll\Q hansciiber or the 
printer: with the present toxt, whatever arrangement of the lines bo adopted, 
tho vorso halts misornbly. 
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P, 7I1» ( 7I ) “that aie but rooted inf & o, 

Tho folio liras "//ia£ arc hit loatccl in” See, (Though Dr, Richardson in his 
Diet, cites tho picscnt passage under 11 Rote,” ho observes, “ Boated, in Shnko- 
spoaie, is, perhaps, rooted, fixed, infixed, hnpiossed,—no deeper than your 
longue.*’ That it is eo, I make no question.) 

Q 

P, 712, C 33 ) * Which often, thus,” See. 

Severn] attempts have been made to amend tins passage: I agree with Malono 
in thinking that it now stands as the author iviotc it, 


P. 713. ( ?d ) w "Which rjuiml with nil/ dr uni” &c. 

if the folio is to be trusted m such natters, here its spelling, “quieted” shows 
how the word wna formerly pi on a uncertain the next line but one tlic folio 
has **Tlmt Bakes lull a-sleepef 


P. 715. ( 77 ) “ hiswoith 

Of conti (tdiction '* 

Rowe printed “ his word of” Sc c , and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector gives " his 
mouth off &c , —but is not the old rending right ? 


P, 715. ( 78 ) “ Throng our large temples,” 8cc, 

Theobald’s correction.—Tho folio has " Through our,” &e 


P. 716. ( 79 ) "Uis toughe? accents fof Kc 

Conected by Theobald,—The folio lias u His) owjhet Actions forf See, 


P 717. C 50 ) li JS'or check my couragef &o, 

Mr. Colliei'b Ms. Corrector reads 11 jVw check my cariiuge,” &c •, and Mr. 
Colliei adds, “It is most inconsistent with the noble character of tho hero to 
represent him in this way vaunting his own 'courages. 1 . . , Caniogc vs, 
of course, department, and tho veiy same Jnispnnt has been pointed out, and 
remedied m tho snino way, in Jlenry VI. Putt IIIf Mr. Singer, too (Shake- 
ipittre Vindicated, &c. p, 221), commends this alteration, which is counte- 
imnced by Im own Ms. Corrector,—But they all forget that u courage” was 
fonnerly often used in the ^enso of—heart, spirit, mind (hoc note C 20 ) 
p. 203) 

P. 717. ( 8I ) “and cra?i shout for Pome 

Her enemies' marks upon me ” 

Tt.o folio hns “andean sfoaitnm Home,” ivliicli lins ljeon iluihulcil moat 
strnngoly see my Hemarhs on Me. Collie A and 5t/j. Kmghl's cds. of Shake- 
specie. See. p. 1G2. 
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1*. 718. (®) " Making not reservation of yourselves;* &c, 

Capell'a correction.—Tlic folio 1ms « Making bub reneruationf &c. 


P. 719. («) 

14 To soy c.clremity trrjs Ihe trier of spirits? &e. 

So tliQ hcaotul folio —The ftv^fc folio has«■ To say, Extremities matt," kv ; to 
which rending’ Malone cidljoic<l t —poihnps too obstinately: in defence of the 
plural hoio > he cited from on earlier scene, p. 711, “But when extnmUia 
speaks” to which, hpwcvvr, wc may oppose what afterwards occurs, p, 727, 

“ this eternity 
Hath biought me to thy hearth,” 

P. 739, (*‘) n being rjmlte wounded, cruvcsf See. 

Pope printed "being gently warded, warn/' 6tc.j Hammer 44 being greatly 
warded, ciavc,” &c j and Mr, Collier's Ms, Conector substitutes “being gen* 
/fe-nihuled, aaocs” $cc,i but the old fccU (see Johnson’s note ad /) is not to 
bo disturbed. 

1\ 720. ( 8s ) “n mid erposturc" &c. 

So all tho folios j but qy. ?—ltowo punted “a wild exposure/ 1 &c. 


11 725. (i»; '■ Cats , that can judged* See. 

Mr* Collier’s Ms. Coirector alters “ Cats" to “Cura,”— 11 consistently,” sajs 
Mr. Collier, "with the term Coriolrunis hud previously applied toffce rabble!’ 
but it is quito oviflent that hero Volmiuiia in speaking, not of the rabble, but 
of the two tribunes, 

v, m. (*) 

tl butyoui favoui is well appeal ed by yaw tongue!’ 

Steovens would alter "appeared” to " nppioved;'* and ao Mr. Collier’s Ms. 
Corrector | while Mr. Singer would substitute "appiued/’-gning a icry 
forced sense to the pussnge. 

r,72h( BB ) 

« Whose house, whose bed, whose meal , and exercise, 

Are still together, wh *unn, its Virci c, in ?oue 
(Inseparable, shall within this how ” Sc c. 

So Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector.—The folio 1ms "Whose Houres, whose Bed,” 
See.,—which no one, with the context full before hm> need attempt 10 defend by 
the passage in il/i'dsimitner N f (jkl l s Dreani, net ni. sc 2, 

“ tlio hows that wo have spent, 

IVlion no have chid the hasty-footed time 
l?or parting ns, 1 ^ 

Ilcro the erroi of tho folio'was an easy one: but perhaps it may be partly 
attributed to tlio occurrenco of the word “ hour" nfc tho end of tho third line. 
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P, 724. ( SJ ) tl ]\Iy birth-place hate If &c, 

SLeevens‘s cmrection,—The folio has “ My Birth-place liftiie/,” &c. 

P. 725 ( D() ) “Enter a third Servant The first moots him.” 

So tlio folio; meaning, I presume, that a Third Servant on tors from one side, 
while the First Sorvant rc-cnteis from the other.—Capell over-boldly made 
soveial alterations m the prefixes, &c. of this scuno. 


V, 72G. ( D1 ) 


“Tf, Tullus ,, 

Not yet thou know'sl me” &e. 


This speech (which differs only slightly from that in North’s Plutarch) ii 
printed as prose in the folioj but it does not read as if mtonded Tor prose 
by the author: there would seem to ho some corruption. (It lias boon quietly 
altered thus,— 


and thus,— 


“7/1 Tullus, yet thou hnow'st me not, and , seeing me, 

JJost not yet take me for the man I am, 

Necessity commands me name my self.” 

11 If Tullus # 

Not yet thou know'st me, and, seeing me, dost not tnho me 
To bo the man I am , necessity 
Commands me name myself ” 


P 727. ( fla ) u Then if thou hast 

A hem t of wreak in thee, that wilt ? cvengef &c. 

Hero li wdt” is usually changed to “will.” but the expression is elliptical,— 
that wilt, i.e. that thou wilt. 


P. 728. ( 91 ) ”2/Jupiter 

Should/torn yond cloud speak divine things. 

And say, ‘ ’ Tis true,' Td not believe them more 
Than thee, ad noble Marcius.—Let ?ne twine” See. 

So tlio passage is arranged in tlio folio, and no doubt rightly, though some- 
thing appears to have dropped out from the second lino (which Pope un¬ 
scrupulously altered to 11 Should fom yon cloud speak to mo things divine”). 
In most of the recent editions the lines are divided differently, and 41 0 M Is 
thrust in before "Let me twine,” to prop the metre 


P. 728, ( 0J ) “ And scar'd the moon with splinters.” 

Tlio folio (with its old spelling) has " And scarp’d the Moon e,” &c. ; winch is 
retained by Malone and Mr. Collier (the formei innocently remarking that a 
line m Rtchaid III, 

u Amaze tlio welkin with your broken staves,”— 

“certainly adds some support ” to tlio reading “ scar'd” J). 
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P. 728. («) 

41 tfatf ice no ortiei 
Ulio third folio omits 11 Gther t 
pvinttar’a addition, 


5«ar>-el else to I?om t but that," & c . 
’—which is most probably the transcriber 


’a or 


P. 728. (95) 


Tine a hold flood o'cr-hear? 


So Bomo copies Of the foil,,: other copies h H0 erroneously “ __ fad o're- 
bca o. -Mr Grout White {Shakespeare's Scholar, fto. p.'364) rrwmmer.ds 
Jaukson s rending, “ o'er-beat ’ti” but here “if is ijuito unnecessary. 

T?. 72&. ( 5 ’) “ lut a greater sohher than he, you wot on.” 

The folio hns “- then he, You wot one,” and so the modern editors. 


V. 73D. "have broiled and” &c. 

r nio folio has ft have boyled and,” &c 


P. 731, ( s3 ) 11 whilst he's m JirMWirtfe.” 

Malono suspects that tA tlio author wrote Whilst La’s in discreditude a nifiilc 
woccl instead of discredit ”—IMr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector changes *' direct it uric” 
to 44 dcjoctitiulc”—which agieea very well with wliat follows,—“ BnU hen 
they shall sec his crest up again” he :Mr, Singer {Shahuprare Pbidiwitaf, 
&o, p. 223) says, rather too confidently, « There can be no doubt that the 
Servant intended to blunder in the use of ' dlrectitude/ vihich he mistakes 
for discreditude.” 


P. 731. ( ,0 °) 11 This peace is nothing” Sec. 

“ ShalcGspoave probably wrote 4 Tliis peace is good for nothing, 1 &c. Sir 
Thomas Ilnnmor [Rowe] reads— 1 is worth nothing,’ &c ” Stshyens. 


P. 731. (»») w waking," See. 

The foho baa "walking” &c, 


P. 731. ° than wan n destroys o/inert.” 

ITns been altered to f< than war’s a destroyer,'* &c.: but tiio next speech deter¬ 
mines that kero the plural is right. 


P. 731, ( 1M ) 41 llis remedies are tame i’ ihe present peace &e. 

So Theobald.—Tho folio has u --- tame the present peace” &c.—Mason. 

would read 14 - are lame i’ the*' &c. 
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p. 732, C m ) "Ran, sir!" 

The reply of Mcneiii ns (as Steevcns observes) vendors it probablo that here 
the old copy lias accidentally omitted " Bru . Ilnil, and” 


p. 732. ( m ) “ God-den" &e, 

Ilero, and in the next speech, the folio has 11 Gooden;” but earlier m tho play 
(see p, 670) it has “ God-dsn” 

P, 733. ( 1()6 ) “ The nobles m great cm nest ness are going 

All lo the senate-house : some news is come 
That turns then countenances" 

The folio has “- some newe s » comming,” See , which Mr. Knight retains 

(because “ the reader will remember Mi. Campbell's fine image,— 

1 Coming events chiow [cast] then shadows bcfoio,”*— 

the Homan nobles, of course, being gifted, like Campbell's wizard, with tho 

second sight !)* and which in most of the leccnt editions is altered to “ -- 

some news is come in,*' &c. (Boswell defending that alteration m anoto about 
“redundant terminations,” &c.)—Now, it is quite evident that tho mistnko of 
“comming” for "come" was occasioned by the transcriber's or compositor's 
eye having caught tho word immediately above, "going" (So in The Tempest, 
act li sc, 2, tho folio lifts,— 

“No moiD dams I’lo make for fish, 

Nor fetch in firing, at requiring, 

Nor scrape trenchermg, nor wash dish," &c.,— 

where the error “ trencherwg" originated in tho piecoding “ firing" and 11 io- 
(juiruiy.") 

P. 731. (W) “ God Mat rhts" &c 

So Mr Collier’s Ms. Coiroctoi —The folio has “Good Marcius" &c, (Mr, 
Collier remuiks, “Coininius, soon afterwards, talking of Conolnnus, hays, ' IIo 
is their god*" See.: but I wonder that he did not adduce from Troilus and 
Cressida (see p, 653), “Yet god Aclullcs still cries, 1 Excellent 1' ” &c.) 


P.733. (’« 5 ) "All the legions” &e. 

Mr. Collici’s Ms Corrector substitutes "All the logion.s,” &c., — and very 
plausibly j for it is doubtful if tho old text is to be explained by what 
Aufiduis says at p. 738, “All places yield to him ero he sils down,”—hero 
Coininius, eager to mortify tho tubimes, may bo exaggerating the succo'jsog 
of Conolamis* and elsowherc the folio lms “legions” misprinted “> egions 
see note ( 73 ), p. 93. 


P. 735, ( 1W ) “ You have made fair hands, 

You and your cmjts l you have cuifted fatr! 
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Com. You have bi ought 

A trembling upon Home* See. 

“Wo ought unquestionably,” say*, Hr, Collier, "to read [with ilia Ms. Cor¬ 
rector J handy oafts for ‘crafts,’ anti to print the lines ns follows, both an 
mnsoimt of tho sense and die metre,— 

‘You have niado fair lmnd:>; 

You and your handycrafi* have crafted fair.’ 

Tins change completes the defective line, and shows that Monenius uses the 
introductory oxpiession, ‘You have made fair hand's, 1 in order that he may 
follow it up hy (Ug contemptuous mention of liandycritflsf No: the old text 
is quite light, To “make fair bandit” (or "a Jtne hand”) is a common enough 
expression (so in Henry VIII p. 517, “ YoVc made a fine hand, fellows"); and 
the change of u crafts* to “Inimlycrufta” is unnecessary fox the seme, because 
manwiMabom* is sufficiently implied in the former word, As to " the metre," 
—the Collector's alteration deiunges it entirely; the word'., “You and your 
eiafts l you've crafted fair!” make up a perfect line with “ You've brought." 


P. 707, ( 11D ) "Had borne the action*' See. 

Thd folio has “Ilaiie borne” See. 


P. 709. ("*) "So our virtues? &c. 

So tho second folio.—The first folio has “ So o»r Vmnie” &c, 


P. 738, ( I,s ) "Hath not a tomb so evident as a chair 
To extol what it hath done'* 

A dark passage; on which soe the comments in tlic Yttnor, Shakespeare. Mr. 
Collier’s Ms. Corrector (having previously made two alterations m this 
speech) substitutes «cheer” for “ chairf Mr. Singer ( Shahspeaie Vindicated, 
&o, p. 225) would vend “knir;" anil Mr. Grant "White (Slmhespeare's Scholar, 
See. p. 3S6) is well persuaded Hint the genuine text ls ,—‘"Hath not a tomb so 
eloquent as a cheer,” Sec. 


T. 738. ( 113 ) 

“ Oncfu e drives out one Jire ; one mtd, one nail ; 

Rights by rights falter, strengths hj strengths do fail.” 

The folio lias. “ Rights by tight* fouler, strengths” See. ? which editors and 
critics liars thus variously altered,-" Bight's by right fouler” &o, “K.ghU 
by light foiled,” &c., "Sights by lights foul nro,” &«., "Rights by rtgh s 
foumlor," &e, “Rights by rights suftcr,” See, and "Rights by lights foili nrc, 
&c -That a verb lies concealed under the corruption “fonlei ’ is indubitable: 
„ s to the word which I lmvo introduced,-it was frequently spelt "fad er 
(so in Shelton’s Von Qmwte.lW first, p. 372, cd. 4 to “who when they 
porceino their Lad.os to funiter &o.), nud therefore might easily have been 
mistaken for “ fouler 
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P. 739. C u ) “ -ft kkm a iarc joe/Won,” &c, 

Mason would road “ It was a baso petition," &e. 


P 740 ( r lft ) “ / ere long have knowledge 

Of mg success 

11 All Meneiuus designs to sny, nmy be—I shall not bo kept long in suspense 
as to the result of my embassy. 1 ” Steevjsna.— But this ia a very unlikoly 
lemnrk for Menenms to make, mid I strongly suspect that wo ought to read, 
mth Mascn, 41 You shall e/e long" &c. 


V, 741. ( ,,fl ) 11 what he would not, 

Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions 

On this passage son the notes of tho commentators in the Varior . Shakespeare, 
I have adhered to the punctuation of tho folio. 


P. 741. ( ,l7 ) 14 So that all hope is vam , 

Unless hs noble mother, and his wife; 

Who, as I hear, mean,” &c, 

i c , says Malone, 14 So that wo have now no other hope, nothing to rely upon, 
but liis mother and Ins wife, who, ns I am told, mean, &c. Unless is horn 
used for except: 1 Mason, too, has a note to the same purpose. But to me 
such an explanation is fur from satisfactory and I think it very pi oh able 
that (as somo one suggested to Steovcns) our author wioto 14 Unless in’s noble 
mother &c.:—in the present play contractions of that kind are fiequcnt. 


P. 742. ( 11B ) 

“Far I have ever vet \fied my friends 
{Of whom he's chef ) with all the size that verily" &c, 

Hero 44 verrjied" is a most suspicious reading;—and perhaps ciopt into tho text 
inconsequence Dfthc tiauscriber’s or compositor's eye haying vested on the 
word “verity” in the next hue. JInnm.Gr printed “magnified}*’ which is given 
by Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector also. 


P. 743. ( l,£> ) u guess, but by my,” &e. 

The folio omits “ by” 


P. 743. ( ,2 °) 44 Ing/ ate forgetfulness shall poison, rather 

Than pity note how much” 

Theobald printed " Ingrate forgetfulness shall prison, rather ” &c.,— 11 which,” 
ho says, “ adds an antithesis, by which tho senso seems cleaver and moro 
natural; tiz. Ihat/o; (jetfulness shall rather keep it a sec/elf &c. It is at least 
certain that elsewhere,—see p, 95, note ( 8, )>—tho folio 1ms by mistako “poy- 
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50118,1 for u prisons” and «poyson'd” for "prim'd? but there is somethin*- 
Foxtscd m Theobald's reading here. 


P. 745. ( lal ) " You gods t I prate” &c. 

Theobald's correction, —The folio baa "-. J pray,” &c. 


P.746. («*) ll /;to7^io//fl«ert«. w 

The folio has u /hopo to,” &c. 

P. 746. ( 12a ) " The things I haveSee, 

The folio hns 11 The tiling 1 1 have," See, 


P. 747. ( 1C1 ) “ Which you deny already , yet ive mill ask; 

That, if jfOK fad in oio request” &c, 

“Mi 1 . Pope, who altered ovory phrase that was not conformable to modern 
phraseology, changed 1 that if you fail,' &c, to ' that i/wo/at// & c ” Maloxe. 
—It was Bowe who (in his sec* ed.) iuadu the alteration; and it is perhaps 
right; for in this play the folio swarms with errors; and lf you l> might have 
boon repeated by mistake from tho preceding line. 


V . 748. ( ,a> ) “Andyet to charge thy," Sc o. 

The folio has “And yet to change thy ” &c. 

P. 749. 

"jPouw, ladies; let vs shame him with our knees,” 

So tho second folio.—The first folio has ” Down Ladies . let cs shame him with 
him with our knees,” 

P. 749. (i») 

“ fPercyow i» wotiMyou /ifli'ff &c. 

This lmo has been amended to “ Were you in my steady say, would” &c, ami 
to u If you mere in my stead, would,” Sec, 


P. 761. ( I2S ) 

« Sio, Friend^ 

Art thou certain this is true 9 is it most certain ? 

See. Mess, As certain as I know the sun isfue” See, 

Tho first of these speeches stands thus in tho folio,— 

"Stein, Priond, art thou certnine this is true ? 

Pst most cortnine.” 
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and Sydney Walker says, isji misprint for I sir, i.e, Ay, sir, and bore 

the Messenger begins his answer to Sicmms. The note of interrogation after 
cotame first appeared in the tim’d folio. Thou , moreover, seems to Intro 
been inserted ob metrum, as in the old copies the verso begins with Fi tend ” 
Shakespeare's Ve/sification, &c.p 285. But the absence of the interrogation- 
pfimfi heic in the folio proves nothing; for tlio folio frequently has a full 
point at the end of an interrogative speech: to, a little after in tho present 
chftloguo, it gives the question of Sicinius thus, “They aro near the City/’ 
Nor, considciing how often tlio linos mo wrongly divided in tho folio, U any 
stress to be laid on Us arrangement licic. 


T. 752 O “ And kip the joy. [ExouiU. 

Boehu V." See 

Here tho more recent editors substitutes “Going” for “ Ezauntf anil mark no 
new scene* but it is quite plain that Menonius, Sicinius, &c, woic intended by 
the niUhoi to quit the stage, and that, on fclioir 41 Eicunt" a change of scono, 
—to a sheet near the gate of tho city,—was to ho supposed by tho spectators, 
Mencnius and Ins companions go out to meet the ladies as they proceed 
throngli the city homewards but their meeting is not brought before the 
oyes of tho audience; nor was it necessary that it should be, 


P. 754 ( m ) “ holp to reap ihefumc 

Which he did end all his* &c. 

Here I?owe filtered “ end* to “make ” Mr. Collier’s Ms Corrector substitutes 
“ciu ” and Mr. Singer (Shakespeare Vindicated, &c. i) 227) approves of tlui 
reading proposed by a corespondent in Notes and Queries Y 

4 ‘ holp to oar the fame 
Which he did reap all his *— 

Mr. Giant Wluto (Shahespeaie’s Scholar, &c. p 3G7) observes, “There is not 
the least necessity For this violence to tho original text, Aifuhus helped to 
reap the fame winch CViofonus made, in tho end, all his M 


P. 756. ( ,sl ) “ Flutter'd your Volscians” &c, 

Tlio folio 1ms 41 Matter'd your* &c. 


,END OP VOL. IV. 


London: 

pnihTBPHY nonsoN, i.ev>y, od phanktan, 
Qrent New Street mul Pou« Lawu 




